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OLYMPIA. 

PART I.—CLOTHO. 

THI BLACK PBINCB, FIBEFLT, AND THE DAKCINO BBAB. 

J«Uai». — How freeli, how oool, how bracing oomes the breoM 
Tie life again 1 

Fic^or.— Troe ; it ia life indeed— 
As fresh as sorrow, and as oold as heartSi 
And hungry as the winds of Liberty. 

I. 

The great gate closed behind him, and he was a free man. 
Though he stood on English soil, and though it was English 
air he drew, freedom was none the less a distinction in that 
especial comer of English soil, and in that especial quarter of 
sea-blown English air. There, men bom in Africa or in Yirginii^ 
might become iree, but men bom in Britain became slaves. It 
was a bleak and barren headland, almost but not quite an island, 
held to the mainland bj a long and slender isthmus like a vast 
ship at her moorings. In olden times it might have been 
selected for the site of a monastery as appropriately as Mount 
Athos ; in these later days it so far resembled the site of a 
monastery that the bulk of its inhabitants lived in a huge build- 
ing of stone apart from their fellow-creatures, wore a distinctive 
dress, submitted to a strict discipline, underwent frequent 
penance, continual mortification, and regular religious exercise, 
and practically observed the vows of obedience, poverty, and 
abstinence from all the pleasures of the world. Only their 
ruler, instead of being called Abbot, was entitled Governor, and 
the rule they followed was neither of Bernard nor of Benedict, 
but of the statute law of England. 

The man behind whose back the great gate swung and clanged 
had just been released from his vows. He was no longer the 
slave of the State, and could call his hands his own. He no 
longer wore the hideous conventnal garb of parti-colonred 
flannel — that sorriest of motley — but an old suit of grey cloth 
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wbich, though ancient and worn, might onoe have fitted anj 
man of anj class whom choice or necessity had led to dress care- 
lessly and with a view to comfort or oonyenience rather than 
fashion. The wearer of the clothes for some instants stood 
and looked ronnd vagnely, as thongh he had forgotten how to 
nse his eyes and feet except nnder the control of a prison 
warder. To be suddenly discharged from gaol in the gloom of a 
chill and raw October morning may not always imply an elation 
of spirits any more than the sudden waking from a nightmare. 
The elasticity of youth is needed when a man has to take up 
life's story from a point where it left off years ago, and to throw 
off in a moment the feel of fetters and the corroding rust that 
inch a parenthesis leayes far below the skin. And this man was 
ao longer young — ^he looked almost as old as his clothes. 

He was thin and meagre, without an ounce of spare flesh on 
his bones, which, during his season of retirement from the world, 
appeared to have grown at the same time too small and too large. 
His- wrists projected from the sleeves of his jacket, while his 
shoulders did not fill them. He was about the middle height, 
but lost stature by a stoop that might indeed be natural, but was 
more probably the result of some invisible weight, seeing that 
there was no farther evidence of original deformity. At first 
sight, his meagre figure, his stoop, his grizzled hairs out close to 
the scalp, just showing themselves beneath the brim of his cap ; 
the harsb outline of the thin, sallow, and clean-shaved face, and 
the stamp of the crow under the temples, suggested the burden 
of sixty years, if not of more. But a closer inspection might 
reduce the calculation by ten or twelve years, or even by fifteen. 
Though the dried skin was no longer fair, the grey eyes belonged 
to one of those fair complexions that age easily and prematurely. 
Moreover the thin lips spoke of habite of chronic reserve, which 
are as fatal to the endurance of youth as the hand of Time 
himself. No one expects to find anything amiable or agreeable 
in the features or expression of a convict, nor, in the present 
case, would such want of expectation be disappointed. The face 
itself, with ite irregular and strongly marked projections, its 
small and feebly coloured eves, its cold mouth and its pervading 
pallor, was like a mere mask from which all expression had been 
studiously removed. It was not indeed the mask of a burglar 
or highwayman, but many a monk found his way into that 
convent by other paths than by the barred window or by the 
highway. 

The old gaol-bird whose cage had at last been set open — ^in 



CLOTSO. 9 

one way or other, whether by years or by crime or by pmush- 
menty he certainly had earned the title of old— drew in the cold, 
damp sea-mist, and then looked round at the circle of rolling 
grey fog where the panorama should hare been. Then, with 
another deep breath, he tnmed his back to the yet gloomier gate, 
and set out to descend the hill with the pace of a snail. 

He passed through a small duster of cottages, ayoiding the 
rough quarries where gangs of his late companions were doing 
as little as men can contrive to do under the controlling influence 
of chains and loaded muskets, until he arrived at the long bank 
of smooth pebbles, or natural breakwater, which keeps the head- 
land from becoming a true island by drifting out to sea. He 
walked on as if instinctively, rather like an atom drawn back to 
the mainland by the natural force of attraction than like a man 
moving his feet by the exercise of his own free will. Had there 
been any other road he might have taken it by the preference of 
accident ; as it was, any odier direction would have Ipd him, not 
back towards the rocks and shoals of human life, but straiirht to 
those of the sea. As he descended, the salt mist thickened 
nntil the rising sun hung like a crimson ball low down in the 
sky, and until the vanishing walls of the gaol that crowned the 
headland rose like a phant<mi castle of air out of a black cloud. 

At last he reached the yet more barren bank of pebbles, and 
stood, in utter solitude, between the clashing waves of two 
seas, bounded with mist and edged with foam, on an isthmus 
that parted his gaol from the mainland of liberty ; that divided 
punishment from the freedom of choice between right and 
wrong. He looked round again. No living creature but himself 
jarred with the solitude of ibis dismal border^land. He turned, 
and looked behind and before. Which looked the blacker, the 
prison or the road that led therefrom P 

He sat down, and looked out into the mist that hung over 
the waves, and that blotted out the horizon. It was not till 
after a good half-hour that his eyes moved as if waking from 
sleep, and fell on a piece of plank, the sole relic, permps, of 
some ship that had gone to pieces on a shore fatal to ships and 
lives, now tossed and torn, played with and mocked at, by the 
smallest wavelet that curled. Moved by some dreamy impulse, 
he took up a pebble, poised it for three instants, and threw it 
at the board. 

The pebble was well aimed, and struck the wood before it 
sank down. 

The man rose, turned roimd towards the phantom castle 
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took ofE his cap and bowed. Then he set his face to the main- 
land, and, while the mist thickened, walked on again. 

The mist still grew deeper as he approached the low downs 
to which one end of the isthmus is bound. Here he struck 
into a high road that led over a hill to the town, which sleeps, 
eats, and drinks as calmly and quietly on its little gulf as 
though no foundered ships and no wrecked souls were within 
three thousand miles — not to speak of three. 

From the gaol to the town is a walk of exactly three miles. 
To travel, it is more than three thousand. The atmosphere of 
a Court still hung over the town — of a solid and comfortable 
Court, that treated the whole globe as if it were a scalene 
triangle drawn from Windsor to Cheltenham, from Cheltenham 
to Mehnouth, and from Mehnouth back to Windsor again, 
these three points becoming in turn the social head-quarters of 
the British Empire. The Court was of the past, but the town 
still lived upon the after-flavour. There was the red brick 
house, now converted into sea-side lodgings for all the world 
and his wife, wherein the good King had, with a sea-side 
appetite, eaten his boiled leg of mutton like any farmer of the 
surrounding chalk hills; there, among the chalk hills them- 
selves, on Uie far side of the gulf, lay a colossal figure of the 
good King on horseback — a landmark for leagues — cut out in 
white from the green turf, with a pig-tail twenty yards long, 
and the rest in proportion. There were the old and middle- 
aged men and women who, those in their middle age, these in 
their childhood, had seen, nay, had even conversed with, the 
good Eling. No— that dim and distant headland was no 
appanage of Melmouth. Mehnouth was once a main gate, and 
was stUl a postern, into the best and most respectable of 
worlds. 

It was still early ; and, with the exception of him who had 
just entered this postern, no one was abroad. The bathing 
season was over, the shops had no cause to open, and the bleak 
and gloomy morning had seemingly proved too much even for 
the few early risers that Melmouth might contain. The old 
fellow from without still plodded on slowly, with his eyes bent 
upon the ground, turned off from the broad and empty espla- 
nade, as the natives called their sea-wall, and then, leaving the 
town behind as he had left the gaol, struck into a straight high 
road, that led up towards the chalk downs, at right angles 
with the shore. 

He passed nothing remarkable but a church and a police- 
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constable. The latter bade him a friendly good morning, as to 
one whom he might come to know better before long. The 
close-cropped hair and shayen face meant a great deal in that 
part of the world, and the now dusty boots, also, were of a 
make that was extremely well known. The man just touched 
his cap in an absent manner without bending his neck, but, as 
if suddenly remembering himself, turned his sli^t salute into 
a low bow, and passed on. 

When he reached the first nule-stone, however, he saw a really 
glorious sight — nothing less than the sudden lifting of the veU 
of mist, and the transformation of the hanging ball of dull fire 
into the sun, the ruler of the day. The sea benind now rose up 
like a high silver wall : the grey hills grew green, and the sky 
broke out into patches of light blue. The man turned his bent 
shoulders to the first real sunbeam, and warmed them as if at 
a fire. Not even a felon could be expected to watch the lifting 
of an autumn sea-mist at morning without a conscious ex- 
pansion of eye and heart. The no longer imprisoned breeze 
both fills the lungs and braces the soul. 

It also makes men ready for breakfast. Unhappily, however, 
it does not always make breakfast ready for men. 

The road still lay up hill, though gently ; and the higher the 
wanderer ascended, the higher and more brightly shone the 
snn out of that pale grey-blue which is dearer to most of us 
than the most cloudless turquoise of Italian skies. If there is 
anything in this variegated world better than such an October 
forenoon in a spot where the sea's good-morning kiss to the 
shore is not too far off to be echoed, then there is something 
better than best. The year is never so fresh and yonng as 
when he is jnst thinking of growing old — ^it is the aroma of 
happiness, past, indeed, but imperishable — the breath of strength 
outHving all foolish Aprils of half tears and half smiles, and no 
melancholy presage of unreal decay, that lies in the majestic 
pathos of falling leaves. It is the season of the chase, of the 
vintage, of the safe and gathered harvest, of free breath, of 
pure air, of well-ordered nights and days, of empty hopes for- 
gotten, of fertile hopes fulfilled and renewed. It is ploughing 
time — the beginning of new hope and new work, as well as the 
fulfilment of the old : the continuance of strength after success, 
and the renewal of courage after failure. He was a foolish poet, 
whoever he was, that first called autumn sad because, forsooth, 
the east winds of spring have left off biting, the dog-days have 
left off scorching, and the frosts of winter have not yet come. 
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Was life made for tosob and nightingales P or was it made for 
men to grow serene of heart and strong of limb P 

Bat what has this to do with a discharged felon who paid 
reverence to a chance policeman P He had been in his true 
place on the headland : he wonld have been a blot on the white- 
wash of Melmonth had he thought fit to stay there ; he mnst, 
with eqnal reason, be held an ont-of-place stain upon the chalk 
downs : a greater eye-sore even than the straggling equestrian 
portrait of royalty. He was prematurely old, he was ugly, he 
was penniless, he was presumably ignorant, and he must bettjcen 
to be, in soul as well as in body, out of haormony with all things 
fresh and clean and pure. 

He passed a second mile-stone, a third, and a fourth, always 
plodding on at the same slow but steady pace, looking askance 
at the carters and labourers whom he passed less frequently than 
the nule-stones, untU he reached a white five-barred gate that 
opened into a neat fiurmyard. He leaned his arms and chin on the 
topmost bar, and breakfasted at leisure on a comfortable, homely 
smell of malt and straw. For it was brewing time also — ^and 
for that reason, too, it is unfair to call mid-autumn a season of 
sadness. After such satisfaction as this light and easily digested 
meal might afford, and with some hesitation, he pushed open 
the gate, entered the yard, skirted a duck pond, crossed a kitchen 
garden, and reached the open g^reen door of a red-brick house — 
one of those creeperless fiirmhouses that seem to live in a per- 
petual stare at their own neatness. 

He was about to tap, when — 

** What's your business here, my good man P " asked a stout 
and florid d!ame, who left her potato-peeling in the kitchen, 
and came to the door. 

<< Is this Farmer Holt's, madam P " he asked, humbly, cap in 
hand. 

*' Farmer Holt's P Bless me. Farmer Holt is dead and gone 
this ever so many year. 'Tis Mr. Holmes's farm ; we've been 
here this four Mickle's mass. You won't find Farmer Holt far 
out of Oressford churchyard." 

'* Pardon my ignorance, madam. I have fiJlen a little behind 
the times. I am speaking to Mrs. Holmes P " 

Something in the stranger's unprovincial accent must have 
struck her, and she looked him over curiouslv. 

" I'm AOss Holmes. Do you want anything P If it's about 
the brewing, you'll find my brother in the Up-field," 

*' The Up-field P Thaz^ you, ma'am. I remember the way. 
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'I used to be hereabout in iVomer Holt's time. Yes, I will see 
Mr. Holmes, if jou please. Gt>od morning, ma'am." 

He xmt on bis cap, raised it again, and walked from the door, 
while Miss Holmes stood and watched him till he was clear of 
the garden wicket. Then she shook her head. 

" Jnst do o£E the chain from Jowler, Betty/' she called ont, 
«< and give him the mn of the yard. Tm half -minded that old 
tramp knows the place a bit too well, and I don't bold with them 
Frenchified ways. And 111 jnst connt oyer the chicken before 
I go on with the paring. '^ 

Farmer Holmes, on his way back for some bread and cheese 
from the Up-field, was a farmer of the thin and wiry breed, 
which is, in fact, far more common than the conyentional John 
Bnll pattern. He looked abont sixty years old, was grey-haired, 
hard and withered, but as strong as whale-bone. He wore a 
large brown overcoat, with hnge fiap pockets and enormous 
white buttons, gaiters, and an old white hat, and he carried a 
green switch ^m the hedge under his arm. 

The old tramp took off his cap again. 

** Mr. Holmes, sir P " he asked, politely. 

" That be my name, sure enougn — ^Isaao Holmes, hamist and 
maltster ; all the parish knows I. What do you want with me P " 

** I want to ask you, sir, to gprant me, as the gpreateet favour, 
what every man — so ^ey say — has a right to daim. You are a 
farmer and maltster, and therefore have capitaL I am a labourer, 
and have hands, as you see. I want you to allow me to use my 
hands in easing you of some of your capital." 

Mr. Holmes thrust his hands to the bottom of his pockets, 
and stood with his legs slightly astride. 

" You want to ease I P '^ 

" In plain English, Mr. Holmes, I am out of work — I want 
work — I am loolong for work ; and as you are the first employer 
of labour I have met with in my day's journey, so you — ^that I 
may not lose a chance — ^are the first to whom I apply. You 
might do worse. I am something of a Jack-of-all-traides, with- 
out, I trusty being master of none. I will be content with the 
current rate of wages — I think they were something like eight 
shillings a week for a single man in Farmer Holt's time — and 
will put my hand to anything you please, from keeping accountb 
to carting manure. If you bave nothing else for me to do, you 
can't deny that I'm exceptionally qualified for a scarecrow." 

Mr. Holmes gave a bewildered stare. 

^ A labourer! You be a rum sort of a labourer, you be.'* 



14 OLYMPIA. 

'* I own it, sir. I am a ram sort of labourer. That shall 
be considered in mj hire. Yon shall onlj give me seven and 
sizpoDce every Saturday night instead of eight shillings, in 
consideration of my being mm." 

'* Hold ont they hands o' yonm," said the fiumer, sharply. 

The tramp held ont both his hands. They showed ample 
signs of rongh work with pick and spade, it is tme, bnt were 
ouierwise a little too long and fine for one whose ambition was 
to guide Farmer Holmes's plough. 

" There, sir ; I am waiting to have my fortune told," he said ; 
" which is it to be, oakum or the spade r " 

All at once the farmer gave a long, low whistle, and slapped 
his thigh. 

'* Hoy ! Will'am ! " he shouted out to a labourer who was 
burning weeds hard by; ''Hoy! Will'am! Gome hither with 
thy flail. I knows thee. Master Jack-of -all-trades, and master 
o' one, anyway — I knows thee ; I ben't going to have no fine 
gentlemen rick-burners on my place, nor no Captain Swings. I 
knows thee. Master Jack Gnol-crow ; they be marks o' Wey- 
port picks, they be, on tiiy pickers and stealers. I knows thee ; 
thee'rt the chap I and eleyen other men found guilty at 'sizes 
for writing names as weren't theim. I won't have Isaac Holmes 
written, as is good for five hundred pound ; nor my ricks bumt» 
as is worth five hundred to the back o' they. Theelt bum me 
out for spite, wilt thee. Master Jack P Be ofE ; and if thee'rt 
skulking round about here again I'll warn the constable. Find 
thy danged heels ; and Will'am, take thy flail and loose Jowler 
at 'n." 

The felon smiled sadly but grimly. 

'' Pray do not trouble Mr. Jowler, Mr. William. I am gone. 
But may I ask who is your landlord, Mr. Holmes ? " 

" My landlord P One as could hsmg thee as soon as look at 
thee if I have thee up to sessions. 'Tis the Earl of Wendale, 
if thee wan'st to know. Will'am, loose Jowler, and take thy 
flan." 

The felon bowed again, and returned to the high road. The 
days were still freshly remembered when the mysterious name 
of the ever invisible Captain Swing, the omnipresent and Bria- 
rean arch-rick-bumer, used to rob hard-working farmers of their 
ease by day and of their repose by night, and to turn day- 
labourers into patrols of night-watchmen. To be a stranger in a 
country parish was still to be regarded with suspicion ; and it 
cannot be denied that Farmer Holmes's suspicion was justified, 
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combined as ifc was with private reason for fear. What oonld 
be more natural tban that a criminal whom he himself had 
been instrumental in sending to gaol, shonld make early nae 
of his liberty by taking the then most fi^hionable method of 
reyenge? 

" I knoVd 'twere Swing by the looks of 'n/' he said to Miss 
Holmes over his bread and cheese. '^111 be about the place 
wi' my gun to-night, and if there's a blaase by Gbessford it shan't 
be in yurd of mine." 

Meanwhile, a man who is used to the regularity of prison diet 
is apt to feel the pangs of hunger both soon and sorely. The 
hour of the mid-day meal was now long past, and his fasting 
march in the sea-breeze and hill-wind had proved exhausting to 
this gaol-bird who had been suddenly turned out of a cage 
where seed and water, if bitter, were at least plentiful. But, 
though rapidly growing faint with the craving pains of excessiye 
emptiness and &tigue, there was nothing to be done but plod 
on out of the reach of Jowler and the flau. He had not even 
the sustenance of a li^ht heart : and even if he had, that is not 
for long consistent with heavy limbs. 

Noon vras well oyer, and the surrounding world of labourers, 
paupers, and prisoners had for an hour or two completed their 
digestion, when the double conviction forced itself upon this 
ex-prisoner, would-be labourer, and very possible pauper, that 
food was absolutely necessary to enable him to reach some region 
where he might fioid work, and that to find work within a very 
considerable radius of Farmer Holmes was out of the question. 
He must go &rther, not to fare worse, but to fare at all : and 
he must fare first before he could go further. It was a true 
dilemma, for the two necessities seemed inconsistent things, 
while it was impossible to think to good purpose while hunger 
gnawed. Many a strong man has gone serenely without meat 
and drink, even for sport's or pleasure's sake, for a longer time 
than he ; but it has been with that certainiy of finding food at 
the end of his march which makes appetite a spur and an ex- 
citement ; and then he was not a strong man, and could see no 
prospect of finding a crust within eight-and-forty or two-and- 
seventy hours ; and not even then unless he could find at least 
half a crust to carry him on. The clock of his body, set to 
regular prison time, was pointing to the hour at which the 
vr^dng wolf that lurks in every man must either beg or steal, if 
it cannot earn. 

The first collection of cottages through which the high road 
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passes is a small hamlet called Stackworth — a soi*t of parochial 
snbnrb to the large and rambling village of Qressf ord St. Mary. 
The wolf naturally grew more rayenons as it approached the 
habitations of men. 

At the edge of Stackworth, hard by the chapel of ease, he came 
upon a savour of new bread, a divine perfume that proceeded 
from a small baker's and chandler's shop. The door stood wide 
open, like welcome, and the entrance was protected by a hatch, 
Imee-hiflrh, and a bell. The smell and the sight were as lamb to 
the wolf, and though he passed on for a few yards, he soon 
turned back ag^ain, ungeringly, and with his nose in the air. 

" A man who can &g ought not to be ashamed to beg when 
the country-side has no digging for him to do," he said to him- 
self, as he opened the hatch and made the bell tinkle. " I can't 
get on till to-morrow without bread, and this is the only way, it 
seems, in Farmer Holmes's country.'' 

This was unjust to Farmer Holmes, who, if his visitor had 
acted under the one instinct of hunger, had but acted under the 
other instinct of self-preservation. But then, on the other hand, 
justice is no instinct, especially in a felon. 

The dusty, white-faced baker, whose name, according to the 
legend over his door, was Morse, stood behind the counter tying 
up tallow candles. The felon made his habitual bow, but this 
time did not remove his cap. His cropped scalp, he was begin- 
ning to find, could not afford courtesy. 

" I want to ask you, . sir," he said, *' to grant me, as the 
greatest favour, what every man — so they say — ^has a right to 
claim. Tou are a merchant, and have goods : I am a consumer, 
and have hunger. In a word, I am very hung^ indeed." 

*• Well, Mister — here's plenty, for them as can pay." 

" True. But the transaction, in this case, is unfortunately 
complicated. I am not only very, very hungry, but am with- 
out either cash or credit. I cannot even offer you a bill. 
Nevertheless, one must live — ^within the last few hours I have 
found out that the philosopher who could not see the necessity 
was exceedingly near-sighted. One of those rolls will be nothing 
to you : it will be everything to me." 

The baker was not a bri^t-looking man, and stared at him 
with a more puzzled air than that of Farmer Holmes before the 
latter had discovered his visitor's quality. He could only say — 

"Tou be a beggar, Mister P " 

'* Pray understand me, Mr. Morse. I am a beggar. I own 
it. I cannot even deposit security for the penny worUi I shall 
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owe jOQ, it may be, for jeara. I tremble to think of the amonnt 
of compoond interest that will be dne bj me to 70a one of these 
daja. Bnt 70a doubtless know — seeing how near yon are to 
the chnrch — ^who repays those who give to the poor. I am onl7 
a hangr7 f ellow-creatnre, out of work — ^nay, I am one who may 
become a burden to yonr parish, and therefore to yourself, unless 
he can get out of it : who may even become a burden to the 
nation by being driven to crime. Burglars, Mr. Morse, have 
been made by the chance refusal of a penny roll. You see that 
I am old, weak, and in all respects an object for a penn'orth of 
charity. I see that you are a charitable as well as a reasonable 
man. I have appealed to your intellect and to your heart. — I 
may take the roll ? " 

So bewildered was the baker by such a new and unheard-of 
kind of customer, that he would probably have let the roll go 
without a word of protest, and have stood staring till it was too 
late to rebel against the transaction, had he not happily been 
blessed with a wife, and had not she been blessed with ready 
presence of mind. 

*' Here, you there ! " she cried out, bringing down her fist hard 
on the counter to startle the beggar out of his impudence and 
her husband out of his gaping stare. '^ We don't give naught 
for naught here — ^they does that at Beckfield Workus, and that's 
the place for them as is hungry and can't pay. We don't keep 
no sturdy beggars, and don't want no thieves. So just you 
leave my loaves alone — my man don't bake to give away." 

*' Ma'am," said the beggar, " Mungo Park once wrote some 
touching lines on the kindness and charity of your charming sex 
as compared with that to which Mr. Morse and myself have the 
misfortune to belong. It is trae he drew his experiences from 
Central Africa, and not from the parish of Gressford St. Mary, 
in which comer of civilisation I believe I have the privilege of 
standing. But the principle is the 



From Boltiy India to the Fble, 

I think it ends." 

** Mungo me no Mungos : and for the Park, 'tis at Beckfield, 
and the Workus too. — Thou gaping dunderhead ! " — this to Mr. 
Morse—" Do thee call thyself a man P " 

" Pray don't scold Mr. Morse, ma'am," he said, with a hung^ 
sigh and a farewell look at the roll. " I am gone ; but, may I 
ask who is your landlord P " 

'* What's that to thee, or to anybodyi so long as the rent's 
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pftU ? Tis the Earl of Wendale— and if yoa get to Beckfield, 

C11 know who he be.— Hnlloa, what's that? Tis all the 
nda, a0 sure aa I'm a living woman — and in full cry, too." 

And Bore enough, right through the hamlet and past the 
baker's door dashed dogs, horses, and scarlet coats. The baker 
threw himself over his counter ; the baker^s wife, forgetful of 
her stock, ran into the road. 

The sudden temptation of &ite was surely irresistible to a beg- 
gar who had but just been let out of gaoL Before the hunt was 
past, he had pocketed the roll : before the baker and his better- 
half came back to the counter, he was gone. Nor was the bread 
missed : it was the wont of the Wendale hunt» in that country, 
to scatter to the wind all meaner things. 

" Which is the better off— reynard or I P " thought the thief, 

J'ust as he had thought, *' Which looks the blanker — gaol or 
iberty ? " 

By Beckfield, Qressford St. Mary, and Stackworth runs the 
Beck — ^a tiny trout stream, that somehow or other manages to 
creep straight into the sea, as confidently and boldly as if it were 
the Severn or the Thames. By this weedy brooklet the convict 
sat down, in solitude and secrecy, to devour his crumb from the 
lap of plenty. The bread of theft may be as sweet as stolen 
waters to a hungry man — at l^ast until it has been gulped down. 
He broke the crust — surely the best that was ever baked, in or 
out of Stackworth : he raised a mouthful \xi his lips — his teeth 
touched it — when, as if stung by an electric shock, he rose to 
his feet, shut his eyes, pressed his lips together, and threw the 
mouthful, and every possibility of mouthf uls, into the Beck, to 
feed the trout there. Then he turned away, and came back into 
the weary, hungry, miserable high road. 

By-and-by he came to another white five-barred gate that 
opened into a path of turf and moss which led to a brown-leaved 
copse. On the other side of this gate, however, was a touch of 
life and colour — a scarlet coat on a grey horse ; and within the 
scarlet coat rode a man between whom and the tramp lay a con- 
trast of contrasts. 

The rider was nothing less than a mounted Apollo, in respect 
both of youth and form. The regular features, refined and thrice 
refined in their perfect synmietry, were thoRe of a tall and ath- 
letic young man of not more than three-and-twenty, who sat 
his splendid animal with the ease, if not in the attitude, of a 
Centaur. His eyes were bright blue-grey, and his hair, that 
waved down from under his huntsman^s cap, in the unmilitary 
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fMhion of that peaceful time, was of bright brown. His cheeks, 
just touched with healthy bronze, were slightly shaded with as 
yet nnshayen dovm. As the tramp came np, this eqnestrian 
Adonis was trying to nnhasp the gate with the handle of his 
hunting crop. 

" Here, my good man ! " he called out, in a voice which was 
at the same time clear and soft — almost too soft to agree with 
his broad chest and shoulders, though in full accord with his 
features. " Here. Just undo this confounded gate for me. — 
Thank you ; that'll do. — Hang it, I've got no change. Never 
mind — here's enough for a glass of beer," and he threw a penny 
into the dust, and cantered ofE towards Gressford. 

The tramp picked up the penny, looked after the young man, 
and walked back, as well as his weary, hungry limbs would carry 
him, to Stackworth. He peeped into the baker^s shop and found 
it empty. 

When Mrs. Morse came in five minutes later, she found a 
penny, not to be accounted for in any way, lying on the counter. 

" Is this the way to leave the change about, thee great hulk- 
iug oaf ? " she said to the baker. 

As for the tramp, he ended his first day's march by creeping 
back to the white g^te and into the wood, where he found a 
comer in which to He down. Happily there is no rent to pay 
for a lodging in the Hotel a la hdle Etoile — and, if there is no 
sapper, there is no bill. 

II. 

The next morning rose as brightly as that of yesterday had 
risen gloomily. The guest of old mother Earth breakfasted, at 
l>i8t, upon the sumptuouA fare of blackberries, served in a sauce 
of dew, and washed down with cold brook- water from the Beck. 
But he was stiff and cramped, and his bones ached with lying 
out of doors through a long cold October night, and he was 
chilled and hungry to the very marrow of his bones. Never- 
theless, there was nothing to do but to tramp on. His next 
stage on the road to possible work and probable starvation was 
the village of Gressford St Mary. 

The village — some called it town — of Gressford St. Mary is 
entered from the south, or Melmonth side, by Gressford Green 
— a broad open space of turf, with a smithy and a dozen 
labourers' cottages for circumference, and a noble oak tree, 
four centuries old, for its centre. The forge was already hard 
at worky for it was a good two hours after sunrise, and the 
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Tillage children were already on their way to learn the alphabet 
in the schoolroom, or to forget it in the fields. Suddenly, how* 
ever, as the tramp approached, the forge ceased working, and 
the children, no donbt williog enough to loiter, set np a buzz of 
expectation. The tramp, for a moment, thought that Farmer 
Holmes had been preparing him an inhospitable reception, but 
he was soon undeceived by the shrill whistle of a fife and the 
sharp beat of a drum. The children ran forward : he leaned 
against the smithy door — at any rate he might absorb a little 
heat without having to pay the forge. And thus, with dull and 
dazed eyes, he languidly watched a grand procession make its 
triumphant entry into Gressford St. Mary. 

This procession consisted of three persons. 

The leader, who whistled so shrilly through the Pan pipes, 
and who tapped with such inartistic regularity on the side drum, 
was a bronzed and bearded fellow, with a chin like a blue scrub- 
bing brush, fat, shabby, and wholly run to seed, with the reddest 
nose and the sallowest cheeks ever turned out by nature or art 
since the days of Bardolph. His black eyes were bleared, and 
were set deep under beetle brows. Oolden earrings — unless 
they were of brass— ornamented leathery flaps that served for 
ears, and projected from a black skull as closely cropped as the 
convict's own. His clothes were of common fustian and cor- 
duroy, but displayed a silver watch^hain. The whole make-up 
was the reverse of attractive, but then the Pan pipes and the 
drum — they were enough to draw all the dilettanti in the country- 
side, even without the rest of the troupe. 

The second member of the procession would have puzzled a 
zoologist to decide whether it was strictly quadruped or strictly 
biped. This was a brown bear, who walked pompously on his 
hind legs and waved his sharp nose, like the top of a drum- 
major's pole, in time to the tune. Nor was he altogether a 
common brown bear. He was an ursine Anak, and his clotted 
and dusty wool was as thick and shaggy as that of a pair of 
common firuins. He was muzzled, of course ; but for all that 
he was a monster well qualified to add to the pastoral charm of 
the pipes the excitement of a no less delicious terror. 

But the bear-leader, the warder of this great beast, who led 
him with a frayed cord as lightly as if it had been spun buy, 
spider, was the most remarkable of all the three. It was a tiher 
fairy-like little girl, whose golden head scarce reached up to her 
captive's haunches. Her curls waved down over her dingy 
white frock, speckled with scraps of tinsel, tumbled down over 
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ber big sappbire eyes, and tried in vain to bide ber merry smile. 
She looked transcendenti j prond of ber savage cbarge, as sbe 
balf trotted, balf danced along by bis side, witb only ber baby 
band to bold bis baiter, and only an osier-twig, peeled spirally, 
to bring bim back to order in case be shoald forget bis good 
manners. It was tbe most ontlandisb gronp in the world that 
took np its station on this homely village green — ^tbe rascally 
looking piper, tbe grotesque beast, and an innocent and happy 
child for their qneen. 

Tbe piper took bis stand in front of tbe oak, whistled a lively 
flonrish, and addressed tbe people of Gressford. 

" Messieurs et Mesdames,** be began, in a hoarse, showman's 
voice, made np in eqnal proportions of fog and brandy. 
" Gentlemen and ladies, /at* vot* jeu — I wonld say, ze comedie 
go to commence. She 'ere is Miss Firefly: 'E-zere is Mister 
Oscar, who 'are dance before ze King and ze 'ouse of Common 
and ze Lor' Maire. Houp-Xa, Mister Oscar — zese gentlemen and 
ladies are ze noblesse^ ze nobs, of dis so charming hourg. Com- 
mence, then ! " 

Oscar placed bis right paw on bis breast and made a low 
bow, and then a profound curtsey, to the noblesse of Gressford 
St. Mary. Then the Frenchman e track np tbe Sailor's Horn- 
pipe : tbe bear began to shnffle in time, with his nose turned up 
to tbe sky like a rope-dancer, and witb his forepaws holding 
imaginary petticoats, like a ballet girl. The child stood gravely 
in front, and beat time witb ber willow wand, as if it were the 
haion of an opera conductor. The pas seul ended witb a sum- 
mersault. 

Then another air began — a stately minuet de la eour. Oscar 
and Firefly took their places solemnly, and began the whole 
ceremony of tbe courtly measure. Tbe huge cavalier stepped, 
8ba£9ed, and bowed as if it were a fonction of tbe most intense 
and solemn importance ; the little lady glided and curtseyed as 
if she enjoyed it, and witb all ber heart in ber tripping toes. 
When this concluded witb a double summersault on the part of 
the cavalier, tbe music changed to a gavotte, and then to a 
waltz, in which the bear turned round and round slowly, making 
ponderous revolutions about the oak tree like a planet revolving 
on its own axis while circling round the sun ; while bis mistress 
skipped round and round, as round tbe revolving planet dances 
its moon. This act coocluded witb a loving embrace, in which 
pbe seemed to be swallowed up for ever, and then, witb a sud- 
den bound, the child was on tbe bear's back, and, to tbe time of 
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a slow march, promen&ding round the ring and offering to eyerj 
spectator in turn a tin bowl. 

Sach a performance as this did not belong to the e^ery-day 
life of Gressford St. Mary, and the halfpence, even in those 
hard times, were not few. Even Mrs. Morse, from Stackworth, 
gave the price of a roU. At last in the course of her tour the 
child arrived at the door of the smithy. The leather-aproned 
blacksmith dropped more than one copper into the tin pan. 
The convict, however, could only smile deprecatingly and hold 
oat empty hands. 

She turned her blue eyes, full of wonder, upon him, as if un- 
accustomed to denial. They were not quick or bright as yet, 
though they might well become so. At present they were too 
large, too childlike, and too blue. But, young as they were, 
such a life had accustomed them to look out straight into the 
open world and to judge with the instinct of dogs and children 
— those kindred and sympathetic creatures who are unconf used 
by the masses of wide experience and the clouds of cultured 
reason. The man looked so worn, so sad, so starved, so cold ! 
He was literally on the pcnnt of fainting for want of food : his 
cheeks had grown yet sallower and hollower than before, and 
his old clothes hung yet more shabbily and loosely on his meagre 
limbs. She held out her hand with a timid but ready smile, 
and dropped the blacksmith's three pennies into his own. 

He started at the touch of the coins, still warm from the 
atmosphere of the forge, and the tears came into his heart so 
as to prevent his speaking a word. All he could do was to 
shake his head and try to restore the halfpence to the tin pan. 
But— 

'* Au voleur^ Oscar ! " she exclaimed, and the bear showed his 
yellow teeth and growled significantly, so that he was obliged to 
snatch back his hand. She laid her wand gently on the beast's 
side and rode on, throwing a smile back over her shoulder, 
laying her finger on her lips, and pointing to the piper with her 
wand, as much as to say, '* Please don't get me into a scrape, or I 
shall catch it. I must have my own way, and Oscar shall see 
that I do." Then the procession re-formed itself and marched 
away. The crowd ran after, and the tramp, still leaning against 
the smithy door, followed with his eyes. 

** My post don't want no shoulder grease this morning," said 
the smith, as he went back to work. '* 1£ you can aflbrd to 
hulk about in work time I can't. Ton's the way up town, if 
you be going there." • 
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The tramp looked at the three pennies tenderly, gathered 
himself together, and moyed on. 

Jnst ronnd the comer and across the green he saw what of 
all things he most needed now that he was the possessor of coin 
of the realm — the Tillage tavern, projecting slightly from be- 
tween two cottages, and flash with the footway, over which, 
from a rwsij iron bar, honff the sign-board. The tavern was 
old, for the npper story was lighted with lattice- work, and pro- 
jected over the entrance floor. Bat the sig^ mast have been 
painted when the hoose was new, to jndge from the condition 
of its sabject, which woald have dened the most skilfnl de- 
cipherer of hieroglyphics. There was a black something apon 
a black gronnd — a black horse, it might be, for over it, in letters 
that had once been white, was written — 

THE BLAC B B 

And nndemeath, in somewhat firesher letters, the more important 
annonnoementr— 

I, lOTCB, 

LiSSNBED TO, Bb DbUNK ON THE PREMISES, 

N, B, Gk)OD AcGDOBUTiON roB Man & Beast. 

A long ladder leaned against the frame in which the sign 
swnng. 

The tramp at last ventnred to hold np his head, walked 
through the door, and asked a country maid-servant for some 
bread, cheese, and beer. She tossed up her chin and went into 
a back parlour, from which came, after a minute or two, a heavy, 
red-faced man, who said — 

" So you want sum'at to eat, do you, master ? Well^ I've no 
sort of objection, if you'll let me see what colour your money 
be." 

" And welcome. So far as concerns my appetite, it is of the 
exact colour of threepence. I want as mach bread, cheese, and 
ale as will precisely match that colour." 

'* Ah ! Betty, put a mug of beer out on the horse-block, and 
cut a crust off the loaf, and a bit off that new cheese. There, 
my man — there be your three penn'orth — and a good three 
penn'orth, too." 

He sat down on the step of the horse-block, and forced his 
fainting appetite into action. But even the feeling that he could 
pay for his dinner could not prevent his being aware that the 
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dull ^es of Mr. J^^yce, who leaned in tbe doorway, were not 
regaraing him either trustfally or kindly. Even though he 
coold afford them, he was still eating the bread of bitterness 
and drinking the ale of affliction. Nevertheless his stomach, 
after a monthf al or two, recovered its power, in spite of the 
stony hardness of the cheese, and he ate and drank until the 
yet stonier look of the red-faced man provoked him to break 
silence. 

" That sign of yours, sir," he said, looking up, *' seems a bit 
the worse for wear." 

" And pray what be that to you P " he was answered. " So 
be you tco, for what that comes to." 

Clearly Gressf ord St. Mary was not a part of the polite world. 
After so discouraging a iu quoque by way of reply to his 
experiment in art criticism, it would be obviously rash to 
venture upon a criticism of the cheese. 

Indeed, Mr. Joyce's attention was otherwise engaged. 

*^ Here you are at last, are you, you young limb ? " he said to 
a verv small boy in a carter's smock frock who ran up out of 
breath. *' A pretty long while you've been over a dozen yards ! 
Well ? " . 

" Please — ^sir — ^Mr. Joyce — ^Mrs. Wickin do say — he've been 
took uncommon bad — with they cockles o' hisn, and can't come 
nowhere for nowt for nobody." 

" Took bad, you young rip P And he to do my job here ? I 
don't wipe off his score in a hurry, he'll see — that's all. When'll 
he be out again p " 

" Please, sir, Mr. Joyce, Mrs. Wickin do say Doctor do say, 
says he, Mr. Wickin won't be no good for nowt to nobody till 
over come Sunday, and then as you must bide till Parson's have 
he's job done." 

** Parson be . Here, Master Fletcher. Here's a pretty 

kettle — ^that there Wickin took bad and my sign to be done 
afore Sunday — and every tramper turning up his nose at'n as 
goes by." 

"Well, Mr. Joyce," said Master Fletcher, with the grave 
deliberation of a judge of the Court of Owls. "Well, Mr. 
Joyce, I be main sorry to hear that o' Wickin. But about that 
board, I be main agen doin' un up at all, I be. When things do 
get black of their own nature like, what I say is, Let 'em be. I 
never knowed a change come without a tail to the back of 'n, 
and what I do say is, Mind sum'at don't happen if you do go 
a painting up that there board." 
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" That*8 how you think, Master Fletcher. I go along with the 
times — that's the thing. Twere hat last week Parson's self 
rode hy and calls oat to I, ' Holloa, there, Joyce, yon're all 
behindhand here — they've gotten snm'at like a pictnre over onr 
New Inn out at Beckfield— do make a man thirst only to look 
at'n.' So says I, * New Inn he blowed : we'll show what 
Gressford can do in the picture line afore yon preaches yonr next 
sermon.* And Parson nor no Parson can't say as what I say I 
don't stick to like a man." 

'' There be snm'at in that too, Mr. Joyce. I be a Gressford 
man, I be, man and boy, and my father afore me, and I never 
said. Let Beckfield have the go by o' we. Why don't yon 
send after that there Beckfield man if Wickin can't do ? " 

*' Why don't I send after the Beckfield man, Master Fletcher ? 
Becanse the Beckfield man married my own father's own 
sister, as yon onght to know. Master Fletcher, and did me ont 
of that there fifty pound. And what's more, he knows it too. 
Likely I'd touch the old thief with onr Betty's besom, that's 
why, nor he shan't touch my board. And what'd they say at 
Beckfield if Gressford has to go out there to get a bit o' 
colouring done ? " 

The tramp, who had now worked through his cheese, 
swallowed his last drop of beer and rose from the horse-block. 

" I am a painter by trade," he said, quietly. '* I'll paint your 
sign by sunset for half-a-crown." 

The landlord looked over the candidate for Mr. Wickin's office 
from head to foot, and, like Farmer Holmes, glanced at his 
hands. 

" You be a painter, be you P And youll do my job for two 
shillin', will you ? What be your name P Where be you 
from?" 

" I said half-a-crown, Mr. Joyce — not two shillings. My name 
vk — ^is Richards. I come from Melmouth." 

Mr. Joyce shook his head and then scratched it. 

**Tou be out o' work, I take itP Work flat, Melmouth 
*>y?" 

'* I am out of work — and have been ill." 

" Eh, Master Fletcher P What do you say P " 

" Why, Mr. Joyce, I don't like strangers, nohow. Bat then 
go further and fare worse— there be snm'at in that too." 

" Well, my man, as you're out o' work and this be a odd job 
like, not regular, and as I don't know what sort o' work yours 
be, and you can't charge for the colouring pots and things — 
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there be Mr. Wickin'B handj in tbe house now — ^whj, say balf- 
a-crown with threepence-halfpenny off for yoor feed--^here were 
a odd ha'p'orth o' cheese — that'll he jost two and twopence- 
halfpenny — ^not bad to happen on by the roadside, eh, master ? " 

** Well, sir, it's but &ir I should pay my bill. Done. I'll 
paint you an historical picture for two shillings and twopence- 
halfpenny, and I'll begin this moment, if you'll have out Mr. 
Wickin's colouring pots and things." 

So saying he pulled off his coat, rolled up his shirt-sleeves, 
and showed a better development of muscle than was to be 
expected from his general air of feebleness. The pots and 
brushes were brought out by Betty : he climbed the ladder, 
slung them to the iron bar, and was ready to begin. 

** Mr. Joyce ! " he called out. " This is to be ^e Black some- 
thing — it is at present the Black everything." 

*' What — can't you read, man ? The Black Prince, to be 
sure. And mind you spells'n right — don't you be like old 
Wickin, as wanted to put two G's in 'comodation. You. follow 
the letters, just as they be." 

" That's right, Mr. Joyce," said Master Fletcher. " Don't let 
we have no new fangles down here." 

It was now past school-time : and the same little crowd which 
had patronised the performances of the dancing bear now 
gathered round the door of the Black Prince to watch the 
painting of the new sign. The painter worked away, without 
looking up or down, or pausing for a moment, except pccasion- 
ally to draw back from his work in order to take a general view 
of it, like artists of a higher branch of the profession. The 
landlord himself, his patron, also spent half his time in his 
doorway, looking on, and proud of an attraction that had already 
more than repaid his outlay in sundry pots of ale. It was an 
event that was entirely novel to the new generation of Ghressf ord 
St. Mary, and, to the older inhabitants, like Master Fletcher, 
recalled the golden days when the old sign was new. Once 
only did the painter stajrt. It was when he heard the hoofs of 
a horse stop at the door, and when, looking down for an instant, 
he caught sight of Farmer Holmes. But he did not relax his 
attention ; on the contrary, he only put his face closer to the 
board. He therefore did not see the farmer point him out and 
whisper confidentially to the landlord before trotting away. 

Halt-an-hour before sunset he unhooked his pots, came down 
from the ladder, put on his coat, aud called out to the land- 
lord — 
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*' There. What do jou say to that for two and twopence* 
halfpenny ? " 

The landlord looked np at the sign, and said, throating his 
hands deep into his pockets — 

" A bargain's a bu^ain, mj man, and business is business — 
that's what I say." 

The painter's face fell. *' Don't let me hear yon say that, 
Mr. Joyce. I never yet knew a man say ' Bnsiness is bnsiness,' 
unless he was going to do something he felt was shabby — and of 
that, of course, you are incapable. A bargain is never exactly 
a bargain to a just man, nor business business to a kind one. 
Sir, that Black Prince is well worth two half-crowns." 

^' Black Prince ! You call that fellow up there with them 
three feathers a Black Prince ! Why, he's as white-faced as a 
Weyport wether. Black Prince ! If he weren't a nigger, what 
did they caU 'n Bkck for P '' 

"There ben't no saying agen that,'* said old Mr. Fletcher, 
with a deep sigh. '* It be a main pretty pictnr, but I shall main 
miss the old 'un. Now he wtre black — a right down good 'un.** 

The unlucky painter said meekly^ 

" Indeed, I did not know you required a portrait dt His 
Boyal Highness Prince Le Boo." 

*' I bargained for one thing, and youVe given me another, 
that's alL A bargidn's a bargain — no work, no pay.'' 

" Pray allow me to argue with you, Mr. Joyce : and Master 
Fletcher, who, I see, has an eye for pictures, shall be umpire. 
What would you say if I refused to pay your bill on the ground 
that, when I asked for cheese, Mrs. Betty brought me what was 
aeemingly an exceptionally luurd lump of chalk-stone ? ** 

The controversy, carried on anything but privately, at once 
began to draw a yet larger crowd — possibly in the hope that the 
dispute might end in something stronger than words. As the 
landlord did not reply inmiediately, the painter added — 

*' I have some impression you would call me a rogue." 

^' A rogue P And what be you but a rog^ P A rogue P And 
so you be a rog^e. I didn't know when I let you mowl about 
my board as you were naught but a gaol-bird of Weyport. 
Master Bichards, indeed ! A precious sight of an honest man's 
money youll see — the chap as Farmer Holmes tried for com- 
mitting forgery on the Earl's self when he were but my Lord 
Calmont in the Earl's time — ^be off, or I'll send for a consrable ; 
and if thee be a cheating rc^oe I'll have thee in the stocks for 
on^ and a tramping thief beside." 
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The word '* stocks *' was not altogether without e£Pect upon 
one of the bystanders. The French piper, who had been loafing 
about the tap of the Black Prince, and there consuming gin and 
water half the daj, stole quietly away. 

The forger turned a little paler, if that were possible. But he 
kept his temper, though a murmur of ill-omened sound ran 
round the little circle. 

" I see," he said, '* that there is no striving against Fate and 
Farmer Holmes. Quite right, Mr. Joyce; never lose your 
wholesome belief in the infallibility of every British juryman, or 
in that gospel — ^which I have no doubt you will find in your 
copy of the Bible — that teaches what is to be done with a dog 
with a bad name. But that you may learn that even a forger 
may be penny honest if pound dishonest, here is threepence for 
my chalk and beer. If I had it, you should have the extra 
halfpenny besides, but to that extent I must beat down your 
bill." 

The landlord took the three pennies, which had now passed 
from the smith to Firefly, from Firefly to the forger, and from 
the forger to him, without a protest. Why should he not take 
them ? Paying a rogue and being paid by one are, even in 
grammar, widely different things. 

**I minds that there forging matter well," said Master 
Fletcher, in his most deliberate manner. " That be the rascal, 
sure as eggs. I doubt we ought to let 'n go." 

The blacksmith's voice was of too deep a quality to be heard 
above the chatter. But one magic word of his was distinctly 
audible. It was '^ horsepond." 

The Earl of Wendale was clearly a popular nobleman in his 
domain of Garabas ; and the blacksmith's word was approved. 

The circle already began to close round its intended victim to 
the vengeance of after justice, when those who were pushed back 
by the stronger followers of the blacksmith beyond the footway, 
had to asatter before another horseman who came up at a round 
trot. He drew up his magnificent grey hunter, and nodded 
graciously to the caps that were doffed on all sides. The forger 
looked up, and saw the same young man who had tossed Mm 
the penny for opening a gate the day before. 

'* Holloa, Joyce," said the rider, in his soft voice ; " what's all 
^this ? And who's that old fellow ? I thought, when I saw the 
ring, I was in for a fight — but surely that old man isn't up to 
your weight ? Perhaps, though, it's with Master Fletcher ? " 

'* Ha, ha, ha i Your lordship will have your lordship's joke, 
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my lord/' said the landlord, forcing a langh, and lowing low ; 
while the tramp celebrated his escape from the horsepond by 
fitting down on one of the lower rungs of the ladder. 

" Well, Joyce ; what is it P " 

" It be just this, my lord. This here man, my lord, were to 
do a bit of a day's job for I, and did it all as wrong as wrong, and 
wants to be paid all the same. I tells 'n, and likewise Mr. 
Fletcher, as that aren't fair nor English, no more it be." 

" Gome, where's the man P I'll be jadge between yon, and 
hold my conrt in my saddle, as I daresay the Calmonts have 
done before now. Gall the plaintiff, Master Fletcher — where is 
he P Oh, that's he — by Jove, the old fellow that unbooked the 
gate for me yesterday. I never forget a face — never. Now we 
will go to work in form. What was the job P " 

'* 'Twere doing np my sign, my lord, as Wickin was ill. And 
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" Wait a bit, Joyce — the plaintiff first. Now then, my man, 
what have yon to say P " 

" I am a stranger," he said. " Am I speaking to the Earl of 
Wendale P " 

His accent was so startlinglv out of keeping with his apparent 
rank, that the Earl, while quieting his impatient seat of justice, 
looked at him curiously. He saw what all the rest had seen — a 
wretched looking tramp, worn out and broken down with the 
privations of two days. On his side, the tramp eyed the Earl 
with a long and penetrating look from his dull grey eyes. 

'* I am Lord Wendale. Gome, man, out with it — Bayard 
wants to get home, and so do I." 

The man increased the stoop of his shoulders, and looked 
fixedly on the ground as he spoke again. 

" My lord," he said, ** I daresay you may think half-a-crown 
a very small matter. I don't. I'm a painter by trade, looking 
out for jobs, and so—" 

" A house-painter P Well — ancK io Fittore ! and so P " 

" And so I engaged to paint that sign for Mr. Joyce, whom 
you — whom your lordship is pleased to call the defendant, and 
he refuses to pay me on two pleas. First " 

" Are you a lawyer as well as a painter P " 

'* Ah, that he be, my lord ! " — began the defendant again ; 
but the jndge said, " Wait a bit, Jojce — you'll have your turn. 
First P " 

** First, that he engaged me to paint a Black Prince, and that 
I painted the Black Prince—" 
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'* Painter, lawyer, logician P You seem a strange fellow, as 
well as a sfcranger. Weil ? " 

" And, secondly, becanse he holds that a xjpan onoe tainted 
'vv'ith felony has no right to recover payment for work done 
since his discharge." 

'* What — a discharged convict too P By Jove, this is inte- 
resting — I take the deepest interest in all that concerns dis- 
charged prisoners. I mnst look into this — lucky I came this 
way. Mr. Joyce, it is un- Christian, it is unphilanthropic in the 
highest degree, to be hard on m^n who on coming out of gaol 
show a desire to gain their living in an honest way. It is better 
to have work spoiled by a discharged burglar than to have it 
well done by an honest man." 

Mr. Joyce and Master Fletcher stared, as well they might. 
Bat Lord Wendale continued — 

*' I see I surprise you. I have seen other people stare also. 
But never mind — Magna e%i Veritas et prevalebit ; Truth won't 
be stared down, even in the House of Lords. Now, Mr. Joyce, 
before I hear your arguments on the other side, I must do two 
things. I must call your attention to the plaintiff's most logical 
distinction between the indefinite and the definite article, and ask 
you if the idea implied in the word the is not contained in the 
idea implied in the word a. Also to the bearings of the legal 
qnestion. Also to the other yet wider bearings of the question, 
80 far as it includes the domain of Christian, social, political, 
and philanthropic ethics. The other thing I must do is to have 
a look at the work. But first for your answer. What have 
you to say about the definite and indefinite article P " 

Master Fletcher held up both his hands. " Wonderful clever 
— wonderful clever ! Parson couldn't beat that there ! " 

But Mr. Joyce scratched his ear in despair. 

'' I ben't no college scholard, my lord — all I know is as this 
'ere chap did my sign all wrong, and as how " 

*' Let me see the sign." He turned his horse's head to the 
tavern door and looked up. 

" By Jove ! " 

There, upon Bayard, his own grey hunter, painted with life, 
spirit, and anatomical fidelity, though hastily, pranced a por- 
trait of himself, except that, instead of a scarlet coat, he wore 
a suit of black-blue steel armour, and for a hunting cap, a 
helmet with the vizor raised and surmounted with three sable 
ostrich plnmes. It was no finished picture, bat it showed a 
master's mind and hand. Beneath the charger*s hoofs, on the 
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trampled turf, laj two dinted shields — one covered with jZevr- 
de-lys, the other bearing an eagle displayed. In a cloudy dia- 
tanoe, undefined forms were oonfosed in the Inrid dust of 
battle. And underneath, in bright new letters, was written, as 
if for haif-mocking satire on a battle-field, and on its hero. 

Good Accommodation fob Man and Beast : 

14 Bitn 

JOHN JOYCE, 

Licensed to bb Drunk on ths Premises. 

" By Jove ! — Painter, lawyer, logician, convict — ^artist — 
genius ! " cried out the young Earl, rising in his stirrups and 
examining the sign-board critically through his eye-glass. 
" Who the devil are you ? " 

The landlord, though utterly bewildered at the unexpected 
turn things had taken, had still one tramp card — the very ace 
of trumps. " May I speak now, my lord ? " he asked, eagerly. 

" Yes, speak away, it*s your turn. Why, it's a regular Wou- 
vermans. Look at yourself, Bayard ; and the Prince ! — Why, 
it's a Titian, a Holbein ! " 

" You want his name, my lord ? I had 'n from Mr. Holmes 
from beyond Stackworth, my lord, as was a Jury. 'Tis Fran- 
size the Forger — him as forged your own lordship's own name 
when your lordship were Lord Calmont. Fransize the Forger, 
that's who ^6 be ! " 

'* Francis the Forger ? This is interesting indeed, by Jove ! 
What opportunities wasted — what genius thrown away ! Ter- 
rible ! Mr. Joyce, I am not pleased with you. Forger or'no 
forger, this man is a genius — he has painted you a picture that 
I myself should be proud to hang up at Beckfield. If I know 
anything I know a good picture. What's more, Mr. Joyce, you 
thought to put me on your side by trying to stir me up to a 
most contemptible revenge. If it was I whom this man sought 
to injure in my purse — which is trash — that is all the more 
reason why I should be too large-minded to bear petty malice. 
Genius is glorious, Mr. Joyce, bat in a discharged prisoner it is 
sublime. And to think such a discovery has been made by me ! 
It is simply the most interesting thing I ever heard of since the 
days of the early painters. Art and Philanthropv — the Studio 
and the Qsoh What a marvellous combination ! Now listen 
to me, all of you. I don't expect all the tenants on the Wen- 
dale estate to recognise genius, but I do expect all of you to 
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treat with the utmoBt respeot every discharged prisoner who 
comes among yon to work like an honest man. Now, Mr. 
Joyce, you were talking about a Black Prince. Who was he ? " 

'* A Black Prince, my lord. A black 'nn be one as be a black 
'an, and a white 'on be one as be a white 'an ; and nobody can 
say nothing against that there, and that I sticks to." 

" And what have yon to say, Mr. Francis P " 

^^ I agree with Mr. Joyce, my lord. Black is black — white is 
white ; so, at least, it is popularly supposed. But by this Black 
Prince I meant the White Prince with whom your lordship's 
great ancestor. Sir Richard de Gaumont, fooght at Poictiers." 

" Painter, lawyer, logician, convicfc, artist, genius, forger, 
herald, historian — ^you are Crichton redivivtu ! Mr. Joyce, you 
must pay the half-crown. By Jove, no friend of art 1^ ever 
such a chance before, not Lorenzo de' Medici ! Wonderful ! 
and but for me genius like this would be lost to the world. A 
convict painter, and the very man who was sentenced for forg- 
ing my own name — it is a romance, a coincidence. Call on me 
at Beckfield Park to-morrow, Mr. Francis. Let bygones be 
bygones. I have a mind to have a picture of him whom you 
rightly call my great ancestor. Sir Richard de Gaumont, at 
Poictiers : and 111 pay you well — and when I patronise, I flatter 
myself, you may make a new name. There's a sovereign foi* 
you. Mind, Beckfield Park, to-morrow, five minutes past 
eleven." 

A noble young Signer, indeed ! Popular feeling did not veer 
round like the wind : it ebbed straight backward, like the tide. 
Villagers cannot hurrah like townsfolk, but these would have 
cheered, had they known how, as Lord Wendale touched 
Bayard, and rode away with a sweet and comfortable burden of 
self-praise. As he had truly said, no philanthropist pliis Art- 
patron phis magnanimous gentleman had ever enjoyed such an 
opportunity of spreading his brilliant tail before. 

The very landlord, John Joyce himself, held out his hand 
sulkily to my lord's protege, who bore his new honours meekly. 

** I hope. Master Fransize, as you don't bear malice for a short 
word. Forgive and forget, say I." 

^' So little, Mr. Joyce, that I will take your two shillings and 
twopence-halfpenny ." 

" Ah, but you'll want a bed before you go up to Beckfield ? 
I've got a bed as '11 go very comfortable — in the bill." 

" No, thank you ; otherwise I should not ask you for my 
wages now. I want that two shillings and twopence-halfpenny 
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for my bed at Beckfield. The New Inn, I tliiiik yoa called 
it?" 

"There ain't no public at Beckfield — leastways none for a 
partj with one of my lord's own sovereignsy'' he corrected him- 
self, looking sidelong with a hungry eye. 

" So much the better. It will be the more sniiable for a gaol- 
bird who is not to be tmsted to the extent of threepence. I 
would not think of bringing farther disgrace on the Black 
Prince at Gressford. Beckfield will be good enough for the 
likes of me. And now for my wages, if you please." 

He took the money, which the landlord counted out to him in 
coppers, left Mr. Joyce standing crestfallen, and continued his 
march along the high road. He had not gone far, however, 
when he saw another picture that put his battle-piece to shame. 

By the wayside, under a hedge firom which rose a clump of 
red-berried hawthorn trees, lay the mighty Oscar, sleeping the 
deep of serene strength, stretched out on his side, and with his 
face between his forepaws. But he was not only a bear, he was 
a pillow. More trustingly than the heads of king^ daughters 
press cushions of down, the golden locks of Firefly mingled 
with the rough brown fleece that covered Oscar's hide. He 
could have swallowed such a mite at a single gulp, even if he 
were not hungry, as no doubt he was ; but she lay there and 
nestled into him as snugly as if he were a pet Skye. One hand 
laid hold of Oscar's ear ; the other lay along his heaving flank, 
palm upward. The traveller — ^penniless tramp no longer — 
stayed his rteps, and watched for many minutes this little Una 
and her formidable friend. Then, approaching cautiously and 
on tiptoe — as much afraid of Oscar, it may well be, as careful 
not to wake Oscar's mistress — ^he dropped Lord Wendale's piece 
of gold gently into the open palm, and went off as quickly as 
his weary limbs could go. 

Having thus repaid his debt with good interest, he carried his 
two and twopence-halfpenny on to tibe New Inn at Beckfield. 
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fi00k t— ^hc Chilbren in the fiHcob. 

CHAPTER I. 

Lo, at the mttle of her silk 

A Goose's skin o'er Granite steals — 
Both prondest Port and meekest Milk 

Tom Bonr, and Flints are flayed like Eels. 

The Reverend Gerald Westwood, M.A., Rector of Hithercote, 
in the countj of Somerset, was blessed with a small Hying and 
a large family of motherless boys. 

Greorge Westwood, the eldest, was happily a youth whom it 
was some credit to father. He carried off half the prizes at the 
nearest Grammar School, was no less honoured in the play- 
^onnd, obtained a yaluable exhibition at St. Kenelm's College, 
Oxford, lived steadily, read hard developed his muscles no less 
than his brains, and crowned his many successes by becoming 
Fellow and Dean of his college. 

Philip Westwood, the second, developed brain at the expense 
of muscle. He was the family genius, but he died young. 

Gerald Westwood, the third, developed muscle at the expense 
of brain — so they said; but he went out to Calcutta in the 
palmy days of the Honourable East India Company, with my 
Lord Farleigh's interest, and shook the Pagoda tree to some 
purpose with his strong arms. 

None of these three, until poor Philip died, gave their father 
a moment's trouble or care. 

But every household has its black lamb, and in the Westwood 
family the black lamb was christened Charles. Somehow or 
other Charles is orenerally an amiable, but often unlucky, name. 
He, too, had both muscle and brains. He, too, went up to St. 
Kenelm's. But the scapegrace — there was not enough harm 
inside the young fellow to deserve a worse name — had the fate 
of the bad penny with the addition of compound interest. He 
came back on the Rector's hands with admitted debts of twelve 
hundred pounds, and a terrible secret under-gnlf of some two 
thousand more. The twelve hundred crippled the Rector of 
Hithercote for years ; the two thousand dragged Charley West- 
wood down and down till he enlisted in a line regiment, deserted, 
went under water, and was heard of no more. 

John Westwood, the fifth and, fortunately, the youngest, 
remains. 
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John, or Jack, Westwood developed neither muscle nor brains. 

Xot exactly becaaee nature had denied him either, but he was a 

loose- join ted, flabby-brained lad, who was always at the bottom of 

his class in school, and who enjoyed a game of cricket amazingly — 

as a looker-on. He was a good boy, too, like most dunces ; and 

yet the scrapes he used to get into were numberless. Charley, 

as nearest to him in age, was his natural comrade, and he fol* 

lowed Charley's lead with all the facile docility of his unasserting 

will. He bore half the sins of his chieftain, and was too 

placidly lazy to protest or rebel* Besides, Jack adored and 

reYerenoed Charley, and it was troable that he hated — not 

passing pain, which fell lightly on his tough skin. When Charley 

went to Oxford, Jack's active scrapes came to a sudden end. 

He grew up a broad-shouldered, broad-faced, good-natured, 

good-tempered, easy-paced youth, lounging about the glebe for 

work and bottom-fishing for recreation and exercise. He had a 

quiet, gentlemanly bearing, and rather a winning smile, and his 

one piece of resolute firmness of character showed itself in an 

obstinate flirtation with a milkmaid in the next parish. There 

was no harm in it, but the neighbours thought so. What was 

to be done with such a youngest son as he P The Church was 

out of the question ; Charley's course of college debts had 

decided that matter, and Jack could not decline mma at 

eighteen. All the family interest had been used up for Gerald. 

What could be done ? 

As luck would have it, however, a schoolfellow of his grew 
up to be junior partner in the house of Corbet and French, of 
Bristol, Thames Street, and Buenos Ayres; and he, good- 
natured ly, found a high stool and a small salary for Jack West- 
wood, who said good-bye to the dairy-maid, and mounted the 
stool, not because he had any commercial tendencies, but because 
there stood the stool and there stood he. He behaved himself, 
and altogether made himself so respectably inefficient and so 
unobtrusively useless in the office at home, that, for some suffi- 
cient business reason, he was sent off to the agent of the house 
at Buenos Ayres, whence, when he could spare the time and 
energy, he wrote singularly uninteresting letters home. 

AU his sons being now disposed of, the Rector died. Jack 
came home again to see the last of his father, and went back to 
his stool. There, again, was the stool, and there was he. And 
thus he would doubtless have plodded or drifted on till there 
was he and there was the grave, had not an event happened that 
Tendered him independent of the smallest trouble. Gerald 
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Westwood, the nabob, died, af^r sbaking the Pagoda tree to 
such g^od purpose as to leave Ooorge and Jack a Utile fortune 
of £6,000 apiece. Nothing was left to Charley. 

The Fellow of St. Kenelm's made no change in his academic 
career. But the merchant's clerk remained the merchant's clerk 
no more. He slipped off his high stool, and led the life that 
his soul loved — he did nothing at all. That is perhaps a slight 
exaggeration, if taken with literal exactness. He lounged 
about Clifton, was a hero of tea-parties, and became known in 
one or two billiard-rooms as a pretty fair player, whenever he 
took the trouble to try to win. He dressed well, behaved like 
a gentleman, was rather liked by the men he knew, and did 
well enough to flirt with mildly when no more exciting game 
was at hand. When all this palled even upon him, he, for 
occupation and in order to clear himself from his ledger stains, 
obtained a commission in the County Militia. 

A little later, however, this inoffensive and easy-going young 
officer began to find his billiard losses and his tailor's gains ac- 
cumulating a little uncomfortably. But it is better to be bom 
lucky than rich ; and Jack Westwood, simply by dint of doing 
nothing at all, became a richer man than the clever George and 
the energetic Gerald rolled into one. A Lady Pender, widow 
of the late Sir Samuel Pender, drysalter, alderman, thrice 
mayor, and knight bachelor, took it into her head to give her 
hand, her five years of seniority, her three little girls, and her 
twelve hundred a year in the Funds to the handsome, easy- 
tempered, and gentlemanly Captain, who had the good birth 
and excellent family connections that she lacked and loved, and 
who seemed made for the role of a model husband. He married 
her and her twelve hundred a year just as he had mounted 
Mr. Corbet's high stool — there was she and there was he. 

At least half a dozen fortune-hunters left the town who had 
pressed their claims while Captain Westwood kept his mouth 
shut and only opened it to let the prize drop in. But Lady 
Pender was old enough to know the world, and, wisely, did not 
care to surrender the reins of her twelve hundred a year. 

In a word. Jack Westwood was a lucky fellow. He no longer 
flirted, indeed, even in tbe mildest way ; but he still played his 
rubber of whist in the evening, and his game of billiards in the 
afternoon, and he had more than enough for his tailor's bills 
and his other simple pleasures. He did not, indeed, see much 
of the twelve hundred a year ; but it paid for the housekeeping 
in their orescent^ and Ida own two hundred served for pocket- 
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money. He resumed lus bottom-fishing. His spsre time — for 
even the most skilfal of loongers has an occasional spare hour 
— ^he spent in petting and spoiling his three little step-ehildren, 
for he was a thoronghlj good-natnred man. 

If ever there was a house without a single bone finm which 
even a Cnvier conld erect a skeleton in any of its cupboards, it 
was sorely the establishment of the Westwood family. Madame 
was an admirable economist — a little too admirable, said some 
people— -and the Captain had a good appetite and a good diges^ 
tion. He began to grow more careless in his dress, and had 
even dreamed of a slight pain in the joint of one of his smallest 
toes. 

Bat one foggy December day, after about seven monotonous 
years had dropped, minnte by minute, into an inexhaustible 
reservoir of laborious nothingness, the Captain came home a 
full hour after the six o'clock dinner time — the most startling 
event that had befallen Mrs. Westwood since her first wedding* 
day. Her little pinched face was cross, and the dinner was 
cold. She generally, like a good housekeeper, provided her 
husband at meal time with what watchful experience had taught 
her was just enough to satisfy his first appetite; but on this 
occasion, for once, there was enough and to spare. He ate but 
one of the three cutlets, and even then did not scrape the bone 
Moreover, his open face wore a cloud, and he was unusually 
silent even for a man usually so sparing of his conversation as 
he. But he drank a full half bottle of sherry in the course of 
half an hour. 

It was a solemn meal. Three yards of white tablecloth 
stretched between the pair; a butler in black stood by the 
barren sideboard, and a boy in buttons handed the cutlets and 
potatoes from one to the other as if he were waiting on a score. 
A few coals smouldered in the grate of poHsbed steel ; the 
evening was cold, but the fire was colder still. Mrs. Westwood 
wore a shawl. The Captain loved a shooting- jacket and slippers, 
but she expected him always to dress for cQnner, and bis con- 
tinually increasing waist — the only waste that increased in that 
house — ^made the daily performance a matter of physical dis- 
comfort as well as of mental worry. Nor did the late alder- 
man's widow, though she had been a mayor's wife, make a 
comfortable hostess. Hostess, be it said advisedly ; for under 
her regime her husband could not forget whose money it was 
bat paid for the page's buttons and for the butler's black clothes. 
Sbe looked more ihan, the five years his senior, for she was one 
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of those people who, being both fair and angular, wear the 
worst of alL 

The Captain ate little, and talked less ; and yet he was as 
long over this solemn meal as if he had been blessed with the 
appetite of the late Alderman Pender, to borrow a hackneyed 
and obsolete sarcasm. Bnt he drew a long sigh of relief when 
it was over, and when the three flaxen-haired Miss Fenders 
entered in Indian file in order of age, white-frocked, blne- 
..ashed, and well combed. 

He looked deprecatingly at his wife, and then shyly at the 
butler. 

" Decant one of those pints of the last port, Evans," he said. 
" Caroline, my dear, Tm sure it'll do you good to have a glass 
of wine." 

"Not a drop for me. And I'm sure you can't want anymore 
vfine.** The words were simple enough, bat the tone meant 
more than the words. 

" Never mind then, Evans." He took the empty decanter of 
sherry and squeezed it dreamily. Then he woke up again. 

" Come and sit by me, Molly," he said to the youngest Miss 
Pender. '^ Take an orange, and I'll show you how to poel 
it." 

He was as long and careful over the process as if a wager 
depended on his leaving no atom of outer or inner rind. 

Mrs. Westwood was cold, bat her curiosity was beginning to 
boil. 

" There, John," she said, acidly, ** don't give the child any 
more — ^you'll make her ill — and the doctor just paid. They're as 
fiour as can be, and thei'e'll be none left for to-morrow. And I 
wish you'd remember the child isn't Molly, but Marian." 

The Captain made a grand effort. 

" There, girls — ^you hear what mamma says. Take your 
oranges, like good girls, and eat them in the schoolroom. There 
— ^run away. I say, my dear, it's very cold. I'm sure yoa'd 
like a glass of wine." 

" I'm quite warm. It's your own fault if the things were 
cold." 

*• A— hem " 

** Were you going to sav anything, John ? " 

" Well — no. That is, 1 was going to say something, only I 
couldn't before Evans and the children, don't you know." 

" They're gone now." 

^'I wish, Caroline, my dear, you'd have some wine." 
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" How often am I to say I don't want any wine P Ton drank 
six glasses at dinner — I counted them, so I know/' 

'* Shall I ring for some coals ? " 

** Yon seem to forget, John, we had in those coals before the 
winter — and where's the good, I should like to know, if we're 
to get through them just when they're going to rise again P " 

"Well, then, my dear," he began desperately, "you must 
know I had a letter this morning. I met the postman as I went 
out to the bil — to walk on the downs. So I had a letter — where 
is it P " He searched all his pockets, even to those in his waist- 
coat, but in vain. " Oh, I suppose I left it in my jacket up- 
atairs. I should like you to read that letter, my dear — 'twas 
very sad — very sad indeed. No — my dear — not death nor bad 
news, at least not exactly, don't you know, but " 

•* Well, John P " 



** I should like you to see that letter, my dear — and so you 
shall, when we go upstairs. You've heard me speak of my poor 
brother Charley P Well, he's dead and gone, poor old boy." 

Mrs. Westwood drew a sigh of relief in her turn. According 
to her experience, family scapegraces have an unpleasant habit 
of never dying, and of always turning up again. She looked a 
little less acid as she answered — 

*' Then I suppose you'll have to get a hat-band. I needn't 
get any mourning, of course, as he's but a stranger to me, and 
not one to be proud of — you know that yourself, John — ^no more 
need the girls — ^he's no relation of theirs, hardly a connection." 

** But you see, my dear, I wish I'd got that letter." 

Mrs. Westwood liked reading letters. " I should thmk you 
might send Evans, John, if you're too indolent to go upstairs. 
I'm sure Evans is eating his head off, and Montague too." 

*' That's true, my dear." He rang the bell. " Evans, feel in 
the pocket of my shooting-jacket, and bring me down a letter 
with a — a — a New York envelope. Charley died in New York, 
my dear." 

''Well, John, it's all the better it's so far away. You needn't 
even get a hat-band if people don't know. Wasn't he a common 
soldier, or something dreadful P " 

^ He did enlist, poor Charley. Ran away from home — but 
he left the army, my dear. And so you see " 

" There hare no letter, sir," said Evans. " Not in the jacket, 
nor yet about the room." 

" Never mind, Evans ; I suppose I dropped it somewhere^- 
perhaps in the bil — on the downs. It's no matter, my dear; 
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it'll do wlien it tarns np just as well as now. So, you see, 
Charley's dead." 

« And that's all P '* 

'^ Well, my dear, not quite all. He's married." 

'^ Ah ! " Mrs. Westwood hitched up her shawl, and made a 
wholly indescribable movement with her upper lip and the tip 
of her nose, of which the sharpness was eloquent. " Some low 
creatnre of coarse. There ought to be a law against those sort 
of men marrying and intruding their low connections on io 
respectable people. Well, there's one comfort — we can't be 
expected to know anything of her. You don't mean she has 
been impudent enough to write to you — a perfect stranger ? " 

" No, my dear. Not exactly she. It was Mr. — Mr. — Mr. — 
what the devil was the " 

" John ! You forget yourself." 

" I beg your pardon, my dear. What the deuce, I meant to 
say. Mr. — Smith ; that's it. He wrote to me. I have no head 
for names." 

" And who's Mr. Smith P " 

" Mr. Smith, my dear P Oh, an agent, or something, don't 
you know. I've inquired ; Mr. Smith of America ; a most re- 
spectable man. Poor Charley married his niece or something 
— ^it's aU in the letter. Quite a good match." 

" Ah ! You mean your brother Charles Westwood died well 
off, then P Did he make a will P Let me see — ^if he didn't, 
your brother at Oxford comes before you P " 

" Poor Charley ! " went on the Captain. '* He was a rolling 
stone, don't you know, and never gathered moss like poor Grerald 
or George. He married — it's all in that letter " — he rummaged 
his pockets again. *' But, you see, Charley, poor fellow, hadn't 
the luck of some of us, my dear, and so he died, and she died, 
and he left " 

'* Whai f If it was only a hundred or two it would be some- 
thing. What did he leave P AwiUP" 

" Not exactly, my dear. He left a child." 

«* A child ! " 

" Why not, my dear P And he left her " 

" I wish, John, you would come to the point. It*s quite dis- 
tressing. What did he leave her P " 

" Nothing, my dear. Poor little thing ! " 

'^ Poor little thing, indeed ! People shouldn't riMurry with 
nothing. And we know how the sins of the fathers ought to be 
visited on the children when tliey do. Wdl, it's nothing to you. 
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I suppose jou'U write back at once to that Mr. Smith and say 
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" My dear ! Poor Charley's only child, you know ! " 

" And suppose it is — what then P I*m sure I'm not its aunt 
— ^you're hardly even its uncle/' 

'* But, my dear — left to the charity of strangers ! Just think 
if Molly— or Uttle Gerald " 

" John ! You are forgetting yourself. Matiom will never b(i 
left to the charity of strangers — ^nor Caroline, nor Julia. Their 
mother isn't without a penny, nor like to be." 

"Of course not, my dear, thank God. Only — don't you 
know — the fact is — ^you see — ^it's devilish — deuced, I beg your 
pardon, my dear — deuced awkward — but — ^the child — is on her 
way from New York this very minute — in Bristol to-morrow, 
for aught I know — in fact, she will! There, it's out now," 
groaned the Captain to himself, and fell back in his chair to 
receive sentence. 

" Captain Westwood ! " and Mrs. Westwood started from her 
«eat in a paroxysm of astonishment and dismay. 

The Captain looked at the rag, pulled his whisker with one 
hand, and eyed it with one eye. 

** But you see, my love — I know it's the devil and all — ^but 
what the deuce are we to do P You see, it wouldn't matter a 
hang if the child wasn't on her way — ^but in Bristol — where 
we're as well known as St. Mary Bedcliffe— what'U they say if 
I shut my door against my own niece — yowr door, of course I 
mean, this door — my own brother's only child P Just think, 
my dear — what'ld Clifton say P " 

Mrs. Westwood sat down again. It was something much 
more than awkward — and she herself knew that she was not 
loved by her neighbours so superfluously that she need despise 
their tongues. 

He took advantage of her silence, and suggested craftily — 

" Only for a time, my dear." 

" I should like to see that letter," she said, after a terrible 
pause. 

** I'll look for it again in five minutes.'' 

^ Yon are sure you said morneci / " 

" No doubt about that, my dear." 

" Then if Mr. Smith's a respectable man, why don*t he do 
something for the child P " 

•* Why — why, of course poor Charley ran away with his wife 
— don't you see ? — 'twooldn't have been Charley, poor fellowt 
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if he'd done things like other people. Never did, on znj honour, 
since he was bom." 

'* He seems to have been fond of running away, as jon call 
it. It is a shame. The child's more to Mr. Smith, if he*s her 
nncle, than to jon. A man always belongs to his wife's family. 
I've always heard so, and my father was in the law." 

'* I didn't say Mr. Smith is the uncle, my dear. He's only 
her something by marriage — ^that's all." 

" You did say so." 

" Well, my dear, I suppose I went too far." 

*' I'm not a selfish woman. Captain Westwood. No one can 
say I married for money, and selfishness I can't abida But 
when people's brothers run away and come to no good, they 
ought to stay there, and not have families for other people to 
keep that have four children of their own. I had three 
brothers, and not one of them ever dreamed of such a thing. 
And you can't expect me to spend my money on your brothers. 
I didn't marry all the world — and with four children of my own, 
and servants eating their heads off downstairs " 

" Of course not, G«uroline." 

"You're not her only uncle, either. I don't see why you. 
should be saddled more than another. If there's one thing I 
can't bear, it's selfishness and strange children." 

" Of course, my dear. But now poor Grerald's dead, and 
Philip, and poor Charley, there's none but me. There's George 
at Oxford — but he lives in rooms, you know, and couldn't be 
expected to take a house on purpose ; and then what would 
they say in college? However, I daresay he'll help one way 
and another — and Fve got my own two hundred a year, my 
dear — it shan't make any differeuce to you. We can afford 
house room, mv dear — just for a time." 

'* And turn it all out of windows. Other people's children 
always do. How old is she ? " 

'* How old P Oh, nothing to speak of — ^the letter says three." 

'* No age more troublesome. And how does a child of three 
come from New York, pray ? " 

** Somebody's with her, of course." 

'* And that somebody will expect to be paid, I suppose ? 
Beally, John, the selfishness of some people ! " 

«* Oh, Mr. Smith says that's settled. She's to be left at the 
White Lion till called for. I must call to-morrow, I suppose— 
the ship's arrived at Liverpool — I looked to see. Or would yoa 
like to go, my dear ? It might look better." 
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" Certainly nofc, John. What's the child's name P " 
" Oh, that's in the letter— Olympia." 
'* Oracious ! What a heathen name! " 



CHAPTER II. 

Ca«pc»r. — ^Propound, Fellow : What sort of a sea-thiog bast thou here ? 
Beahrew me an' t be aught betwixt whelk and whale. 

FxuheraKan. — Six, I miadoabt the four winds know that, or the four hags 
that saddle them. 

The missing letter never turned np, so it was clear that it mast 
have taken itself off to the limbo of nnaccountablj lost things. 
It was extremely provoking, for doubtless mauj little details 
were mentioned in it which the Captain coald not be expected 
to remember. So there was nothing for it but to write 
immediately to Mr. Smith of America. Bat obviously the very 
first thing to be done, even before communicating with his brother 
George, who was, or ought to be, as much interested in the 
matter as himself, was to call at the White Lion and see if his 
little niece had really come. 

Of course Mrs. Westwood was much more than merely 
annoyed. She even pretended to throw doubts on the truth of 
the Btory, which, for want of the missing letter, was certainly 
rather meagre as it stood at present. But she could find no 
reasonable ground for questioning the general truth of what 
she had been told. On the contrary, the story in itself was 
highly probable. There was nothing to wonder at in the fact 
that Mr. Smith should be so anxious to rid himself of his 
temporary charge. In his place, she herself would have done 
the same. And it was rather a clever thing on his part to let 
the cluld herself follow on the very heels of the letter, so that 
her natural guardians might have no opportunity of renouncing 
their moral duty. Mrs. Westwood was unwilling enough, on 
personal grounds, to have anything to do with a matter that 
promised to be both expensive and troublesome ; but from long 
experience she was too well acquainted with the manners and 
customs of the society in which she moved, not to know what 
sort of stories would get afloat if — and there was really no *' if " 
in the case — ^it ever came out that a shelter had been refused to 
her own husband's brother's child, under such circumstances, 
for at least a reasonable time. She could not have it said that she 
was the aunt, even by marriage, of a workhouse child. 

So she submitted, tiiough uigraciou8lyenough,to the infliction, 
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and the next morning, as soon as lie had gnlped down half a cnp 
of coffee, the Captain strolled down to the White Lion. On his 
return — 

" Well, my dear," he said, nervously and, for him, excitedly, 
" she's come ! Poor Httle thing ! She's as like poor Charley as 
two peas. How shall we manage to get her here r " 

'* If she must come, she mast I snppose. Mind, this is yonr 
doing, not mine; and if anything comes of it, I hope yoa'll 
remember I said so. Who brought her ? And have you found 
out about Mr. Smith P " 

" I'm afraid I can't tell you more about Mr. Smith than I told 
you last night, my dear. She came over with a respectable 
woman comine back to .England with her husband — a carpenter, 
or ^mething.' 

" You saw the woman P " 

" How could I, my dear ? They left the child at the White 
Lion with the landlady, and went on to Plymouth by an early 
train. Mr. Smith seems to have thought of everything." 

"No doubt about that" 
Shall you come and see her P She's a nice little thing." 
Oh, I can't go trapesing into the city to-day. I have no 
time to be going after other people's children, if you have. I've 
got my own." 

'< ShaU I take Susan, then ?" 

'* Qaite impossible. Susan's got her work, and can't be spared 
to go gadding." 

But it was settled at last that Susan should go with the 
Captain ; and in the course of the afbemoon a cab drove up to 
the door, with a very small and very shabby trunk on the roof. 
From the cab emerged, first, Captain Westwood, then Susan, 
and then a child was lifted out and set down on the pavement 
while her uncle paid the fare. All this was witnessed by Mrs. 
Westwood from the drawing-room window. Though she pro- 
fs ised complete and contemptuous indifPerence to the whole 
business, she was still not without a large share of real curiosity 
about this new member of her household, who seemed to have 
dropped into it from the sky. Many a woman, less inclined 
to jealousy than she, would have suspected that she was being 
made a fool or a tool of ; but though suspicions and inclined to 
be jealous of her good-looking husband in trifles, she flattered 
herself that for him to try to make a fool of her was as much 
out of keeping with his character as to be made a fool of 
was out of keeping with her own. He never lied to her, 
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though she sometimea fonnd it oosyenient to pretend that she 
^uioied 80. 

She went qnickly from the window to hide her curiosity^ 
when her hnsband led the child hy the hand into the room. 

'* Kerens Oljmpia, my dear," he said. 

" Very well," she answered, coldly ; " I see her." 

" Shall I leave her with yon, my dear? I think I shall go 
and take a tnni on the downs, while yon introduce the children 
to their new cousin. Shall IP" 

** If you like, John. I have nothing to say about anything." 

The Captain looked at the child, put his hands in his pockets, 
and lounged out nervously. 

If, as he had asserted, there was a wonderful likeness 
between Olympia Westwood and her scapegrace father, then the 
latter must have been very different in appearance from any of 
his brothers. These were all of the Saxon type, with grey eyes, 
blunt features, and florid complexions ; but the little Olympia 
looked for all the world like a little Spanish girl that had just 
stepped out of a masterpiece by Murillo, except that her profuse 
curls were in a state of transition &om light to black, and her 
eyes from sapphire to brown hazel. Captain Westwood had 
described her, quoting by memory from Mr. Smith's letter, as 
being no more than three years old ; but this being so — and Mr. 
Smith ought, of cotirse, to know — she was certainly the most 
precocious child for her age ever seen. She was a little old 
woman of six at the very least : she seemed to be quite at her 
ease, and looked hard at her new aunt and all round the room 
with entire self-possession. She was not a pretty child, at least 
in Mrs. Westwood's opinion, who, like many women, would 
reduce the whole world to a dead and monotonous level of regu- 
lar features, pink and white complexions, blue eyes and golden 
hair, and in whose sight her own three little girls were the 
standard of what all little girls ought to be all over the world. 
But, at the same time, want of what she called prettiness was 
not a want of recommendation to her. She would have been 
still less willing to welcome into the bosom of her family one 
who threatened to outshine Caroline, Julia, or Marian. 

Matters, therefore, might have been a very little worse ; and 
it must have been a very much worse woman than Mrs. West- 
wood who could have been perfectly callous to the actual sight 
of such a deserted little orphan standing before her and appeal- 
ing to her for iust a crumb of motherhood. 

Bat she dia not draw the child towards her as perhaps a 
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worse woman wonld have done. She only said, with rather 
more acid in her tongne than nsnal — perhaps she waa ashamed 
of a momentary weakness — 

" So you are called Olympia. A rery foolish name. How 
old are yon ? " 

"Danny calls me Molly. Are y'Annt Carh'line?*' She 
answered and questioned decidedly and bluntly in a treble 
voice, but pronouncing her words with singular clearness, if she 
was really no more than three years old. 

" Why, her mother must have been an Irishwoman," thought 
Mrs. Westwood. " Very likely — there are plenty of Irish in 
America — I am Mrs. Westwood. But you must answer what 
I ask you, and not ask questions. Who is Danny ? " 

" What— don't ye know Danny ? " 

" No ; who is she ? " 

« She's a He." 

" He, then. Do you mean your grandfather P " 

" What's that, Aunt Carh'Une ? " 

" What a singular child ! Don't you know what a grand- 
father means ? " 

" No." 

" Do you remember your papa P " 

" Will I remember ? " 

** Don't you understand me — don't you know what I mean P " 

" What ye mane ? " 

'* The child must be silly. Your papa that died." 

" 'Twas Dolores had a papa. Aunt Carh'Une, not me." 

" Who was Dolores, then ? " 

" Her as was with us the day what we whent from Santiago 
to Catamarca. Bedad, she dhrank up all whine what was in 
the barh'l till she couldn't stthand — Danny had to putt her in 
the cart behind with Jhoon. And I'd have dhrunk some too, 
on'y Danny'd let me touch nothin' but th* wather. Did y'ever 
dhrink so much whine ye couldn't stthand, Aunt CarhlineP 
Danny he do it often — ^and I'll do't meself when I'm owld." 

So this was Captain Westwood's notion of a nice little 
thing ! 

"Good heavens, child! What in the name of goodness — 
why, where on earth do you come from P Who on earth has 
taught you to use such expressions ? " 

" I corned in a big ship risfht away owver the say. 'Twas 
moighty fun, inthoirely ! Was y'ever in a big ship. Aunt 
Carh'line P An' did y'ever go up them ropes^ like I ? I wunst 
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went up nigli to th' mizzen top, all alone, when Dick, him as is 
tb' steward's bhoy, corned np and pulled me down. But I'll go 
up to the rale tip-top gallant when I'm owld like yon, Aunt 
C^rh'line. I'd have felled into the say, they said — bedad, I 
thought I would wunst, just to fright them, it did look so purty 
to see the weves dancin' about undher me! But I wouldn't 
like to be dhrowned, all the same— would you, Aunt Garh'line ? 
Did y'ever see a man dhrowned. Aunt Garh'line? I did. 
'Twas Bill Parsons, as kep' th' liquor store, out Sacramento 
way. There was three miners — them men as looks for gowld, 
ye know — an* they all got quar'lin' an* free-fightin', and I were 
sittin' on the powdher barhl lookin' on and wishin' Pat 
Murphy Id win, and I hearrd a bullet out o' Black Jim's six- 
shooter hit the whall just behind me head, and then just af ther 
Bill Parsons fell down just at my fate, and then they looked in 
all his pockets, and then two on 'em took 'm up, and I went out 
too — and they went to the wather, the river they called it, and 
Bill Parsons called out, ' Murdher ! murdher ! murdher ! ' thray 
times, and then they tossed him in right away — and I rahn and 
hid meself in the sthable til Danny comed back nez* day from 
where he'd been to. I were fearted what they might drowned 
me too, and Danny said they mighted had if they'd know'd I'd 
seed. And I've seed a man Lynched, Aunt Garh'line — will 
you ? And I've seen a bull fight, too, and th' wild Injins a 
fightin' with them bonghs-an'-arrhows, and a big wather-spout, 
and Gin'ral Harris in us red coatee, and the whild horses, racin' 
and rarin' and tearin' like mad and smithereens, and the say, 
and a river, and a lake, and a big snake what rhattled his tail — 
'twere pison, Danny towld I — and a mountain all afire, and a 
bayver, and a ghrisly b'ar, and Jem GoUins — and I had a par'ht 
o' me own wonst what could say * Damn,' and * Kiss Polly,' 
and ' Go to hell wid ye, ye spahlpeeu,' and they had another 
parlit in the big ship what could say * Polly whants her grog ' — 
but I liked me own par'ht best of all, on'y he flowed away when 
we was ridin' acroFs the Pampas, and never came back, though 
I kep' the cage open all the way. But Danny didn't think he'd 
die, so maybe he's there now and I'll see 'm again. But I 
liked Oin'ral Harris, too, and the Injins fightin', and the bull 
fight, and tho wather-spout — but I think I liked the par'ht best, 
only I liked the say best of all, and olimbin' up the rhiggin'. 
But I didn't like the man bein' Lynched, because he turned — 
oh, so black, when they lefbed him hangin' to the tree. And 
I'll like you too, Aunt Garh'line, only not so well as the par'ht." 



4S OLYMPIA. 

If Mrs. We8twcN>d had ever heard of such a thing as a fairy 
chaageling, she would have fancied that she saw one before her 
now. The whole of this extraordinary oration was delivered 
in the most matter-of-&iCt manner, jost in the way that ordinary 
children narrate their little experiences; and it need not be 
said that the hearer was taken aback as she had never been in 
her life before. The English, or rather Irish, in which the 
child spoke was vulgar enough; and yet there was nothing 
vulgar in voice or manner. On the contrary, both voice and 
manner, though certainly free from childish shyness, were those 
of a little lady. But, then, one who seemed to have had the 
wildest half of the world for her playground was not likely to 
stand abashed in the presence of one extra human being. And 
when her recollections crowded indiscriminately upon her, in 
the assurance of finding sympathetic interest, whether she 
actually found it or no, she would have been called really pretty 
by those who had sympathy to bestow on what was ouire^ and 
no prejudice in favour of the conventional. Most men and 
some women, however shocked they might be at such a baby 
having had to pass her first vears in such an atmosphere as she 
had suggested, would, in spite of the shock, have been drive* 
into sympathetic laughter, and have let her rattle on in her 
own way. But Mrs. Westwood, who scarcely understood a 
word here and there, was so inexpressibly shocked by what she 
did that she could not speak for a full minute. She could only 
hold up her hands in horror and dismay. 

" G^d God ! " she at last exclaimed ; " can you ever have 
had a mother at all P *' 

'' I never had none but Danny. On'y Danny's goin' a while 
where I can't go wid him, he says, and then p'raps I'll go wid 
him again. Maybe he'll be goin' to make his fortune, and then 
he says he'U give me some ; and I'll like that if it's as nice as 
Grarita." 

'*ls — is Danny's name Smith?" asked Mrs. Westwood, a 
light suddenly breaking in upon her. 

" Danny's name's Danny," said the child. . " Smith were the 
man what got scalped by the Ghoctaws." 

'* But isn't Danny his Christian name P " 

" What's that, Aunt Carh'line P " 

" His first name — like yours or mine." 

" His first name ? " 

** Bless the child ! Why, she knows nothing. Have you ever 
been to church p " 
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" What's that, Aunt Garhliiie ? " 

*' Mercjy child ! Don't joa know — where yoa go to saj jonr 
prayers ? " 

*' Me prayers, is it ? What's them, Annt Gariiline ? Say the 
word again." 

" Youp prayers P " 

" No, the other word." 

" Church ? " 

" Church, is it ? Ow, aye — I know now. We always goed 
to the big ohurch when we was in Lima — ^not Danny, ye know 
but me and Madalena, and seed the picthnra and them, and the 
pxastes saying mass, and the senoras. And Madalena nseted to 
make me say 'Ato Maria' — can y' say 'Aye Maria,' Aunt 
Carhline ? I can, and I can sing * Aye Maris Stella ' — ^Mada- 
lena teached me that — and ' Me lodgin' is on the oowld ground,' 
and' Bakes o' Mallow,' and * El Salir del Sol Dorado^' and 'Git 
along home.' But Danny can sing them betther nor I — only he 
can't sing * Ave Maris SteUa,' nor ' Adeste Fidayles,' nor I can't 
sing ' Adeste Fidayles,' but Madalena can. Qui y' sing ' Adeste 
Fidayles,' Aunt Carh'line P I wished ye would, now — or else 
' Molly Bawn ' — that's me, Danny says, ye know — isn't it now, 
Aunt Carh'line P " 

'* A Papist, too ! " said Aunt Caroline to herself. '' That 
accounts for alL Perhaps Mr. Smith is a Jesuit in disguise — ^I 
must speak to Mr. Godfrey. How is this little heathen to mix 
with Caroline, and Julia, and "M^a^w^^i*, and Baby P We shall 
have them swearing and fighting, and counting their beads, 
and I don't know what besides. If John and his brother— 
a clergymap of the Church of England, too — ^find the money 
to bring up this wretched little heathen, I must find the 
school. I never saw such a little imp in all my bom days. 
What a dreadful man that Charles Westwood must have been — 
and John so quiet! — and this Mr. Smith must be even worse 
BtiH Can you read P " 

'* I don't know, Aunt Carhline ; I never thried. But Danny 
can ; he rades all the papers all through." 

*' Nor write P " asked her aunt — ^perhaps rather unnecessarily. 

*' Ow, I can make the marks," said the new Miss Westwood. 
"Will Ishow yep" 

" Mrs. Westwood, curious to see how a person could write 
without being able to read, gave her a slate and pencil that lay 
at hand and belonged to the educational machinery of Caroline 
Pender. 
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'* There,'* said her niece, triomphantlj, " that's a horse ;" and 
she rapidly made a figure on the slate which, though rather 
hierogljpluc in form, still had something of the character of the 
animal meant to he represented. '*And that's Danny," she 
went on, scrawling something like a human being in gigantic 
proportions. '* And that's me," making a very small figure by 
its side ; " and I'll make you when I know ye. Aunt Carh'line, 
and now 111 write ye a senora." 

In another moment or two she had drawn a slight profile that 
had a real resemblance to a female face, and wilii some pretenmon 
to individual character besides. Though drawn hurriedly by a 
child's hand, the lines were harmonious, and not merely conven- 
tional, as her hieroglyphics for " Horse^" *' Danny," and " Me " 
had been. 

'* There, that will do," said Mrs. Westwood. '* I see you know 
nothing at alL" 

Olympia was despatched to the nursery, where she betrayed 
an inconsistent shyness in the presence of the three Miss Fenders, 
from which it might be inferred that she was unused to society 
of her own age. During the one o'clock dinner she stared at 
them, while they, in their turn, stared at her shabby clothes, her 
dark skin, the outrageous way in which she handled her Imife, 
and the confusion t^t seemed to exist in her mind between 
forks and fingers. They were a little astonished at her appetite 
also. 

When Captain Westwood i*etumed from his stroll, Mrs. West- 
wood gave him an account of the little Olympia that made him 
open his eyes considerably. But he almost reconciled his wife 
to this temporary inconvenience by means of what, for him, was 
an unexampled piece of diplomacy. 

'* My dear," he said, '* this is providential, don't you know — 
bringing this poor neglected thing to a woman like you, my 
dear^ who are able to train her up in the way she should go. 
Yes, my dear — I've written to Mr. Smith ; but, from what you 
say, I should think it'll be some time before I get an answer. 
rU write to George to-morrow. Any way she won't get into 
much mischief with you, my dear." 

The diplomacy lay in the implied compliment to his wife's 
universsl management. If there was one thing on which she 
plumed herself, it was on her power to manage and keep in 
order the whole world ; and in Olympia, the victim, perhape 
emissary, of Jesuits and cannibals, she seemed to have found 
materials for a crucial experiment in eorpore vili. 
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" Bnt Btirelj tbe child must be more fchan three years old P 
Why she looks as old as Marian." 

'' Well, my dear," answered the Captain, looking suddenly 
uncomfortable and aToiding her eye, " perhaps I read the letter 
wrong, and she's more than three. However, I've asked Mr. 
Smith again, and he'll let na know, I daresay, when we hear 
from him." 



CHAPTER III. 

Thopgh ihoQ ma^'st make the thznah forget 

Hia woodland joys, O Sag«, 
Uemember, botQs were never yet 

Impriflon'd in a cage. 

Calm on his peroh jpita bird may sit, 

And take your wires for stars, 
Bnt songs, O wise of little wit I 

Will fbitter through the bars. 

There was bat little commnnication between George at Oxford 
and John at Clifton. 

On this occasion the Captain did not write to his brother, bnt 
made the extraordinary exertion of going to Oxford. When he 
came back, he told his wife that the matter was all arranged, 
and that the burden of supporting Charley's orphan was to be 
equitably shared. It was, tiieref ore, not a little curious that he 
became almost miserly in his snoall pleasures. He forswore 
billiards, reduced his tobacco to a strict allowance of one after- 
breakfast cigar a day, and bewildered his tailor by making his 
clothes last as long as they could, and even longer. For a 
lounger who had never denied himself a single indulgence since 
he was bom, this change of life, had it been shown in appreci- 
able ways, must have ronsed Mrs. Westwood's curiositv — as 
things were, however, his billiards and his tobacco had always 
been hidden from her, and she was not one te quarrel with the 
reduction of expenditure in any case. He had always been con- 
tent to play second fiddle in the marriage duet ; but now, even 
had he been in love with his wife over head and ears, he could 
not have been more timidly, even abjectly, obsequious to her. 
Ever since the arrival of Olympia, the one active object of his 
existence seemed to be to keep her to the utmost stretoh of her 
good humour. 

There was once a lazy man, who always made a point of en- 
gaging for his valet and cook — ^the two domestics upon whom 
his dilly comfort depended — servants who had been dismissed 



5a OLYMPIA. 

from their last place for cheatinfi: their maflter. He knew that 
to be cheated means to be otherwise well served. Whether the 
same rale holds good of a husband may or may not be the case; 
bat at last Mrs. Westwood was compelled to think that saoh 
obseqaioas servility on the part of the Captain mast have some- 
thing at the bottom of it, and did not hold that such outward 
observance at home was well purchased by possible licence 
abroad. She could not but remember sometimes that she was 
older than he, and was not too vain to disbelieve her looking- 
glass when it told her that she looked every hour of her age. 

So, after a time, she began to grow extra watchful, and was 
rewarded by m aking one or two barren discoveries. 

Captain Westwoi^'s shabbiest clothes never smelt of tobacco. 

He stayed at home frequently in the forenoon. 

He made longer and more frequent fishing excursions. 

He was frequently silent, gloomy, and out of spirits. 

He thought a great deal about spending pennies. 

Though he spent next to nothing out of his two hundred a 
year, he never had any money left to spend after the end of May, 
until the following quarter-cLfty. 

He rose much earHer in the morning, and opened his letters 
nervously. 

He was often restless at night. 

He always emptied the decanter at dinner time. 

Whence she naturally deduced that — 

There was somebody who had a greater objection to tobacco 
than she. 

That solitary fishing excursions are often very convenient 
things. 

That she herself was not in his confidence. 

That all this was in some way conhected with his annual 
emptiness of pocket. 

But, though she put this and that together four-and-twenty 
times a year, nothing came. At last, after much pondering, a 
bright thought struck her. 

*' John," she said one morning at breakfast time^it was a 
day after the end of May, when she had managed to discover 
that his pocket money was reduced to about five pounds — '* I've 
got a proposal to make. The children are growing up now, and 




you say tnat many a tmie. What do you 
if we took some nice place in the country, where we might be a 
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real cotiiitj family, like we onght to be, Fm enre, with our con- 
nections, and we could do it just as well as going on like we 
are P Then there it would all be for him if anything happened 
to you. We'd go a long way off, of course, and be the West- 
woods of Somewhere — I'm sure it's getting quite low here« and 
bad for the children ; I don't like them to grow up mixing with 
people who don't know who they are. And as you're so fond 
of fishing you could have a place of your own, where you 
wouldn't have to go so far." 

To her surprise a cloud fell from his face, and he took her at 
her word. 

" My dear Carry — the very thing. What a head yon have, 
to be sure ! You're quite right — we'll go a good way off, as 
you say. Ill begin to look out this very day, and get off and 
settled before — before this time next year." 

It was clear, then, that he had no ties to keep him to Clifton. 
But she could not well recede from her own proposal, which 
now took another form than a mere attempt to find out how the 
land lay. It was really a good method of rubbing out the stains 
of trade left by the drysalter and her husband's early connec- 
tion with Corbet and French. Captain and Mrs. Westwood, of 
some place where these antecedents might be kept concealed, 
would be really aristocratic : " Gerald Westwood, of Some- 
where, Esquire, eldest son of Captain Westwood," would, in dup 
course of time, be more aristocratic still. 

For once the Captain displayed energy. He left off fishing 
and never rested till he had become the purchaser — with his 
wife's money — of a house and grounds known as " The Laurels " 
at Gressford St. Mary. It was not a large place, but it was just 
adapted to their means, and there were no great families near — 
except the Earl of Wendale, who was too great to be a rival 
— ^to interfere with the local autocracy to which Mrs. Westwood 
aspired. 

And here, at Ghressford as at Clifton, the dangers and excite- 
ments of her earliest years grew into a half-forgotton dream, 
that visited tho eyes of Olympia far more vividly by night than 
by day. 

Like many very young children who live intensely while the 
sun is awake, she, when sound asleep, was an intense dreamer of 
dreams. She was of an age when the excitement of seeing a 
man murdered is no greater in kind or degree than that of seeing 
a doll broken — so that the new world of the Westwood nursery 
was quite full enough of hourly excitement to fill her daily life. 
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Still it was ineritable tbat memoiy should assert its rights by 
Tisiting her, ghost-fashion, finom the moon and stars. So yivid) j 
did she dream that she never thought of regaVding hers as au 
exceptional case, but took for granted that her nightlj expe- 
riences were common to other children also. She nsed to 
pQzzle the three Miss Fenders by talking to them of dreams as 
thongh they were realities, and as though, in discussing them, 
all four stood on common ground. She assumed that no less 
real to them than to herself must be that vision of plains, which, 
like a smooth green sea, met the cloudless sapphire at the circle 
of an unbroken horizon — ^plains whereon scampered, before her 
closed eyes, droves of wild horses and herds of antelopes, mingled 
with the other dramatis peraoncB of her sleep — chattering crowds 
of monk^s, gorgeous birds, Arctic bears, flying fish, and im- 
measurable cobrM, that circled round and round in countless 
convolutions, until, like twisted waterspouts, they formed a 
spiral staircase between the green desert of the earth and the 
blue wilderness of the sky. Up or down this staircase the feet 
of her soul often sped when pursued by the corpse of some 
lynched or murdered ruffian, or else by that unimaginable 
thing that is permitted in dreams to terrify the souls of children 
and men. But, for the most part, her dreams were not of the 
terrible order. On the contrary, she far more frequently woke 
herself with langhing than with crying. She was a restless 
sleeper, and apt to talk in her dreams. Her language by day 
was at first her own peculiar dialect of Irish-English : afterwards 
it rapidly toned down to the accent of Aunt Caroline and the 
Miss Fenders, in which the note of provinciality was scarcely to 
be found* But her dream-language was untranslatable, even by 
herself. To Julia and Marian, who slept in the same room, she 
seemed to be chattering mere gibberish. Sometimes one of 
them woald catch a word, repeat it next day to tease her ; and 
it was as strange after a while to herself as to them. 

'* What does OaiicJio mean P " asked Julia. 

«• How would I know ? " 

*' You said it yourself, last night. Tou must be silly to talk 
things like you do." 

'* I suppose I ^as dreamin'." 

•'You're always dreamins^. I don't dream, and I wouldn't, if 
it's to be silly, like you. Ma says you're not a bit like me nor 
the others, and not pretty like I am." 

" And I don't want to be pretty, if bein' pretty's bein' like you 

--"'•* you may say so to Aunt Carh'line." 
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'* I will^ if yon. aay a word. Ah, and nurse sajB you're a little 
Irish girl, like what eat buttermilk and raw potatoes. I wouldn't 
eat buttermilk nor raw potatoes." 

^^ I don't ate buttermilk nor raw potatoes." 

"You do." 

And so on, till Olympia, whose patience was weak, while her 
hands were strong, gained a temporary victory by sending Julia 
to Aunt Caroline with a very red ear indeed. 

But she had received a sting that hurt far more than a box on 
the ear. She did not care a straw for the immediate discomfort 
of being condemned on the spot to learn by heart three collects 
from the Liturgy — a task which, on her peremptorily refusing 
to beg Miss Julia's pardon was increased to four. Learning 
anything by heart, however hard in itself the task might be, was 
to her fdmost as easy as reading, which came to her apparently 
by the light of nature. The real sting was Julia's taunt that she 
was not as other childien are. 

Now, a fuU-grown man or woman is for the most part proud 
of being thought different from the rest of the world, and 
niakes fJl the capital be or she can out of innate or affected 
peculiarities. Bather than be quite like their fellows, men will 
make a point of burning down a temple, or of never changing 
their minds, or of going out in all weathers without an umbrella, 
or of never eating supper, or of always fainting in a thunder- 
storm. But among children, whose most passionate desire is to 
be in sympathy with all things and all people about them, even 
to feel themselves better than their companions is often a source 
of misery and shame. Olympia felt instinctively that Julia's 
taunt contained better truth than grammar. And in what way 
was she different? Was it her being a something wholly 
unintelligible, called " a little Irish girl," that put her out of 
the pale r Even so» was she not fed with the same beef and 
mutton, hurt by the same tumbles, subject to the same measles 
and whooping cough, doctored with the same rhubarb, fond of 
the same games, and all the rest of it, as a little English girl F 
So argued Shylock, and so argued she. No— she felt no craving 
for buttermilk— she did not even know the word. The charge 
of eating her potatoes raw was a still grosser calumny. Nor 
was she in the least degree like the beggar children whom she 
had seen bronght into Oressford by ^e Irish hay-makers in 
summer time — no more like them than Julia and Marian were. 
Was it that her eyes and hair were brown, and her complexion 
dark, while her cousins were as &ir as unspun flax mingled 



$6 OLYMPIA. 

with milk and roses P Perbaps it was this that prevented her 
being pretty, and that made them call her a little Irish girl. 
Perhaps the world was made for the fair, and the hnes of night 
were a stigma of shame. Her nncle was fair, her aunt was 
fair, her cousins were fair ; doubtless it was this that made her 
an alien. Before long she could not help noticing that, although 
her cousins were just as truthful or untruthful as children 
usually are, while she was, under all circumstances, as bold and 
outspoken as the day, never telling a lie but in order to conceal 
the misdeeds of another, it was they who, in all criminal 
matters, were believed, and she who was disbelieved ; that their 
wants were always attended to before hers ; that in their case 
indulgence was the rule, in hers the exception ; that they were 
petted, she tolerated ; that she often bore their punishments 
while they not unfrequently enjoyed her rewards. When Aunt 
Caroline drove out in the pony carriage, it was always Carry, 
or Julia, or Marian, or even little Gerald, whom she took for 
her companion — never Olympia, not even once when all but 
she were kept to the house by some childish epidemic. It 
was, no doubt, for the same reason that the others were privi- 
leged to call Mrs. Westwood " mamma," while she herself had 
to speak of her as " Aunt Caroline "—or rather *' Cahroline," 
as a remnant of the brogue which had not yet been corrected 
by hearing the name hi^itually pronounced by others. This 
was very childish logic, of course, but she was by no means the 
first logician who has mistaken simultaneous phenomena for 
cause and effect. So in her much vexed soul she bewailed her 
unhappy complexion that raised a barrier between herself and 
those to whom fortune had been more kind. She even went 
so far as to add to her prayers a private unspoken petition to 
the effect that Heaven would be pleased to make her pretty 
like Marian, and give her yellow hair ; and it came upon her 
like a direct answer when she heard one servant tell another 
about some country belief in a milk diet as a certain means of 
becoming fair. In consequence of this she drank milk when- 
ever she could get the chajioe, displaying an immoderate appe- 
tite for her bread and milk at breakfast — a dish for which she 
had entertained a strong dislike hitherto — and making secret 
and larcenous visits to the dairy, like an actual kitten. In one 
of these expeditions she was discovered with creamy lips, and 
punished by being made to write out on her slate the eighth 
oonmiandment fifty times over. She knew she had done wrong, 
but she would have dared to commit a far greater sin in order 
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to find bat three of her hairs turned to gold. But her sin was 
committed in vain, and the more milk she drank the darker 
grew her hair. 

Even a chance good-natnred remark of the Captain, who never 
treated her with harshness, and was even kind to her in a timid 
and contraband fashion, whenever he had an opportunity, ad led 
an additional drop of bitterness to what she considered the 
foant and spring of her otherwise unintelligible trials. One 
day, very soon alter the cream episode, he happened to call her 
*' little Gipsy." 

" What's that, Uncle John ? '* 

" Oh, don't you know P People with brown faces that go 
tramping about with tents and kettles, and telling fortunes, and 
stealing what they can lay their hands on, and running away 
with little children, and staining them with walnut juice to 
make them as dark as themselves. Why, Olympia ! " 

No sooner had the explanation passed his lips, than she ran 
from the room, slammed the door behind her, and was seen no 
more till she was discovered hidden away in a lumber-room, 
apparently trying to drown herself in tears. 

So not only was to be bom brown a misfortune, but it led to 
all manner of gnilt also — ^to stealing cream and children. She 
began to fancy herself an outcast, a Pariah ; nor did the treat- 
ment she received from her aunt, from her cousins — who took 
their tone from their mother — and from the servants, who 
followed the lead of their mistress, tend to make the fancy as 
evanescent as fancies of children mostly are. 

She sometimes tried to buy affection with bribes — ^by lavishing 
caresses on her annt as she saw the others do : by giving up her 
toys to her cousins, and by yielding to them in every possible 
way. But it was all the fable of the " Ass and the Spaniel " 
over again. What was right in others was wrong in her, and 
her ill<^vised good-nature and submission only led to her being 
trampled upon. When she had gone out of her way to do some 
little service for Marian, in order to extort temporary kindness 
in the shape of g^titude, she only found that her cousins, 
instead of thanking her by word or deed, either accepted her 
sacrifices as matters of course, or else regarded them as proofs 
of a character over which it was so easy to tyrannise that the 
temptation to do so was irresistible. 

So it was not long before she became reserved and suspicious, 
and was driven as much as she could be to shut herself up in 
her shell — and then she found herself called sulky and ill. 
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natured, while all the wbfle she was so expansive that a stray 
word of nnintentional kindness woald make her happy for a 
whole day, and thongh, to gain that word, she wonld willingly 
have given np everywing she possessed twenty times over, ioid 
80| in this next stage, from a sort of reckless feeling that, if one 
mnst be hanged^ it is better to be hanged for something than 
for nothing, she took to standing on her. rights — such as they 
were : and niany were the qnarreb, nay, battles, that raged in 
the nnrsery of The Laurels daring one short campaign— -sharp 
the winged words, and profuse the tears. But the war was 
short. Not only were the £Eur-haired warriors three to one, but 
they were backed by the arbitress of fate who sat enthroned in 
the Olympus of the drawing-room, to whom they made no 
scruple of appealing; while poor Oljmpia^ though stronger- 
handed and sharper-tongued, was but one to three, wa6 not 
favoured by the higher powers, and held to the full that first 
great law of a child's honour, that ^* To tell " is as impossible 
for the ^wx ehewUier or ehevali^ of the nursery as for a 
Bayard to strike below the knee. She scorned to appeal in her 
dii«st need, and — ^greatest disadvantage of all — her spirit felt the 
slightest wound, while her sharpest words and blows fell upon 
very callous skins. 

Thus it soon came to be settled in Mrs. Westwood's Court 
that every disturbance should be treated in one uniform and 
summary manner. On the least suggestion of disturbance, 
without going into the merits of the case, or hearing witnesses 
for the prosecution, or counsel for the accused, or weighing the 
sentence against the alleged defence, or even inquiring what the 
nature of the offence might be, Olympia, as arch>mover of the 
war, and standing eaaue belli, was condemned to solitary im- 
prisonment in the lumber-room, until some long task was got 
by heart without the blunder of a word. The rule produced at 
IsMt a chronic state of hollow truce, and so far it was a good 
rule, if hollow truce is better than open war. But it had the ill 
effect of dividing the school-room less into two opposing camps 
than into two opposing nations, and of making the weaker liable 
to unconditional and inevitable vengeance for every word and 
deed that might chance to displease a citizen of the stronger. 
This vengeance Olympia sometimes braved out of sheer reck* 
lessness ; but, as tyranny grew stronger with time, she grew less 
capable of rebellion. Well was it for her that she had been 
bom with a spirit, though it had been nurtured in scenes whereof 
the memory alone was enough to make her not as other chOdren 
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are. Had it not been so, she must baye been crashed by the 
constant bnrden of nothings; she mast have become a wild 
bird done to death by the oontinnal peckings of the tame com- 
panions into whose aviary she had intruded. For the mistress 
will favour the pets she has raised with her own hand : against 
numbers strength of beak is of no avail, nor against a dis- 
cordant chorus a solitary song. 

There was little variety of character among the tame birds. 
That was all absorbed by one who would have sold her u)ul if 
the Tempter had it in his power to make such a purchase from 
anyone below the age of reason, to be the fourth copy of a good 
and pretty little girl. They were all clever, all pretty, all witty ; 
but Carolinct the eldest, was the genius j^or eoxmefMe. She 
could already, at thirteen years old, play waltzes, and execute 
heads in chalk most effectively. Julia, the second, was tht 
belle, and knew it. Marian, the youngest, was ih^ wit, who, at 
ten, used to say " really the very oddest things." Surely they 
were of a higher caste than their ugly cousin, who could not do 
chalk heads because she had never been taught how, who could 
not play waltzes because she hated scales, and who never said 
odd things. Her talent for readily committing long passages of 
prose and poetry to memory was used as an instrument of 
punishment, and therefore studiously concealed ; while whether 
she understood what she remembered, or whether she only 
repeated it by heart, like her old friend the parrot of the Panr- 
pas, was, of course, nothing to anybody. xT'o doubt she mis- 
understood her tasks as much as possible, but she thought about 
them a -great deal, and read a great deal more than anybody 
knew, herself included. Thus when the Bible, for example, was 
put into her hands in order that she might learn some given 
passage— next to the Prayer Book the Bible, and next to the 
Bible, *' Paradise Lost," was Aunt Caroline's favourite scourge 
— ^the passage was invariably learned in no time, so that, in 
order to appear to have been a sufficient time over her task to 
escape an increase, she had to kill the remainder of the one or 
two hours by opening the book at random, and reading as she 
was led by chance or curiosity. Ignorance of her proceeding 
prevented anybody from taking the trouble to guide her even il 
anybody had cared. None of the other children ever read' a 
word they were not obliged to read, so how or why should she ? 
Thus the prison of the lumber-room developed into a kind of 
sanctuary, and punishment into a welcome retirement that 
enabled her to escape into her own mind. But then, what was 
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this but another symptom of ber singularity and stupidity? 
Witb snob sbame she acknowledged it, that altbongh, like a 
confirmed opium-eater, she could not resist this phase of mental 
or moral banger, she, whenever interrupted, invariably buried 
ber book away under an old mattress, belonging to an unused 
bedstead, and, when ber confinement was voluntary, invented 
some sudden excuse for being found there. At last her excuses 
became so grossly improbable that Mrs. Westwood'n curiosity 
was aroused. 

There was, of course, a room at The Laurels called ''the 
study," where the Captain kept his g^n, his fishing-rods, and 
an old-fashioned lot of books that had once formed part of 
the library of the Rector of Hithercote, and that George West- 
wood had not cared to carry off to Oxford. If Olympia could 
have had ber way, she would have spent ber whole time there ; 
nor was the Captain unwilling to let her rummage about among 
the shelves and cupboards whenever he was studying his book 
of flies. But discipline must be maintained; and as neither 
Carry nor Julia nor Marian ever cared to play there, neither 
must Olympia. Mrs. Westwood went in every now and then 
to rummage in ber turn among the drawers when her husband 
was not indoors, and, though no reader, she was sharp-eyed 
enough to notice that the book-shelves were not quite so well 
filled up as they used to be. Nor were the gaps honest gaps, 
but were concealed by an attempt to make three or four books 
do duty for four or five. One day Olympia was seen to enter 
the lumber-room. Mrs. Westwood waited for a few minutes 
outside the door, then peeped through the key-hole, and saw 
the girl crouched up on the mattress with her chin on her hands 
and a book on her knees. When she suddenly opened the door 
and walked in, the book was gone, and Olympia s flushed face 
contradicted her attitude of assumed carelessness. 

" What on earth are you doing here P " asked Aunt Caroline. 

"MeP Nothing." 

" You little story-teller ! You bad a book in your very hand. 
Where is it now P Show me this minute, or you shall learn it by 
heart, every word. If there's one thing I detest, it's being sly. 

Olympia raised a comer of the mattress. Mrs. Westwood 
caught up the book that lay there, and read on the title-page, 

**Tom Jones; or. The Adventures of a Foundling. By 
Henry Fielding." 

Mrs. Westwood flushed up in her tnm, and, with the closed 
book, gave the girl a smart box on the ear. 
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*' Gbt off the mattress tiiis mixmte, yon. wicked diild'' — ftnd 
then, while Oljmpia, overwhehned with shame, stood bj, she 
pulled it from the floor, and discovered, in a dood of dnst, the 
foUowing remarkable collection : — 

The Lady of the Leke, 

An odd Tdnme of the E dui b ui g h Befiew, 

A £fystem of Yeteriiutfy Snrgezy, 

Two Tolnmee of Bynnif 

PfeWs Moral Fhiloeophy, 

A Tonuiie of iTaohoe. 

Mis. OUuMe's Cookery, 

A Toliime of Peter Ander, 

TheLeHereof Juniae, 

Don Qniinie. 

Hany and lioer. 

The Castle of Olzanto, 

Tristram Shandy. 

and — a discovery that made Olympia long that the skies 
might fall to hide her miserable shamcH-a large sheet of paper 
covered with pencil profiles of hnman faces, on which was 
written, in a childish scrawl — 

SIS WILFRID MACnrOR, 

Bt Oltiipia Wsstwood. 
IDnstiBted by Oltmfia Wasrwoon. 

* FintCamioe. 

"The wind was oold— the way was kms. 
The minstiEel was not yonof or stions i 
His tr esse s grey and withered dieek 
Showed he had known » better week. 
And then " 

What happened then mnst for ever remain nntold. The paperi 
rather to the relief of the anthoress, was torn to pieces, and the 
lumber-room pnt nnder lock and key. 

Bnt where there's a will there's a way. Olympia was still a 
light sleeper: and at day-break she wonld rise, and, in her 
nightdress, with bare feet, would creep, as softly as if com- 
mitting a burglary, down the stairs — which would creak at 
every step— into the study or drawing-room, whence she would 
bear off the first volume she could lay her hands on, and would 
read uncomfortably in bed till it was tune to rise and to manoeuvre 
the book into its place again. One entire Snilday morning 
she passed in an agouy of apprehension because it suddenly 
flashed across her mind, during the Litany, that she had, in a 
mood of forgetfulness^ left under her pillow **The Vicar of 
Wakefield,^ Nothing could be more dangerous ; for it was not 
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only a drawing-room book but a profane book, which she could 
not have taken on that daj without committing the sin of 
Sabbath-breaking. So it was with a wildlj-beating heart that, 
as soon as they came home from church, she ran up into her 
room and saw with terror that the housemaid, in making the 
bed, had found the volume and placed it conspicuously on the 
toilette-table ; and it was a whole day before she could get it 
out of her head that the girl might tell or had told. 

But she did not wholly depend on books for congenial play* 
mates. There was Pluto. 

Pluto was, to the outer world, a clumsy, unlncky Newfound- 
land puppy. To Olympia he was brothers, sisters, and play- 
mates all in one. She was the worst possible mother to the 
dolls which the Captain had given her from time to time when 
nobody was looking, and seldom thought of their existence 
after the first half*hour ; but to Pluto she gave her whole heart, 
and he was not ungprateful. When he was cuffed for mischief, 
as not unfrequently happened, it was her heart that really felt 
the blow. He consoled her for much, but what g^od end could 
come to the friendship between an unlucky puppy and an 
unlucky g^rl ? 

It was Marian's birthday. The children had a whole holiday 
from the schoolroom. Mrs. Westwood had given her favourite 
daughter a feast, and the Captain had given her a heap of fi)ys. 
These birthday festivals were the great days in the calendar of 
The Laurels, and were talked about for weeks to come. 

Either, however, Marian had over-eaten herself in her own 
honour, or something else had put her out of temper, for, when 
the afternoon came, she was not quite so amiable as the Queen 
of the day ought to have been. They were all at solemn play 
in the flower-garden, when Olympia, by some mischance or 
other, had the misfortune to cross her Majesty. 

'* It's my birthday I " said the latter, '* and I may do what I 
please. Ah, you can't ever — youWo got no birthday ; we never 
get holidays for you." 

It was true ; there was no day in the year that the brown 
girl could call her own. Birthdays were another privilege be- 
longing to the fair. She was about to answer, however, when 
Main's ball, which she had thrown up in careless triumph, 
came down through the glass roof of the green-honse and 
smashed in pieces Mrs. Westwood's favourite aram in its china 
vase. 

There was just time to recover the ball when Mrs. Westwood 
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herself came out on hearing the noise. Carry, Julia, and Marian 
looked at one another in dismaj. 

*' Who did this ? '* asked Mra. Westwood, looking sternly at 
Oljmpia. 

" Twasn't me," said Carry. 

** Nor me," said Julia. 

" 'Twas Pluto,*' said Marian, holding the hall out of sight 
behind her. 

** Oh, Marian, how can you ? " cried out Olympia, as soon as 
Bhe could find her tongue. 

Marian, the sharp child, knew which would be believed if 
matters came to a countercharge, and she could rely upon her 
sisters to take her part in a battle with Olympia. 00 she stuck 
to her colours brayely. 

" *Twas, though. I Paw him." 

*' 'Twasn't — bow could he, when Cany drove him off to the 
stable ? " 

"That dog shall be whipped, then," said Mrs. Westwood. 
*' Olympia, go and find him and bring him here. That vase 
cost a guinea, if it cost a penny. Olympia, do you hear ? " 

" 'Twasn't Pluto did it. Aunt Caroline. 'Twas me." 

There is no answer to self-accusation. Mrs. Westwood, at 
any rate, had not read the works of the great jurist who asserts, 
with profound cynicism, that a suspicion of insanity is inherent 
in all confessions. The immediate effect of Olympia's Ue was 
that Marian received so much praise for trying to shield Olympia 
that she herself at last thought she had done something very 
fine indeed ; that Olympia got a lecture on the spot, and enough 
punishment to last a week, including deprivation of the society 
of Pluto ; that she incurred the contempt and derision of Marian 
and her sisters for being such a simpleton, and that she learned 
a lessoii of injustice which she was not likely to forget all her 
life long. The lecture she bore silently, the punishment proudly, 
and the scorn scornfully. She had onered tiie crowning sacrifice 
to her code of honour ; she had borne the punishment due to a 
cowardly enemy rather than '* tell." But a further effect was 
that, having found her course of conduct in this instance so 
admirably successful in shielding her friend from disgrace and 
pain, she took to repeating it whenever she had the chance, bear- 
ing upon her overburdened shoulders all Pluto's many sins as 
well as her own. At last, when some piece of drawing-room 
literature, gorgeously bound in red and gold, together with 
Mrs. Westwood's new bonnet, was found in tatters on the floor, 
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and with manifest marks of canine teeth and paws, slie for 
the twentieth time declared — 

" 'Twasn't Pinto, Annt Caroline. Twas Me." 

Bat this was a little too mnch. Olympia was punished for 
telling a glaring lie, and, alas ! Pluto was not only whipped but 
sent away for ever. 

It was the greatest grief she had ever known, and, young as 
she was, gave her the feeling that the same mysterious curse 
which lay upon her extended to those also whom she loyed. 
The reserve under which she had by this time learned to hide 
her feelings until it had become a second nature for once fidrly 
gave way, and what Mrs. Westwood called her snlkiness was 
swept away in floods of ang^ tears — ^in tears so wild and in 
rage so vehement that even her aunt felt powerless before them, 
and the school-room was awed as if before a full display of 
tragic passion. She moved among them for days like an Electra, 
protected from insult by sacred sorrow. It was wonderful that 
she did not fall ill. Even the Captain for once interfered 
actively to the extent of saying — 

'* Never mind, Olympia ; well get another dop^ some day, if 
oull be good and do as your aunt tells you. xou musn't vex 
er, don't you know." 

But she scorned such paltry comfort. 

*' I'm not good, Uncle John, and I won't be now Pluto's gone. 
And I'll never look at a dog again, and when I'm old I'll go 
away and look for Pluto all over the world." 

" Well, well, only be a good girl, and don't vex your aunt," 
he repeated, hurrying away, for he heard the rustle of his wife's 
silk g^wn on the stairs. 

But the great need of Olympia's heart to devote itself to 
somebody or something had been roused and could not be 
quelled. She mourned for Pluto during a long widowhood ; 
but, at last, she discovered that the little G-erald was quite as in- 
teresting as a puppy, while he was too young to have been 
pressed into the camp of the enemy. 

He was a lively little feUow, notaltogeUier unlike Pluto in his 
ways, including a natural propensity to get into mischief that 
seemed inevitable to crop up in some member of the house of 
Westwood, in spite of the father having been so conspicuously 
free from the taint. He was not, save in fairness of complexion, 
in the least like what the three daughters of Sir Samuel Pender 
must have been at his age ; and perhaps this was another reason 
for the bond of sympathy that soon began to attach him to 
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Olympia. Mrs. Weatwood Hated riot; but she made an ex- 
ception in favonr of her own jonngest bom, the only child to 
her second marriage. And, besides, was there not Olympia to 
serve for his scapegoat, as she had served for Plato's ? 

It was not unnatural that the little Gerald Westwood should 
like to romp, by preference, with one who did not mind an oc- 
casional rent in her dress, or disarrangement of her hair, and 
that in the pursuit of childish fun he should forget how dangerous 
to good manners are evil communications. In spite of all re- 
pression and all morbid reserve, his cousin Olympia had more 
life in her than his three half-sisfcers altogether. 

The torrent of animal life that had spnmg in the Far West, 
however the source might have become dried up and forgotten, 
was not to be compressed and restrained within the narrow walls 
of The Laurels without boiling after freedom. When she first 
arrived she had been told to be good and well-behaved ; bat, 
though the spirit was willing, the flesh was terribly weak, or, 
rather, terribly strong. She could not tell what ailed her in the 
summer when the sun shone, any more than the lark under- 
stands its need to sing in the spring-time, or the swallow its 
longing to fly away. At such times the four walls were not 
built that ooold hold her in, nor was the law made that she 
would not break. Bat at Gressford, where open-air mischief 
was readily attainable, it was no wonder that Mrs. West wood 
had to use the strong hand. She once wounded to death a 
favourite fruit-tree by trying to fell it with an axe which the 
gardener had imprudently left near. She tore her clothes — 
which, though inexpensive, still cost something— by climbing 
every other tree she saw. She chased the cow into the flower- 
garden. She was of an age to know better, and her spirit 
ought by rights to have been broken long ago. Once, when a 
pony kept for the other children happened to be grazing in the 
paddock in nobody's Sxght but hers, a gi*eat desire came upon 
her ; and, without giving a conscious thought to the matter, she 
ran back to the stable, where, she remembered to have seen a long 
piece of stout cord. This she fashioned into a running noose, 
and then, moved no doubt by some underlying association of 
ideas between the pony in the field and its wild relations roam- 
ing about in the boundless plains beyond the sea, and guided to 
the result by a similar association between herself and her own 
wilder fellow-creatures who pursue them, she, after some trouble, 
&irly lassoed him, and found herself, with the aid of the spirit 
of mischief, astride on his back with her hands in his mane. 

f 
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To compress into one mad gallop npon her terrified steed all the 
lost and envied rides that she had seen others enjoy was one im- 
pulse of ecstasy. Bound and round the field they raced at full 
speed, and round and round again till the frightened pony took 
to kicking, threw his rider over his head upon her own, and was 
ofiE on his own account, with the lasso entangling itself about 
his heels. But she was not hurt : she was never hurt in any of 
her escapades, though she tried her best to break every bone in 
her body. And she had had three glorious minutes, worth a 
liundred tumbles, which in spite of the summary punishment 
that followed, calmed her mind for many days. 

This was the young lady who constituted herself Gerald 
Westwood's guide, philosopher, and friend. 



CHAPTER IV. 

When Shawes beene sheene and Shiadda full f ayre, 
And LeaveB both large and longe— 

Bobin, Hood and Ouy of Quhoms, 

One fine summer morning, when Carry . Westwood was about 
fifteen years old, Julia about fourteen, Marian about thirteen, 
the little Gerald hardly eight, and Olympia of some age 
unknown, Mrs. Westwood was informed that the Honourable 
and Reverend Maurice Lee was in the drawing-room. She 
hurriedly made her toilet, not forgetting her best smile, gave 
orders for the children to be in readiness for production at a 
moment's notice, and went downstairs to receive her most 
honoured visitor — the vicar of the adjoining parishes of Beck- 
field and Gressford St. Mary. 

** Oh, I am so glad to see you, Mr. Lee ! I am so sorry 
Captain Westwood isn't at home. I am so glad to hear your 
health is quite restored. We have been quite without a shep- 
herd, indeed. I'm sure I hope you've had better weather than 
bera I declare it hasn't ceased pouring three whole days till 
only this morning. I hope you've had a pleasant visit at Far- 
leigh. We heard you were there. Is it true his lordship has 
had the g^ut P I'm a Somersetshire woman myself, you know, 
$o I take an interest in all those things." 

" Thank you, Mrs. Westwood," said the Vicar, a jovial, good- 
looking gentleman, of middle age, with a jolly voice and no 
clerical signs about him but his white cravat ** Yes, I had a 
pleasant visit, and am all the better. We ail of us need relaxation, 
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and the work of two parisbes is vastly trying to a poor invalid 
like me — ha, ha, ha ! And how is Ghressford P Bnt I need not 
ask so efficient a Lady Bonntif oL I wish we had another Mrs. 
Westwood at Beckfield." 

" It is kind of yon to oome and see ns so soon* Have you 
had lanoheon P Ton will take a glass of wine after your ride P 
Oh, bnt I insist on it. Townsend, bring in the sherry and the 
biscaits. And how is the Earl — wlt Earl, I mean ? I do so 
hope and tmst he is well." 

" Thank yon, Mrs. Westwood \ I believe Lord Wendale is 
qnite well." 

'* Oh, I am so glad ! He is so good, so amiable, sncb an orna- 
ment to society . Ah, Mr. Lee, there's nothing like the aristocracy, 
depend upon it, after all. Blood is everything — I am snre of it. 
I had a housemaid, Anne Clarke, and when she went away I 
missed ever so many things. I wanted Captain Westwood to 
prosecute her, only unfortunately we had no proof — but the 
moral's the same. That's the reason I married Captain West- 
wood. I can assure you, Mr. Lee, if he had been the Prince of 
Wales I should never have married him unless he had blood in 
his veins. Captain Westwood is of excellent family, you know 
— ^his father was in the Church, and connected with the West- 
woods of Devonshire : Sir Craven Westwood, who was made a 
baronet hundreds of years ago— long before the Conquest, I 
believe. And so I don't always get on quite so well as I should 
wish with poor Mr. Taylor." (Mr. Taylor was the Curate of 
Oressford.) ''He's a very good young man, and all that, 
and clever, they say, and kind to the poor when I keep him 
to it, and I have nothing to complain* of him — quite the con- 
trary — and his sermons are sound, but they haven't got that 
something — ^that^e ne aais quot, you know, like yours, Mr. Lee — 
but then he's only a curate, after all. But what I mean is, one 
can see at a glance he isn't quite one of ourselves. Is it true 
that his father was only a butcher at Southampton P We had 
him to dinner the other day, and I asked him what he thought 
of the mutton — it was Weyport mutton — and he turned as red 
as fire." 

The Yicar answered gravely — at least his smile was not 
visible — " It is very sad, very sad, if what you say is true. I 
sent to my old college to recommend me a curate, and I am 
ashamed to confess I forgot to ask for a pedigrea Never mind, 
Mrs. Westwood, we will try and have some blood that will blush 
as blue as frost by the time Miss Westwood is old enough to 
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work slippers for curates. Bj-tfae-by, the time mast be near 
at hand, if it was Miss Westwood I met as I was riding along 
the lane. If to look at yonrself was not to prove such a thing 
manifestly impossible, I should say she was old enough already 
to make poor Taylor's quarters a little dangerous for him ; and 
to have to depend on a love-lorn curate would never do for a 
poor invalid like me. Ha, ha, ha ! On my word, Mrs. West- 
wood, I thought her the prettiest child I ever saw. If I wnre 
a young man, which unfortunately I am no more " 

" Oh, Mr. Lee, I am sure " 

'* It's true — it is only with Mrs. Westwood that time does x.ot 
fly. I was going to say, if I were poor Taylor's age I should be 
tempted to put off my marrying days till I could see if a vicar 
couldn't manage to cut out a curate. Meanwhile my little 
parishioner couldn't do better than try her 'prentice hand on a 
pair of slippers for the old Vicar. Curates don't want slippers — 
but an invalid, wom>out pluralist — ha, ha, ha ! " 

Mrs. Westwood turned pink with pleasure. 

" It must have been Julia you saw — my second girL Though 
what business the little puss had to be out of doors I don't 
know. She don't mind her book half as much as Caroline — the 
eldest, you know; but we can't all have genius, Mr. Lee, and 
I'm afraid the girl will be only too much admired one of these 
days, when her mamma's beginning to be an old woman. Oh, 
those children, Mr. Lee ! They make one feel old, before one's 
even elderly. Yes, Julia is a pretty child, though I say it that 
oughtn't to. Townsend, tell Baker to tell Miss Caroline, and 
Miss Julia, and Miss Marian to come immediately, and to bring 
Master Gerald. That is the number of my little tribe, Mr. 
Lee — four." 

The Vicar winced a little at the prospect before him, but he 
was far too well bred to show it. Presently, in Indian file, and 
in order of age, marched in the three fair-haired princesses, 
well soaped and smoothed, each with her white frock and sky 
blue sash, as if she had nothing to do but to be kept waiting in 
a band box for the arrival of Earls' first cousins. 

The Vicar smiled benignly on the advancing troop. 

'^ Ah," he said, '* you are indeed a fortunate mother, Mrs. 
Westwood." 

She was in her pride, as heralds say. 

" But where is Gerald, Caroline ? " she asked. " Why doesn't 
Baker bring him down P " 

*^ Shell bring him directly, mamma, dear. But he's been 
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ranning about all the morning, and they're looking for him in 
the Inmber-room." 

'* And making himself not fit to be seen," thonght Mrs. West- 
wood to herself. **That careless woman, Baker, — she'll end 
like Anne Clarke. There, go up and speak to Mr. Lee. This 
is Caroline, Mr. Lee ; if there was time yon should hear her play 
some of her music. This is Julia, and this is Marian. We 
really don't know what to make of Marian, she is so sarcastic, 
and says really the oddest things. Do tell Mr. Lee what you 
said yesterday about " 

There must be some limits to the patience of even the best 
breeding. 

*' I thought," said the Vicar, '* you said this was all your 
tribe ? I don't see the one I met in the lane." 

"Thisis Julia, Mr. Lee." 

** Indeed ? She is very pretty — ^very pretty, indeed. But 
the girl I saw was really one of the prettiest girls I ever saw — 
quite a little Spaniard or Italian, with eyes like one of the 
fawns at Beckfield. It was a pretty contrast, too ; she was 
with a little boy as blue-eyed and flaxen-haired as any of 
these." 

'* Merciful Heavens ! " cried out Mrs. Westwood, starting up 
from her chair in dismay, and forgetting all her propriety. 
'* It's Gerald with Olympia ; she's taken him out ef the house, 
and — Caroline, ring the bell instantly. He'll be brought home 
on a hurdle — I know he wilL Baker, you wicked woman, 
you've let Gerald go out with that wretched girl again I " 

•*< I'm sure, ma'am, I never took my eyes off hinu I thought 
he was sore to be in the lumber-room." 

*' Don't answer me. How often have I told you Gerald was 
never to go out of your sight when that girl was near ! Shell 
be making him tumble off trees and break his neck, and he'll be 
kicked by the ponyJ' 

The vicar thought it a good opportunity to escape. " I don't 
think you need be uneasy," he said. '* The girl, whoever she 
was, looked able to take care of herself and of him too — and a 
little tumbling isn't bad for boys — at least it never did me much 
harm.' 

" You don't understand, Mr. Lee. Her father was a repro- 
bate, and she's a viper of ingratitude. She's capable of every- 
thing, and if she doesn't break Gerald's leg she'll corrupt his 
mind." 

Mr. Lee looked very grave, but said nothing. It was not his 



TO OLYMPIA. 

business to interfere m domestic squalls. If lie had stayed 
longer, however, even he, uninterested as he was in the un« 
ficensed stroll of a boy and girl, would have been compelled to 
admit that the mother s anzietj was not without cause. Hours 
passed by, and neither Oljmpia nor Oerald came back: the 
Captain came home to dinner, and they were absent: six, 
seven, eight o'clock struck, and still they had not returned. 
Thinking as she did about Olympia, no wonder that Gerald's 
mother began to fear all sorts of horrible things. 

We know now how Olympiads whole heart must have re- 
sponded to that morning song €bfter rain. As it happened, no 
Ime of '* Paradise Lost" had to be learned, no ray of Paradise 
need be lost, that day. When that was the case, she might give 
herself a whole holiday, if she pleased ; for who cared to teach 
so froward a dunce the secret of chalk heads or the mysteries 
of waltzes ? While Oarry was at her morning's practising, 
while Julia was working a kettle-holder, and Marian trying to 
conj agate aUefy Olympia, supposed to be learning lessons that 
were never to be heard, was practically free to take her music 
lessons from Signer La^rk or Madame Linnet, to get her notions 
of tapestry from the interweaving of boughs and sunbeams, and 
to conjugate aUer by putting it in practice — 9€imtur ambtdando. 
So like another Pippa, in order that she might not squander one 
wavelet of her day, one mite from her morning's treasure, she 
committed an act of truancy, and put herself as much out of 
sight as she was already out of mind. 

First she wandered out into tibie flower-garden, frag^nt with 
June roses that, like floral drunkards as they were after their 
debauch of rain, hung down their heavy heads, BiS if ashamed to 
look full in the face their forgiving lord, the sun? ihen she passed 
along the red brick wall of the fruit-garden, and then, reckless 
of wet feet, entered the paddock. Here it was that she met 
Oerald, playing truant on his own account, who ran up, fastened 
himself upon her, and began to chatter. 

Accompanied by him, and thinking of nothing, she made her 
way along the lane at the back till they reached the Gh^een 
Walk in Oressf ord Wood — her outdoor substitute for the lumber- 
room. Oerald had never been in these woods before, and the 
interest she felt in initiating another mind into their mysteries, 
stimulated her own. So utterly unused was she to outdoor 
companionship since the banishment of Pluto that the company 
of Oerald was quite an excitement to her, and made her feel 
like a child herself, and as a very young girl ought to feel when 
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among the woods on a bright summer day. Instead of indnlg* 
ing her imagination in her aoonstomed solitary and rather 
morbid fishshion, she set to plain* honest scrambling and running 
about, and took a holiday from the self-oonsoiousness that was 
growing up with her too closely. 

There must be some given moment at which childhood ends, 
and girlhood that is no longer childhood begins. Why should 
not this day have brought that moment to her ? 

Plenty of small adventures they met, but none out of the way 
— except passing the Vicar on horseback in the lane, and catching 
sight of an odd-looking gentleman in the Green Walk, who, as 
a stranger to Gressford, had a little scared them. They wandered 
on through Gressford Wood, of which every nook and comer 
was as familiar to her as to the rabbits and squirrels. Bat Gress- 
ford Wood leads into the unfamiliar intricacies of Lyke Wood ; 
and her rambling thoughts and eyes had carried her feet into 
Lyke Wood before she was aware. 

The geography of the woods and plantations kept «p by the 
Calmont family, partly for sport and partly for dignity, was 
somewhat complex. They lay between Stack worth and Beckfield, 
and a line drawn through them made a short but not «anly 
found cut from one place to the other — ^the chord of the large 
arc formed by the curve of the high road. This short cut, 
skirting Gressford St. Mary, ran through woods distinguished, 
though connected, by different names and characteristics — 
Gressford Wood, Lyke Wood, Star Wood, Morden Copse, Pox 
Wood, Beckfield Warren, and Home Wood — uninterruptedly 
from the back of the '* Black Prince " to the limits of Beckfield 
Park, and traversed many thousand acres of timber. Beckfield 
Warren and Home Wood are the stateliest and the best pre- 
served, but Gressford Wood, with its Green Walk, is the most 
natural, in an English sense — ^that is to say, it had been planted 
long enough for Nature to have laid her hand upon it and to 
have reclaimed it for her own. 

Lyke Wood, the next in order, had been planted, in order to 
fill up a gap in the continuity, by the present Earl's grandfather, 
who in arboriculture had the formal taste of his day. The trees 
were planted quincuncularly, if there be so formidable an adverb, 
thus — \^\ , and were wholly firs, undistinguishable from one 
another in point of size, species, or age. It therefore strongly 
resembled the work of Dndalus, save that it contained four 
thousand columns instead of only forty; and in its exact centre 
was a round fish-pond, intended for ornament, but neglected 
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and oyergrown with green water-weed. It was supplied by the 
Beck — ^the little trout stream beside which the discharged forger 
had supped on self-denial and breakfasted on blackberries and 
water during John Joyce's reigpi. 

Of Star Wood, Morden Copse, and Fox Wood, nothing need 
be said at all. It is more than enough for the present to know 
the character of Ljke Wood and its solitude. Since they had 
been scared by the stranger from 01ympia*s favourite bower in 
the Green Walk, no living creature had the two wanderers seen, 
or were likely to see, but rabbits, birds, slow-worms, squirrels, 
gnats, butterflies, and themselves. And when the sun overhead 
marked on the sky the hour of noon they were already at the 
edge of the pond, from which the nature of the wood rendered 
it impossible to calculate the direction of home. 

Of course, there was no real danger in such a situation. Any 
direction will lead out of any wood if one only keeps to it and 
goes on far enough. But the situation, if not dangerous, was 
extremely disagreeable. In an hour it would be the schoolroom 
dinner time ; and, unless Olympia succeeded in hitting upon the 
right direction at once, she must fail in getting home before 
Gerald's absence was discovered. She herself was getting 
hungry, and knew only too well, by bitter experience, that if she 
was late she would have to dine upon a scolding, especially as 
she had transgressed by leading Gerald into trouble. And it 
was quite possible that, if she took a wrong track, she might 
turn up at Beckfield instead of at Gressford — at least four miles 
away through the woods, and six by road. 

However, sitting still would do no good. So she took Gerald, 
who was getting more tired and more hungry than herself, by 
the hand, and made a start in the direction of a tree that she 
thought she had observed before, whence she tried to keep on 
as straight as an arrow. But everyone who has ever been lost 
in a wood of this kind knows what trying to imitate the course 
of an arrow means ; and at the end of a long and anxious half- 
hour they found themselves by a pond as like the other pond as 
every fir was like every other fir. 

Olympia stopped bewildered ; her woodcraft was at ^ea. She 
knew tbat, in coming out, she had not passed two ponds. But 
suddenly she chanced to look down, audi, to her dismay, saw, at 
her very feet a scattered bunch of orchises which she had herself 
gathered and had thrown down when she set out to return. No 
wonder the second pond was so like the first when the two were 
one. 



IHE CHILDREN IN THE WOOD. 73 

What was to be done P Well, they must begin by giving up 
all hope of dinner, and do the best they conld to be home by 
tea-time. To make matters worse, Gerald, who was now getting 
more and more tired and more and more hungry, began to grow 
troublesome. So, first of all — having for once somebody to 
think for besides herself — she set her wits to work systemati- 
cally. 

*' Stay just where you are," she said to Gerald, *' and wait till 
I come back to you. Don't stir. I'm g^ing to walk right round 
the pond to see if I can find the way we came. But don't move 
from this spot, whatever you do. I shan't be a minute gone." 

She set off with a heavy heart, and nervously examined every 
tree and every opening between the trees to see if she could 
meet with any remembered sign. Unfortunately she remembered 
only what was common to every track and every tree ; all were 
80 precisely and so uniformly alike that she remembered, or 
seemed to remember, all. Now, it must surely be this tree, this 
opening; the next moment it must be the next, and then it 
musty with equal certainty, be the next again. It was as though 
she were lost in the land of nightmares, or like Cassim in the 
cave of the forty thieves. Finally she reached the spot whence 
she had started on her round. 

Gerald was not there. 

First of all she felt cross at the unseasonable trick of hide- 
and-seek that he had played her. But she would not let him 
triumph, and sat down to wait for him calmly. At the end of 
three minutes, however, she felt a little anxious, and called his 
name. Then she called it louder. Then, instead of being only 
vexed — she grew frightened. He had probably only run away 
after a moth or squirrel, but that did not mend matters. How 
should she find him in all that labyrinth of trees? How 
shonld he, except by the merest chance, ever find his way back 
to her ? 

How little seemed all the trials of her daily life then ! After 
she had shouted her voice away in vain, hopelessness fell over 
and oox'ered her. To her mind the wood grew infinite, and yet 
full of fears. She even beg^n to think wildly about wolves and 
brigands ; nor, in her exaggerated terror, alone among the dim 
woods that she had long ag^ peopled with dreams, did any 
fancy, however far-fetched, seem to her absurd. She dared 
not leave the spot, even though she might have to spend the 
night there, for fear he might return and find her gone. She 
could only stand there and cry out with spent voice, '* Gerald ' 
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Gerald 1 " And at last the horrible fear began to dawn npoa 
her that he might have fallen into the pond, beneath whose 
slimy green snrface it was impossible to see. To apply to her a 
phrase that must not be used lightly, she was in an agony of 
soal. 

She had no personal fear. She did not as yet realise the im- 
possibility of going home to face G-erald's mother without 
Gerald. She only felt that to go home without him she could 
not and must not ; and if he were really lost for ever she would 
gladly join him under the green weeds. 

At last, when the dark wood was already beginning to grow 
black with twilight, she felt a light touch upon her shoulder, 
and a strange hard voice asking in her ear, 

" What's the matter ? What has happened to you P " 

But to tell who it was that thus addressed her so brusquely in 
this out-of-the-way spot, how he came there, and how the after- 
thread of her life was drawn like the web of a spider from this 
chance meeting, requires that time should roll backward four- 
and-twenty hours. 



CHAPTER V. 

Seven wonders in the world have been, 

Ab story tells of old ; 
Bat seventy-seven had he seen, 

And serenty thousand told. 

From west and sonth to east and north 

His wonders flow and fall ; 
And in himself still stands he forth 

Most marvellons of aU. 

The years had also rolled by ; Amurath succeeds to Amu rath. 
Queen to King, and to John Joyce succeeded Peter Pigot. 
Moreover, June succeeded to October, and rain to sunshine ; and 
the June rain came down. 

In short, it was as wet a summer evening as the most enthu- 
siastic amateur of wet weather, or the oldest inhabitant of Gross- 
ford St Mary, would care to see. But who cared when seated 
by the fire that glowed only, as if too polite to insult the name of 
the season by blazing, in the sanded back parlour of Gressford 
St. Mary's now historical tavern? The outer man was safe 
from the elements, and the inner man defied them. 

Peter Pigot, however, did not look like an Amurath — ^that is 
to say, a John Joyce the second. He was a broad-faced 
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Bimple-lookingy smiling sort of fellow, who was now, without 
concealment, honestly rubbing his hands and welcoming the 
deluge without, as the best foe to a consumption of cold water 
withm. In the chimney comer, and opposite to one another, 
sat a stout farmer and a lean &rmer, representing in their 
appearance of joint-ehurchwardenship the aristocracy of G-ress- 
ford ; round the it>om, on the edges of their chairs and benches, 
smoked the inferior castct represented by the blacksmith and 
half a dozen others. 

The stout farmer looked as well satisfied as the new landlord. 
fie beamed and rubbed his thigh. 

*^ Fine weather, this, for the turnips," he said, looking round 
as if secure of sympathy. 

The lean farmer, however, growled and blinked his ferret 
eyes snappishly. 

" But how about my ha — y P •' - 

" Why, Mr. Holmes, you don't mean to tell me your hay be 
out now ? " 

*' It be, then. How were I to know as 'twere bound to come 
down rakes and pitchforks ? Turnups be darned ! " 

** Make hay while the sun shines, eh, Mr. Holmes ? and how's 
business with yon. Master Pigot?" 

'* Pretty fair, sir, pretty fair ; we rub along ! " and he rubbed 
his hands with illustrative unction. 

" That's right, Peter ; rub away ! " and he exemplified on his 
thigh. 

^' Talkin' o' hay," said a voice from the smoke across the 
room, *' talkin' o* hay, one man's meat be another man's pis'n. 
Strikes I, there be some'at in this here come-down. 'Twam't 
for nowt as 'twere as fine as a needle till Mr. Fletcher's 
burying. 'Taint likely as a old chap Id go ofE as lived in 
Gressford nigh on four score year, and no notice took extra. 
I mind when my old grandfather did die " 

"You mind your own business," snarled the lean farmer, 
*' and leave alone what ben't your'n. Master Fletcher nor your 
old grandfather, as swindled I out o' fourteen pounds five afore 
I come to Stack'orth, don't make no odds to my hay." 

" There, gentlemen," said Peter, " where no harm's meant, 
no harm's done. I'm sure Master Fletcher were a man as 'ud 
take his glass and smoke his yard as pleasant as could be, poor 
old chap. Well, he's gone ! we've all got to go some day." 

'* Ah, we have, Mr. Pigot," said another guest. " Here 
to-day and gone to-morrow." 
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" Master Fletcher said," remarked a fourth gnest, " as when 
that new sign were painted thereld come a change — and now 
there he be. Them was cnrious words." 

" Ah, there be more things than we do know on," said the 
old grandfather's grandson ; " there ben't no saying agen that 
there." 

Nobody did gainsay it; even Farmer Holmes accepted the 
dogma. 

** And how be that Lon'on chap o' yonrs P " asked the jovial 
farmer, by way of brightening np a conversation that was 
growing gloomy. " I saw him yesterday ronnd by Laurels — a 
ram-looking old chap as ever I see." 

^* Well, then, that Lon*on chap o' mine, as yon do all him, 
he do beat I," said Peter. " I connt he've come down for 
fishing, only he've got no tackle, and how a man can fish 
wi'out tackle, I don't exactly reckon." 

« What do he do, then ? " 

*' He do keep indoor, mostly, till it come on to rain, and then 
he went np street ; and he don't eat half a ponnd a day, nor 
drink enongh to drown that there binebottle fly. I shan't 
make my fortune ont o' he." 

*' May be he's a friend o' the Captain's P " 

<* Don't yon make no mistake, sir. The Captain be a right 
down good-natured gentleman, spite o' that there missis ; and 
the old Lon'on chap be as close as to-morrow momin'." 

'* Then he'd be a friend o' the missis. Ha, ha, ha ! She be 
closer than supper-time. May be he's a lawyer, though P " 

^^ May be, sir ; may be. I don't know naught, so long as he 
do pay on the nail. And I will say, if he's a mean 'un to drink, 
h^s a good 'un to square." 

*' He be a oncommon ugly old chap, though, wi* his round 
shoulders and yaller skin. How did he come r " 

'* On his own feet, with a knapsack," said a dry, formal 
voice, almost at the speaker's elbow. 

The farmer dropped his pipe, let his jaw fall, and stared. 
The host let the glass of punch he was mixing drop and smash 
on the floor, and stood as if struck to stone, except that he 
kept on stirring the air with his now useless spoon. 

*' Never mind, my good friend," said the new comer ; *' I am 
quite aware I am neither young nor handsome, and it does us 
all good to hear the truth of ourselves. Nor do I pretend to be 
good company ; but I am not quite so dry as I should like to be, 
and, if you will allow me, I will come as near the fire as I can 
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wiihont dishirbing any of these gentlemen. No; praj don't 
move. Mr. Pigot, will 70a Idndlj let me have a tumbler of 
water — qnite hot— with " 

" With a drop of brandy, sir — to keep ont the cold ? " said 
the landlord, waking from his petrifaction. Certainly, sir. 
Betty ! " 

" No ; with three Inmps of white sng^. Nothing more.** 

Mr. Pigot made a grimace at the stout farmer, who, however, 
had not recovered his nerves. Indeed, the chap from Lon'on 
had thrown a wet blanket over all the company; his damp 
clothes acted morally, and the talk about the late Master 
Fletcher had been well adapted to g^ve effect to his unseen and 
noiseless entry, and to his dry voice, that seemed to give a 
mocking and sarcastic air to his simplest words. Only the 
lean farmer's spirits went up as those of the others went down. 
He had been out of harmony with their comfort, and he thought 
he scented a congenial soul. Besides, it was not he who had 
insulted the stranger by talking in his hearing of stooping 
shoulders and yellow skins. He fidgeted on his seat shyly, 
pulled at his pipe, and then, as if to show that Aa, at least, knew 
how to converse easily with a g^tleman 

" Evenin' sir," he said. '* It be fearsome weather for the 
hay." 

The stranger started in his turn, and moved his chair so that 
his face might be turned towards the stout fimner. Nor did he 
answer a word. Perhaps he was a little deaf as well as more 
than a little ugly. 

'^ I were saying, mister, as it be mortal bad for my hay." 

"Thank you, Mr. Pigot," said the stranger, as the host 
brought him the materials for his wm 8ucree. The lean farmer 
grunted, and fell to his pipe again. 

The guest from London was simply a middle-aged gentleman 
with a long nose, thin lips, pale grey eyes, a wrinkled forehead, 
delicate hiuids, a black coat, and clean Hnen — voUa totU, 

So the large kitchen clock ticked on, the company smoked on 
and drank on in silence, the big farmer stared on, while the 
unwelcome and ungenial guest chafed his long fingers at a 
comer of the glow. 

But suddenly another sound gradually blended with the 
ceaseless patter of the rain. Yes, it was the rumble of wheels 
through the splashing ruts of the high road from Melmonth ; 
and, yes — the rumble stopped at the tavern door. Out ran Mr. 
Pigot, while the company with one accord pricked up its collective 
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ears ; all bat the chap from London, who still chafed his fingers 
and his meditations before the coals. The exit of the host was 
speedily followed by a clatter and a bang — a rich voice echoed 
from the passage ; the echo was followed by the voice itself, and 
the voice by its owner. And in one moment, as before a 
wizard's presto the wet blanket g^ew dry. 

The first stranger had filled the room with a chill ; the second 
bronght in a glow ; all eyes brightened np while as yet he had 
been only a voice and nothing more. 

The contrast held good in more ways than one. This second 
stranger was a man of military air who had a little run to seed. 
His chest was full, but his waist was fnUer still, as conld be 
seen even through the large grey cloak that fell down to his 
heels, and was ornamented with rusty black braiding. He wore 
a flat doth cap with a shade of shiny leather, which, when 
removed with Iclty and condescending coiurtesy, revealed a 
smooth pink bald scalp, fringed with sandy-grey hair. Those 
were pre-Cnmean days ; bnt his not over clean face was adorned 
with a short, vntrinmied, and yet almost venerable grey beard ; 
over his moustache, whence protruded a full and hanging under 
lip, was a red but well-shaped nose between a pair of steel-blue 
eyes, a little blood-shot and pink at the rims. His forehead was 
as smooth aa his skull, and intellectually high, fall, and broad. 
This was the general appearance of the man whose very shadow 
had dried up the damp atmosphere ; and yet, inconsistently 
enough, his manner, so far from being vivacious, was portentously 
solemn and slow. There was no smile on his lip, no twinkle in 
his eye, as he held forth, in no set Milesian, but in a cosmopolitan 
brogue into which Mississippi, G-uadalquiver, and at least a 
hundred rivers more, had poured added treasures of accent and 
phrase. To English ears he was an Irishman. To Irish ears 
his nationality would not have been quite so clear. 

" GKhkL evenin' to ye, gentlemen all. Fine evenin* to ye, lid 
say, if it wasn't the softest I've ever been out in on diy land. 
Here, Misther Lahnlord, tell Biddy or Polly there to cahry my 
valise ; and moind ye she treats it like your own baby, if ye've 
got one. There's more in that valise than ye'd think to look 
at 'm, I can tell ye. Here, Biddy, Peggy, Molly, my pretty 
gurl, cahry in the valise. Don't let me unconvanience ye, 
gentlemen caballeros: I'm a owld cahmpeener, I am, and th' 
laste taste of a warm cowl 11 do for a man as has been on the 
thramp all over the Ahndes mountains, let alone the Himalayas 
and everywhere — and ye don't get much warming there, I can 
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tell ye. Fray don't nncozivaxiienoe any of ye, gentlemen — I'll 
do." 

Tbe first stranger bad to squeeze himself into less than 
nothing as tbe second pulled an arm-chair that someone had 
left empty for a moment full in front of the fire, and threw o£P 
his cloak, which he tossed on the table, regardless of the pots 
and tumblers, before he sat down. 

" So, ye can give me a shake-down, I calculate, caballero P 
As hard as ye plaze, and harder — ^it's aisy to shake down an 
owld cahmpeener, as was all through with Qin'ral Bolivar an' 
GKn'raJ Jackson, and doesn't know what lying soft manes. 
Faith, if ye'll moind Biddy to lay me a mahthress under the 
feathers and give 'm a touch o' the pan. 111 be in clover. Ye're 
eyeing that great coat, gentlemen P And well ye may ; I've got 
a dozen of 'em at home, and he's been mate and dhrink and 
house and home to a owld figbtin' cahmpeener this forty year. 
And Misther Padrone ! what do you kape good to eat in the 
larder P Will it be a oUa^ like me owld friend Don Pomposo 
Magnifioo — and a mighty fine thing's a ollot — or '11 it be a fot <m 
feu, like Moeho Johnny Crapaud^ or '11 it bea egg-an'-a-rahsher P 
Aha, it '11 be a egff-an'-a-raluBher, then P Then just take 'm an' 
boil 'm an' broil m as if ye loved 'm, and I'll wash 'm down 
with a squaze o' the lemon, if yell bring the materials — ^ye can 
bring the materiak right awee, if ye plaze, while I'm waitin' 
the rahsher. Here's yer good heaths, caballeros, all round. 
And it's mighty fair liquor too, I can tell ye. But them great 
coats ? Ah, I've worn them in East Injy, and by the powers, if I 
hadn't, I wouldn't be alive this day. I wore 'm when I was 
cahried off into the jungle by a live tiger, gentlemen, a rale 
Bengal ; and ye wouldn't think 'm to look at 'm 'twas so tough 
it kep' the cratur' tearin' and blarin' ten mortal hours to get his 
teeth in, an' me all the while as cool an' jolly as Sahngaree — 
and a moighty find dhrink is Sahngaree, I can tell ye. I mended 
'm with a bit o' thread, or ye'd see where the naygur's jaws 
went in where he was rhampagin'. By token, 'twas that owld 
top-coat I wore when I were with Oin'ral Bolivar at the battle 
of Carabobo, and all them places — ^Ye'U have heard tell of that, 
anyhow — an' I had a dozen bullets through 'm, or in 'm, I'd say, 
before you could say mint julup. Oaramha ! If ye'd heerd 
how them boys hurrahed when I rode in beside the Oin'ral into 
Caracas with that very top-coat there all tore in tahthers ! An' 
ye see 'm betther than new." 

'* It must be something, then, like the metaphysical puzzle 
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of the school-boy's pocket-knife/' said the first stranger, who 
had listened to this eloquent tirade with a half-amused smile ; 
*' first it had a new blade, and then the new blade had a new 
handle, and yet it was the same old knife still." 

The old campaigner turned round. 

" D'ye mane I'm bouncin', me little owld gentleman P Is it 
the 'pothecary ye are, or may be the schoolmasther P " 

"Not at aU, sir. I have travelled myself; and trayellers 
should meet like augurs." 

" Ah, to London, may be, but ye'll not have been to New 
York, I'm thinkin', nor to Buenos Ayres, nor to lima, nor yet 
to Delhi, nor to Cork, nor to Yerba Buena. So you're the 
schoolmasther, are ye P Proud to know ye, sir — I always had 
a taste for leamin*, and I'd have been a scholar meself if I'd 
not had to fight me way. Here's the rahsher — stamin' hot, too, 
and me as sharp-set as a new bowie. Them's the weapons, sir, 
when ye'er at close quarthers, as an owld cahmpeener likes to 
be. I've scahlped a whole battery when I've been among 'em, 
when the divils had nought but their long hangers an' their big 
guns. As swate a bit o' bacon as I ever clapped grinders too I 
So if ye'er the schoolmasther, ye'll have heard tell of Oin'ral 
Bolivar P Then ye'll have heard," he went on with his mouth 
full, " of Mejor Dionysius Soollivan, of Castle Soollivan, County 
Sligo, and of th' pahtriot army of Venezuela, that's fought at 
Carabobo and Puerto Caballo, and at Ayacucho, and would 
have been at Ocumare— worse luck for them : them was always 
victories, anyhow, when there was Mejor Soollivan to the fore. 
If it hadn't been for that murderin' jealous blagyard Paez, 'tis 
Fayld Marshal Soollivan I'd be this day. Here, Padrone! 
another rahsher and another squaze. And p'raps ye'vo heard 
of Irun and San Sebastian an' Quane Isabella an' Don Carlos 
an' Sir De Leecy Ivans P There's quanes an' kings too 'Id be 
top-side down but for the Mejor, I can tell ye — there's the 
Cross of San Fernando upstairs this minute in my valise. Talk 
o' Sir De Leecy ! It's Jay Say Bay I'd be, huntin' me own 
hounds and drinkin' me own clar't at Castle Soollivan if all of 
us had their own. A blagyard baste is jealousy. 

'*Ah, gentlemen, there's nothin' in life like war-an'-glory : 
unless it be a bit o' bacon an' a squaze. I'm another man now. 
Ah ! ye don't know County Sligo, I reckon ? If ye did ye 
wouldn't want an inthrojuction to Mejor Soollivan : an' I'll be 
happy to see any on ye, or all on ye, if ye happen to be passin' 
that wee an' I'm at home. A nice town this — Oressford, ye 
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call *m ? Plenty down at shootin' time ? Who'll be the great 
man now P I*m a owld cahmpeener, an' a owld qnarther- 
master, an' I like to know me qnarthers before I tuck in betwixt 
the shates. I learned that wi' the Jibbewajs — them's InjunB. 
Maybe I'll know some on 'em ? " 

** Lord Wendale be the main landlord here away/' said one of 
the circle. 

•• Lord Wendle ! I know *em well." 

" Yoor honour knows his lordship the Earl F " asked Peter 
Pigot, 

" Dine with 'em. Who else ? " 

A respectful murmur ran round the room. 

'^Well, your honoor, there ben't a many else; there be 
parson, the Vicar, but he be out nigh Beokfield, and comes in 
o' Sundays 



" An' Lord what-d'ye-call'm, Wendle — he*ll be at home, I 
reckon ? " 

'* Well, he be at Beckfield when he be down here, but he be 
up in Lon'on now " 

** Lon'on ? The juice-an'-all ! I'd have called on 'm." 

«* And there be the Captain up at Laurels ; that be all. Who 
else be there, Master Simmons r " * 

*' A brother in arrums ? Oho ! 'He'll be a owld cahmpeener ; 
maybe I'll know 'm too P " 

The first stranger rose. '* Gk)od night, gentlemen," he 
nodded : but all were far too intent on the Earl's friend to see 
the Bugar-and-water drinker leave the room. 

'* He be Captain Westwood, your honour ; corned here last 
Candlemas." 

" And — and — and — aisy now, Denis me boy, aisy now," he 
said to himself, as if to a horse, and then, draining his tumbler, 
stood up with his back to the fire. '' Maybe I'll know 'm ; 
there aren't so many owld cahmpeeners that th' owld Mejor 
don't know most on 'em. Westwood — not mahried, eh P " 

The landlord grinned at the stout farmer and made a joke. 

*' Do your honour hearken yon crowing down at back P That 
ben't a cock ; that be a hen." 

The audience nudged one another, and chuckled over the 
joke of Qressford St. Mary. 

'• Grey mare, hm ! Mars an' Vaynus, Mars and Vaynus ! 
Mrs. Captain the betther horse, eh P Any children P HuUoa ! 
Where's me little owld schoolmasther P I'd have thought he'd 
have took the chance of a palaver with a owld cahmpeener, 

a 
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as Id give 'm a wrinkle in the jogpraphies. Bat that's the wee 
with 'm. Saydahnt arrwma Tokay, as the Boomans saj — ^an' a 
moighty fine liquor's Tokay, I can tell ye. I ye dhrunk a hogs- 
head of 'ni. So there's childem ? " 

" Three girls and a young 'un — a fine little chap he be, too. 
There be Miss Carryy and Miss Julia, and Miss Mary Anne, and 
Master Qeral' — nice childer, they all be." 

" And Miss Olympia," broke in a young man in shirt-sleeves 
and a striped waistcoat. " You be forgettin' she." 

*' Aye, and Miss Limper. But they don't make much count 
o' Miss Limper; she be a sort of a kep' dark-'un, she be." 

" Never you mind that, Mr. Pigot," retorted the man in shirt- 
sleeves ; " the dark 'un be the best filly o' the lot, and so says I." 

*' And who'll you be, me man P " asked the Major, gathering 
up his cloak. 

" I were groom at Captain's, till madam thought they'd get on 
with the old gardener, without L I be under-groom at Vicar's 
now. She be a screw, she be." 

*' Can ye catch a tahnner, me man P Bitenaa nochee^ gentle- 
men all. I'm afraid I've kep' y'np. Pleasant dhrames to ye, 
caballeros." 

He walked up steadily to bed, in spite of the amount of lemon 
he had consumed, preceded by the warming-pan and followed by 
Peter Pigot in person, who flattered himself that he knew the 
deference due to an honoured guest who was at the same time a 
major and my lord's friend. The old campaigner had monopo- 
lised the talk ; he had bragged, he had blustered, and yet he had 
made himself a hero— even though, except to the ex-groom of 
The Laurels, he had not stood a glass to a single thirsty soul. 
In five minutes more, without taking the trouble to undress, 
he was snoring between the blankets, with his top-coat for an 
additional covering. 



CHAPTER VI. 

Itt is merrye walkinff in f ayre forest 
To hear the small birde's songe. 

BoHn Hood (Miid Qvy of OUhome. 

Whether the heavens had completed their season of mourning 
for the death of old Master Fletcher, or whether the skies were 
but following their ordinary caprices, the hour of seven next 
morning displayed the charming and fragrant smile of summer 
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sunshine after rain. The first stranger rose, a little wearily, to 
find himself, even at that hour, the latest riser in Qressford St. 
^ary. He dressed qniekly, but precisely; opened a knapsack, 
and took therefrom a sketching block and a box of water-colours. 
With these under his arm, and with a letter in his hand, he 
went downstairs to the inn door, where the stale smell of last 
night's tobacco contended with the savour of fried bacon and the 
breath of waking wall-flowers. The clatter of pots and plates 
mingled with the ham of early bees and with the chatter of birds, 
who had already picked up their worms. Against the door-post, 
and under the sign, whereon P. PiGOT was now, in white painty 
written for J. Joyce, under the portrait of the Earl of Wendale 
in the character of the Conqueror of Poitiers, lounged the heavy 
form of Major Sullivan, smoking an enormous cigar, and not a 
whit cledjier than the night before. His valise might contain 
the Cross of San Fernando, but, to judge from results, did not 
seem large enough to hold a nail-brush or comb. He wore his 
famous top-coat and his vague military cap, both of which, in the 
morning light, fully bore out their owner's boast that they must 
have served him for at least forty years. 

'* Confound the fellow ! " thought the first stranger. 

'* Why, if l^ere isn't me little owld schoolmasther — as fresh as 
a daisy ! The hoighth of the momin' to ve ! Then it's a 
painter y* are P If I didn't know it, now, by the cut of ye ! I 
know all of 'm — all them artists. Ye should see Mejor Soollivan, 
of Castle Soollivan, in th' uniform o' th' foreign laygion in th' 
service o' Quane Isabella of Spene, painted all in oil by the 
great O'Brine, Merrion Square, o' the Rile Oirish Academy. 
Ye know'm ? 'Twere exhibited in Dublin, and engreeved for 
the Castle." 

" Gtx>d morning, Major Sullivan. I " 

" Ye want to catch the first glame, now ? I've a mind to go 
with ye, and I would, too, but there's a bit o' steek down on the 
kitchen fire. So you're one o' them R.A.'sP I know'm. Ye've 
dropped a letter, sir — allow me. What ! you're a friend o' me 
Lord Wendle ? and you sittin' there last night as if the butther 
wouldn't melt in ye ? " 

"I may have occasion to write to Lord Wendale without 
being as intimate as you are. As you so politely take an 
interest in my correspondence " 

'' Indade and I didn't, then. I saw'm just with the tip o' me 
oye. 

'^ Of course; therefore, I have not failed to tell him of your 
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disappointment that he is not at Beckfield, and that otherwise 
you would have called." 

" Murder — have ye, then P And ye're going to post'm ? " 

" That is what I usually do with my letters." 

" Well, ye see, Mr. I didn't quite catch the name " 

He wailed for a moment, but the stranger grew slightly deaf 
again. 

" Ye see, my dear sir, I'll save ye the trouble. I'm going to 
the post meself with a letter to me friend the Commandei*-in- 
Ghaie, and it'll be a pleasure I'll have to post yours with me 
own. Ye*ll be in a tearin' hurry, now, after the first glame P 
I'll just bolt me steek, an' then the day's me own." 

" Thank you. Major Sullivan, but I have a fancy for posting 
my own letters. I don't trust the eyes of — of village post- 
mistresses, and shall get this sent on from Beckfield." 

The Major looked hungrily at the letter, but only said, 

" Ye may be right, sir ; I always post me own, anyhow. But 
I'd like to see the Postmasther-Gin'ral play tricks on what 
Mejor Soollivan put in the box, that's a?L A pleasant walk 
to ye." 

Having thus enjoyed himself by first piquing and then baffling 
the curiosity of a fellow-creature, and thus rendering him tho- 
roughly uncomfortable, the stranger passed on with a polite 
bow, reached a gate, and having crossed a narrow strip of rough 
and sodden meadow, entered a green walk that led into some 
thick woodland composed of brush, bramble, gorse, fern, birches, 
and larches, with here and there a beech, oak, or fir. 

It was Gressford Wood ; and here the stranger beheld the 
full beauty of the golden sun as he shone out in all his morning 
glory after the incessant showers of three whole days. Sunshine 
after rain — the very words are a poem ; and this was one of those 
days wherein the rain, still freshly remembered, seems to have 
served but as a new bond of sympathy between heaven and 
earth, like a common sorrow between wedded lovers. No 
wonder we in England love to talk of the weather — that most 
beautiful of all lyrics — ^more than the people of any less poetic 
land ; of its joys and sorrows, its quarrels and reconciliations, 
its laughter and tears. Strange indeed would it be if we, who 
are admitted to such close domestic intimacy with the marriage 
menace of Madame La Terre and Monsieur Les Cieux, should 
not take a g^reater and warmer interest in changes that we hourly 
hear and see than those who are acquainted with bride and 
bridegroom solely in their holiday garb of unclouded sunshinoi 
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or solely in tbeir tragic and Bix>rmy quarrels that are too sublime, 
too far above ns and beyond us, to move common minds with 
anything but awe. It is something to live in England, if only 
to know — by heart — what is meant by sunshine after rain. 

It was a morning made for the woods — for Q-ressford Wood 
above all woods — to hear the birds renew their songs among the 
boughs, to waiich the rubies that hung from the foz-elove bells, 
and the emeralds that grew from the leaves. The Green Walk 
was as lonely as a walk should be, and much wetter, for the turf 
was like a saturated sponge, and every step shook down a shower 
of scented pearls. 

There was plenty of life, nevertheless. Besides the birds were 
the rabbits, besides the rabbits were the squirrels, hei^ scarcely 
dreading the foot of man, that tramples out trust and peace 
wherever it goes. It was a very different scene from that 
which the forger beheld when he had made his couch in this 
very wood upon the brown October leaves. Francis the Forger, 
Richards the Tramp, were dead to Qressford and to the world : 
Forsyth the Painter, thanks to the eccentric philanthropy of the 
Earl of 'Wendale, had gone without his breakfast that morning, 
not of necessity, but of free will. He might have waited for a 
st^ak as well as Major Sullivan. Who he was remained a secret 
between himself and his patron ; what he had been, in yet earlier 
days, not even his patron knew. He went about with sealed 
lips and illegible brows, giving his nights to thought and his 
days to toil. The would-be Lorenzo de' Medici had, thus far, 
drawn a greater prize than can fairly be looked for when a 
young nobleman is the patron and a middle-aged swindler the 
protege. Indeed, the card seemed likely to turn out only too 
well. The man himself was known to none, but his name was 
familiar to thousands. Strange accidents happen sometimes; 
and the uncompromising caprice of the descendant of Sir Arthur 
de Caumont had fallen upon singularly fertile soil. He had 
touched a far greater patron than Lord Wendale, not by inn 
signs or battle-pieces, but by those grotesque themes which 
have made the name of Walter Forsyth — the forger's nom de 
crayon — live a little beyond its own immediate hour. By the 
time his second season in town was at its zenith, Walter 
Forsyth— or rather Walter Forsyth's pictures — had become the 
rage. That was the date of his *' January and May." The pre- 
sent was his " Knave of Hearts " year ; and Lord Wendale 
began to fancy that outside success was endangering the pres- 
tige of private patronage. He took it into his head one morning 
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that his painter in ordinary was meant hj nature for a great 
landscape painter, for no apparent reason except that he never 
painted landscapes, and that no person had ever suggested such 
a thing before. A certain famous avenue in Beckfield Park, 
combined with a few head of Lord Wendale's deer, was the ver j 
thing to introduce the painter in an entirely new character, and 
to revive the art patron's connection with the success of his 
^otege. 

The Earl had bought the "January and May," but at the 
" Knave of Hearts " he turned up his nose. 

*'*' You're far too good to prostitute genias like yours to catch 
Manchester," he said. " As usual, they are praising yon for 
what you are not, and don't see what you really are. You 
are bigger than Turner^ and you're trying to be a third-rate 
Hogarth.'* 

Forsyth never made any reply to the criticisms of the man to 
whom he owed all things. Indeed, his enemies — and he had 
many, for his tongoe never moved except to bite or mock — 
entitled him " Lord Wendale's Sergeant-Boot-Painter." He only 
waited in London to receive a thousand pounds for his " Knave 
of Hearts " from a cotton-spinner, and then set oat on foot to 
walk all the way from Fitzroy Square to Gressford St. Mary : 
for he thought a great deal of a guinea, even of its twenty-first 
shilling, though he was raking in coin with both hands, and 
spent at the rate of about a hundred and fifty pounds a year. 
He lived in two rooms — a studio and a bed-room — avoided 
society, and never drank anything but eau mcree. Francis the 
Forger seemed likely to turn into Forsyth the Miser before the 
end. And why not r Not only must a man live, but he must live 
for something : he had not a friend in the world, and looked — 
though younger than a few years ago — very decidedly on that 
side of forty-five whereon the necessity of living for something 
becomes marked out clearly. 

Revolving many things, he followed the Green Walk till he 
reached an open glade — a sylvan drawing-room, with a carpet 
of moss, with silver birches for walls, ferns and fox-gloves for 
tapestry, and, for sofa, a rough log of wood, whereon, in spite 
of his precise black clothes, he was not afraid to sit down. The 
sweet summer morning blossomed out in that sunny boudoir as 
brightly and freshly for the forger as it would have smiled upon 
any honest man ; and the mind, if not the heart, of the artist 
only needed one thing to complete this most fairy-like of Nature's 
inner chambers — a fitting picture for that frame of ivy, clematis 
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and rose-starred briar that festooned from the gnarled beech- 
stem at the end of the glade and met the green plumes and 
purple blossoms breaking up from the moss below. The black 
space round which these leaves, blossoms, thorns, and tendrils 
climbed and drooped, and which suggested a darker forest 
mystery beyond, was an unreflecting mirror, a pictureless 
frame. 

He could not resist the impulse to preserve on paper the 
effect of such a tangled wealth of flowers and leaves — the more 
that they formed but a gateway through which the imagination 
might freely pierce and play. But Nature was in a gracious 
mood. Even as he drew — or was it a fancy only, such as is so 
often bom of forest dream — ^the mirror showed a face ; a picture 
stole timidly into the frame. 

There was just room for the face, and for no more, that was 
thus set like a living jewel in a circle of dark leaves, sunlit 
flowers, and rain brilliants ; and though the sun, broken by many 
boughs, shone fall upon the frame of foliage, the portrait itself 
was half lost in tender shade. It was the face of a Dryad. 
Dryads, according to the best authorities, live for 35,000 years 
before they dia This Dryad must therefore have b(Ben 7,500 
years old, which would correspond to the age of fifteen among 
girls who ought to die at seventy. The face was round, and of 
a clear, bright Spanish olive, with soft eyes of golden hazel under 
gently curved brows, with young lips parted into a half-smile, 
and with dark brown hair that blended well with its accidental 
wreath of oak and ivy leaves. 

Not even to the fiincy of a painter is it given to look on a 
living wood-nymph every summer's day. Forsyth even started, 
and made a slight rustle among the dead leaves at his feet that 
November had left on the moss before the footsteps of April. 
But, alas ! — 

Oat she Btarted from her oovert, from the moee and waying fern — 

In a moment, quick as thought, the mirror was empty, the pic- 
ture had vanished, and had left the leaves scarce trembling 
behind. His movement had made her eyes meet his, and the 
meeting had broken the spell. It was a thousand pities — such a 
study &om nature comes not twice in the lifetime of a Dryad, 
not to speak of the breathing-space of a man. 

Had he really seen a wood-nymph P The Greeks knew what 
happens when one of the living souls of trees or fountains 
becomes visible to human eyes. No man may with impunity 
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behold the nxiBeen. The painter roso, and, instead of finishing 
his skeiichy wandered on into the woods towards Beckfield, 
wherein a native might lose himself, but which he, a stranger, 
seemed to know so welL 

Unlike poor Oljmpia, on he went without a false or even 
doubtfnl tnm through all the woods — ^Lyke, Star, Morden, Fox, 
Beckfield, and Home — ^till he reached Beckfield Park itself, the 
magnificent seat of the Earl of Wendale. Having posted his 
letter and made a breakfast at the village tavern on bread and 
cheese and ale, he spent the rest of the forenoon and the whole 
of the afternoon in rambling about from copse to copse and from 
clump to clump, with an elasticity of step and freedom from 
weariness that wholly belied his appearance. He occupied him- 
self more as a painter than as a solitary holiday maker ; and he 
seemed to need no guide. Wherever there was a picturesque 
spot, however hidden, he seemed to find it by instinct ; and 
yet he often paused where there was no apparent attraction. 
At last, when the twilight began to fall, he set out to return 
slowly homeward, without taking any further meal, and with 
his sketch-book as empty as when he started, save for the faint 
and unfinished outline oi bis Dryad in her leafy frame. 

It was when he reached the centre of Lyke Wood that he 
lighted upon the wretched Olympia, looking no longer like a 
smiling tree-nymph, but like a very Naiad of tears, left discon- 
solate by her lonely pool. 

" What's the matter ? What has happened ? '* 

The tone was anything but sympathetic ; but the chance of 
finding aid made her disregard the tone and lose the painful 
shyness before strangers that had grown upon her since she had 
ceased to be the child who, on her first arrival, had so astonished 
Aunt Carh'line. She was not even startled, though the voice 
was close to her ear. If it was the voice of a brigand it was 
welcome then. She looked up, and saw the same stranger who 
had scared her in the glade. 

" Oh, sir ! " she cried out, clasping her hands, *' I have lost 
Gerald — I don't know what has become of him — what shall I 
do?" 

*' It was you, then, whom I heard calling out ' Gerald ' as I 
came along ? He must be strangely hard of hearing if he did 
not hear you too. And who is Oerald F " 

" My little cousin — ^we lost our way — I went to look for it 
and left him here — and when I came back he was gone. Oh, 
sir— do you think *' 
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She dared not even whisper her great fear, but looked at the 
pond with a glance that the stranger did not happen to read. 

" He was a child, then ? Yonnger than yon r " 

"I thought he was so safe — 1 never tnonght — I wasn't a 
minute gone ! What shall I do P " 

" How long have yon lost him ? " 

" I don't know — ^honrs." 

" Hm. Well, there's not much good looking for him to- 
night, I'm afraid. Perhaps he's wiser than yon, and gone home. 
There, don't distress yourself, my good girl. So you lost your- 
selves in the wood ? Where do you live ? " 

" At The Laurels." 

" At Gressford ? And Gerald's your brother P " 

" He's my cousin, sir. No — ^he's not gone home " 

" How old is he ? " 

" Oh ! quite Httle " 

" And you P " 

" I don't know— Oh, sir " 

" The Laurels — let me see — I think I heard of The Laurels 
lasb night — isn't that the house of Mr. — Captain " 

" Captain West wood. He's my uncle, sir, and Gerald's papa." 

•* I see. And what's your name P " 

«• Olympia " 

'* Olympia ! " Even in the dusk, and even in the midst of her 
misery, she saw or felt that he started and looked at her strangely. 
But he recovered himself immediately, and said with still greater 
composure than before, *' Well, I am afraid you must give up 
looking for Gerald now. The best thing you can do is to go 
home and tell everything if you are in fault, and then he can 
be looked for properly. I am going to Gressford myself, so you 
had better come with me. Come." 

It was the counsel of common sense : but Olympia shook her 
head. 

'* I cannot go home without Gerald." 

" Nonsense. You want him found, don't you P You can't 
and I can't : so we must get those who can. I expect he's at 
home already, wondering what has become of yon. 

"Oh! sir— do you think so ? " 

" Why not P Ferhaps they are more frightened at home about 
yon than you are about him. Come— it will be too dark soon to 
find our way." 

" But — if he is not at home P " 

" Then he is in the wood — ^that's alL" 
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'^ Bufc if be should oome to harm — 
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"Why should he come to harm? I should say you were 
more likely to come to harm than he, if you spend the night 
hera alone. I have spent summer nights out of doors a dozen 
times when I was a boy. Are you afraid to go home— is that it ? 
Afraid of being scolded P For shame ! If you have done 
ynong^ you must bear the blame. Well, if you won't it's 
nothing to me. I only thought you looked like a girl who 
could understand what was right and was brave enough to follow 
it. At any rate I can't stay. So good-night, and 2 I chance 
to come across a little boy on my road I certainly shall not oome 
back to let you know." And he began to move away. 

" Ob, sir ! " she cried out — ^for her last chance seemed to be 
going away with the man, and yet she was torn between stay- 
ing and leaving — '* Oh ! sir, let me think for a minute : I don't 
know what to do." 

'* No," he said, holding out his hand, "you are not in a mood 
to think. So come." 

She did not take his hand, but she obeyed, though more than 
half against her own will : and as she followed, she still, until 
the pond was out of sight, looked lingeringly behind. 

They went on together in silence for what was to her almost 
an eternity of minutes. The way seemed unending, and yet 
she dreaded to reach the end. At last her companion raised his 
head, and said — 

" So your name is Olympia Westwood. You are very dark 
for an English girl. Were you born in England P " 

It was the very acme of barbarity to insult her sublime 
distress by trivial questioning — to talk to one who felt almost 
the remorse of a possible murderess about her name and birth- 
place, and to criticise that fatal colour of her hateful skin. Was 
all the world going to persecute her for her brown ugliness all 
her life long P Gould not even a stranger leave it alone P Even 
now, in spite of all else, this petty sting came like a last straw 
to add to her intolerable locuL She did not answer — a lump 
was rising in her throat that rendered speech impossible. 

They left Lyke Wood at last, and re-entered the familiar paths 
and glades where she had passed so happy a morning. Was she 
ever to know a happy morning, noon, or night again P She was 
still child enough to fill infinite space and boundless time with 
her immediate woes : to see through them no possible light, 
limit, or end. And on coming within the atmosphere of home, 
her whole woe realised itself — ^it ceased to be a mere nightmare. 
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** We are close to Oressford now," said her unByinpathetio 
protector. " Those are the lights in the Black Prince. Where 
is The Lanrels ? Is it far P — let me see " 

'* Very near." A sob followed the words, and made him turn. 

'* Do yon often go ont with Oerald P " 

" No.'^' 

'* Tell me — ^yon are in what boys would call a scrape, aren't 
you P " 

The worm turned at this crisis of her persecution. 

'* If anything happened to (Jerald," she said, hotly and with 
sudden power of tongae, " I should go straight back to the 
pond and drown myself." 

** Nonsense. You'd do no such thing. Now, come on: I 
won't speak to you again." 

They passed round the Black Prince, where they heard the 
sound of voices, crossed the road, and followed the lane that 
skirted the churchyard and led to the front of The Laurels. All 
was dark and quiet. The stranger made Olympia take his hand, 
led her up the carriage drive, and rang the bell loudly. 

Her heart nearly burst her bosom when the sound clashed on 
her ears. Captain Westwood came to the door in person. 

" Mr. Westwood P " asked the stranger at once. " This poor 
girl here, who seems frightened ont of her senses, has managed 
to get lost in the woods and to have been parted flrom yoar little 
son, who is doubtless there still. It was lucky I came on her, 
for she was jast about to drown herself in despair. So I would 
advise you not to begin by scolding her, though I have no doubt 
she richly deserves it. Can I be of any use to you ? I am on 
my way to the Black Prince, which is by this time a good place 
for finding stout legs and local knowledge — unless it is too late 
to count upon finding the legs steady or the knowledge clear. 
Can I carry any message P " 

The Captain turned his face to Olympia. He did not scold ; 
but the silent reproach cut her yet more deeply. 

But she was not to miss her scolding. Mrs. Westwood had 
heard the bell and the sound of voices, and ran down. 

*' Oh, you wicked child ! " she began before she reached the 
hall. " Uerald — come here this moment ! Where is Q«rald ? 
Good Heaven ! what's the matter ? " 

« My dear, Olympia has lost Gerald in the woods. I'm going 
to the vilWe to get help to look for him. Don't be frightened, 
my dear. This gentleman found Olympia and was good enough 
to bring her home. And — and, my dear — ^perhaps you'd better 
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not saj too mncli to Olympia — ^at least not just jet, don't yon 
know." 

"O Heavens! Mj Gterald — alone in tbe woods, and left 
there bj that wicked girl ! Speak to her indeed — are yon mad, 
Captain Westwood ? Lost him in the woods^Ah, those that 
hide can find ! Do yon think her lies impose on me P Olympia 
— what have yon done with Gerald P " 

It did not need sword-throsts to make Olympia think herself 
the most gnilty wretch nnder the skies. Bnt not even her loDg 
experience of ininstice had rendered her Gallons to it. She had 
been cowering mto the shadow of the poroh ; now she came 
forward. 

" I meant to have stayed there for ever till I fonnd Gerald or 
died. Uncle John, are yon goine to look for him now P P I'll 
go too — and if — when yon find him, FlI never come back any 
more. Good-bye, Aunt Caroline : I won't be a trouble to yon 
again. 

" No, Olympia, yon mnstn't come," said her nnole. 

'* Bnt I wUly^ she answered, in a new tone. 

** * What woman wills ' " — began the stranger. '* I think, 
madam, yon had better let her come. She'll be of no use, of 
conrse : bnt it will be better for her to be out of the way nntil 
yon are able to act with what is no donbt yonr usual sense of 
jnstice." 

" Oh, let her go back again to New York, if she likes — I never 
wish to see her wicked face again." 

'* My dear Caroline ! " feebly remonstrated her husband ; bnt 
the stranger cnt short all further argument by taking Olympia's 
hand and moving towards the door. The Captain put on his 
hat and followed him. 

After another silent walk in the dark the three reached the 
Black Prince. Leaviug Olympia in the entrance the other two 
went straight to the bar-parlour, but the scene they beheld 
there brought them to pause on the threshold. 

As on the previous evening, a hot atmosphere of spirits and 
tobacco smoke filled the room, and the same rustic company was 
assembled round the chimney corner. There were Peter r igot, 
the stout farmer. Farmer Holmes, and the others. In front of 
the fire once more sat Major Sullivan. But there was one 
addition to the society — it was Gerald Westwood, who sat on 
the Major's knee, and seemed to make himself perfectly at homo 
there. 

'* And this is what we call cahmpeenin', me little man," the 
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Major was Baying, '^onlj we don't always get to snch good 
quarthers at the end of a day's march, anyhow. What'ld ye 
say to a matther of fonr-an'-forty mile a day, as I've done 
meself often-an'-often, and done'm aisy, with the snn strikin' 
throngh yer scahlp like a neel in a board, an' you cahryin' on 
yer shoulders yer rations to last ye a month to come P And 
then, p'raps, ye might get a brush with the enemy, as like as 
not, and have to canmp out in the open — as ye might have done 
this night — ^without nor a bito nor a sup but cowld wather an' 
pemmican, as is for all the world-an'-all like atin' owld boots 
salted with sawjust. I've lived like that meself eight-an'-twenty 
weeks on end, tfll my own mother wouldn't know me that hadn't 
seen me since I were that high. Faith, I wouldn't know her 
meself, anyhow, I can tell ye, for it's many a year since they 
tucked her undher them daisies. So ye'ld like to be a sowldier, 
me little man, eh, and fight the Dons and the Injuns and the 
whole kit on 'em ? Ye're a fine little chap, anyhow, and it's 
yer own father ought to be proud on ye ; and ye'li be a fayld- 
marshal Jay Say Bay one o' them days, or my name's not 
Dionysius SooUivan. It's Fayld-Marshal Soollivan I'ld be at 
this day, and a knight bahronet, only for a bit of onpleasantness. 
'Twas when I was doin' a bit o' rifle practice ag^ th' Kabyles in 
Ahlj}^yria, just to kape me hand in " 

It might have been expected that Captain Westwood would 
have at once stepped forward, taken possession of Gerald, and 
have asked what was the meaning of it all. But so far from 
doing what was to be expected, he, before the Major had got 
through six words of his harangue, started, and fell back 
against the door-post with a groan. 

'' I must get out," he began to whisper hurriedly to his com- 
panion : " I can't stand this — this — smoke. I " 

He was already turning, when the Major, who had caught 
the groan, turned round too, and fixed the Captain with his 
eye — which, for the first time, twinkled with the unfulfilled 
promise of a smile. He rose from his seat, took Gerald by the 
hand, and came forward. *' It's meselfs the happy man to be 
inthro juiced to ye, Captain Westwood, as I reckon y'are," he 
said, making at the same time, and without moving another 
muscle of hiis face, an enormous wink with his left eye. '* 'Tis 
delightful to a owld cahmpeener to mate a companion in arrums. 
And it's happy and proud I am to be the manes of resthorin' 
to ye this fine little boy, that puts me in moind of meself when 
I were a gossoon. Ah, an' there's me owld friend o' th' Bile 
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Academy. I hope yeVe bad good sport, Mistber — ^I mane good 
wfaat-d'je-cairm. I was takin' a bit of a promenade along the 
road, tbinkin' about tbem divils of agents and bow I'ld like to 
be behind 'em with a Kansas tooth-pick, when who'ld 1 come 
on bnt this little gossoon, nmnin' like GHn'ral La Torre did at 
Carabobo when he found Gin'ral Bolivar and the owld Mejor 
one too many for'm : faith, though, it's not for the owld cahm- 
peener to tell ye how 'twas as tbe owld olla-atin' sooundhrel 
wasn't too many for the pahtriots tbat time. But 'tisn't so aisy 
to catch an owld waysel nappin' as kep' a whole skin among tbe 
Blackfoots when he learned never to shut more than an oye at 
a time, and to lave that ajar. So, thinks I, therell be a 
hundred pound reward in the county peepers, an' 'tis yerself, 
Denis SooUivan, tbat wouldn't mind a fiver, or a tenner may- 
be, while them agents is playin' the juice-an'-all in County 
Sligo. Sure, I found the young rahpscablion had lost his wee 
and his sisther and all, and had got into the road, and peltin' 
right a wee to nowhere, neck or nothin', anyhow, like a young 
ball in glory. And there he'ld have been if I hadn't scruffed'm. 
Faith, GaptBiin, ye'ld have seen the young shaver tuck into 
Payter's rahshers and small beer if ye'd been by to see, I can 
tell ye. Payter wanted to send off to let ye know : but No, 
says I — ^let'm alone and get his belly full, and then I'll take'm 
up meself , and get rid of the responsibility. And so I would, 
but here y'are, as welcome as if ye'd brought me a thousand 
pound. Faith, yeld never have seen'm this day if it hadn't 
been for tho' Mejor. Are ye goin' home ? Won't ye sit down P 
Faith, then, I'll put on me top-coat and see ye safe home. 
'Tisn't be halves I do things — th' ship won't be spiled for a 
ha'p'orth o' blue peent while the Mejor 's by with the pitch-pot. 
'Tisn't far to sthroll, and maybe ye'ld like to spake to me 
quietly, ye know. I hope I haven't kep' y' up, caballeros? 
I'm goin' to walk home with me brother-in-arrums." 

Meanwhile poor Olympia was standing, forgotten and forlorn, 
in the darkness. Physical reaction was beginning to come upon 
her in addition to her mental miseries. She had not eaten since 
breakfast time ; and, though she could not have swallowed a 
mouthful now even if she had tried, her long fast was not the 
less beginning to tell. At last, after what seemed to her an 
age, she was joined by her friend of the wood. 

" I have good news for you. Miss Westwood," he said, in a 
more gentle tone. '' Gerald is found : indeed, he is here. He 
had got into the road, it seems, and was found there by an Irish 
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gentleman, who most disinteresfcedlj took care of him. He is 
quite safe and well, and yon will see him soon." 

** Oh, sir — ^is it trne ? " He heard in her voice the tears of 
joy and relief which the darkness concealed. 

" There — don't think of it again. Bnt I want to know what 
you meant by that ' Good-bye, Annt Caroline.' You may be 
weU ashamed to answer. I daresay you will get a scolding — 
I hope yon will. But you must bear all that a mother can say 
whom your carelessness might have deprived of her child. So 
go home and go to bed. If you were a man, I would say go 
home and smoke a cigar: but I can only give you the best 
advice I can. I am going to take the same prescription myself, 
60 that you mayn't accuse me of preaching what I don't practise. 
Be patient, and be brave. — Good night. Captain Westwood." 

*• Gk>od night, me little R. A.," said the Major. " Oaramba ! 
There's the sisther ! Stop now — sure ye won't mind half a 
kiss to an owld cahmpeener that's owld enough to be yer father 
and manes ye no harm P " 

She could not prevent his touching her shoulder gently with 
his dirty red hand, but she turned her cheek quickly away, 
while the Captain hastily took his arm* 

Gerald returned to his mother triumphant, and fall of ad- 
venture and the Major. But the Captain came back more 
utterly subdued and prostrate even than Olympia. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

Where from the skies rain golden stars for showers, 

Where moths are meteors, and where birds are flowers ; 

Where Natnre holds within her tangled fence 

A golden age, without its innocence ; 

And every honr, from noon to midnight, seems 

A tropic maze of sweet and bitter dreams — 

There the full life her f erered fancies form 

Is Loye— anJ Loye, a battle and a storm. 

It reference be made to any peerage of thirty years ago that 
gives genealogies as well as titles, it will be found that Arthur, 
tenth Earl of Wendale and Forsyth's patron, succeeded his 
father Richard, the ninth Earl, who was the second and youngest 
son of the eighth Earl, the elder brother of Richard having 
died abroad in his father's lifetime, and having left no issue. 
But there had been a time when it seemed grossly impossible 
that any son of Richard the ninth Earl would have ruled over 
the twin parishes of Beckfield and Oressford St. Mary. That 
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elder brotliery wbose death in foreign conntries Had to be proved 
by argument, deduction, and assumption, rather than bj direct 
evidence, to the satisfaction of the House of Lords, by no means 
resembled one whom the gods love, and who, therefore, die 
young. The Reverend George Weetwood, now fellow, tutor, 
and dean of St. Kenelm's, remembered his undergraduate con- 
temporary, Viscount Calmont, of the same college, as a man 
made not only to live, but to live hard, with impunity. Indeed, 
it was a vain attempt on the part of poor Charley to keep equal 
strides with the son and heir of the then Earl of Wendale that 
brought him to such utter grief ; so that the Westwoods had 
ample cause to remember the Lord Calmont of that day. Of 
course, Charley Westwood would have come to grief in any 
case ; but there is no doubt that the emulation of the younger 
son of a country parson with the eldest son of one of the 
richest noblemen in England had much to do with the smashing 
up of this particular example of the earthen pot which insisted 
on going down the stream with the iron bowl. 

While Major Sullivan's lieutenant. General Bolivar, was 
fighting for freedom or glory, or both, among the Andes of 
New Granada, the City of Buenos Ayres was patient, or im- 
patient, under a spasm of peace called the *' supreme dictator- 
ship " of General Puyerredon. South American commerce had 
anything but a good time in those days ; but troubled waters 
breed good fishermen and big fishes, and among those who 
managed to make a very fair haul was Don Pedro Sanchez. 

At the edge of the city, in a street so narrow that two carts 
could just contrive to pass one another, stood a large house, 
which, like all its neighbours in the same street, was blind. 
Windows are to the physiognomy of houses what eyes are to 
men ; and this house, to the few passers by, was nothing but a 
high brick wall, with two iron gratings in the first story instead 
of eyes, and, for a mouth, a closed gateway, large enough to 
admit with ease, and abreast, the two carts that could not pass 
one another in the road. In northern countries it would have 
been taken for a prison ; and it wore a gloomy air of i(^s own 
even among its scarcely less prison-like companions. The doors 
of the gateway had long wanted paint; the bars of the iron 
gracing w. re rusted and exceptionally close together. Even 
"^itb all the aid of a rope ladder, Almaviva would have found it 
barely possible to have touched Bosina's smallest finger-tip with 
£)is own. 

This house was divided from both its next-door neighbours 
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by a high wall, alfloof briok, iliat stretched along the street, and 
divided a garden from the road. The gateway led into a 
sqnare courtyard, surrounded by the house on all its four sides. 
If the visitor went straight across the yard and through the 
true entrance to the house which fronted the gate, he would 
find on the ground- floor, immediately on his left hand, a room 
with bare walls and an uncovered brick floor, furnished with a 
chair or two, a table, and a large escritoire. Over the window 
of this room — also grated — hung the balcony of the upper story, 
which also ran round the courtyard, so that the room itself saw 
very little of the daylight It is highly improbable that the 
visitor would have met with anybody to ask his business until he 
reached this room. Here, however, at most hours of the day, 
he would have found the tenant. 

This was Don Pedro Sanchez — a little, yellow-skinned, black- 
eyed Spaniard, looking as much like a priest as a merchant, and 
with a face shaved as cleanly, and with hair cropped as closely, 
as Forsyth the Painter when he had just finished expiating the 
sins of Francis the Forger. It is aJso certain that he would 
have been foand either smoking a paper cigarette or manu- 
facturing one. His &vourite attitude, whether engaged in 
manufacture or consumption, was to lean back in his tilted 
chair, with his legs stretched out luxuriously on the table before 
him, and with his magnificent black eyes rolling from one comer 
of the ceiling to another. He was not always alone however. 

Sometimes he received magnificent young officers, who came 
into the web, if it must be called so, with the gaiety of butter- 
flies; sometimes brother merchants, who preferred a private 
interview with Don Pedro in the secrecy of his own. solitary 
house to being seen conversing with him publicly ; sometimes 
strangers to the city, who came and went with an air of mystery. 
But all, it must be presumed, left with less down on their wings 
than when they entered; for there was no political change 
throughout the whole continent that did not somehow or other 
leave Don Pedro Sanchez a richer man than it found him. He 
was one of those lucky people who thrive on battles and 
blockades ; so that he was held in especial estimation among 
commercial circles both at home and abroad. It was, no doubt, 
because he found it pay better that he, for the most part, waited 
for clients and customers at home, leaving a small body of clerks 
to attend to his more ordinary mercantile afiairs at his office 
among the shipping, where he carried on the business of a sliip- 
broker and of an agent for several foreign firms. 

H 
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One particnlarlj snltry morning, during tbe above-mentioned 
dictatorship, the companion of this prosperons merchant was a 

?onng man — a very yoang man — who was as much unlike Don 
^edro as the most British of Britons can possibly be unlike the 
most Spanish of Spaniards. He was tall, fuU-chested, and 
broad-shouldered, without elegance or any promise of it, but 
with plenty of capacity for the development of flesh and muscle. 
His fair complexion, tanned coarsely into a perspiring crimson 
by that southern sun who is so kind to the brown skins bom 
under his influence, but so pitiless to pink and white, belong^ 
to features that were formed for the expression of easy and good- 
tempered placidity, though on the present occasion, whether by 
reason of the heat, or of some more subtle cause, they wore 
anything but a look of comfort. Like Don Pedro, he was 
dressed coolly and loosely, as befitted the weather and the 
climate ; but instead of lounging in an arm-^hair, he stood up 
respectfully, and held his sombrero in a large hand that fidgeted 
nervously round the brim. 

The merchant had removed his cigarette for a single moment 
when the young man entered. 

" Well, Juan ? " he asked ; " the mails are in, then ? " 

His voice was singularly soft and mild, and agreed well with 
his priest-like face and languid attitude. 

'* Yes, sir ; only one letter for us though," answered the young 
man, in ultra Saxon-Spanish. 

** Well, well ; things are dull now, very dull — at least, for the 
shipping trade. From Bristol, I suppose P You've brought it, 
of course? Ah, yes; hides, tallow — ^that's all clear enough; 
translate it, and bring it me ag^ain as soon as it's done ; and be 
more careful about it than you were about the last, if you will 
condescend so far for once in a way. Don't let me blunder again 
into sending a cargo of chinchilla furs when they send me an 
order for qainine. Well, you can't go very far wrong about 
hides and tallow, that's one comfort. But what's this P Here's 
something that doesn't look like business at all. What ugly 
stuff your Ensriish looks without a good sprinkling of your L s 
and S's and D's." 

" Do you — do you want me to read it for you now, sir P " 

*' Of course ; what else are you here for P It may be to say 
you've been blundering again, and it wasn't quinine they wanted 
after all. If it turns out they want a score or so of imbeciles, 
I can send them one, at any rate, without much expense or 
trouble. Come, what (ure you waiting for P " 
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The clerk suffered himself to be bnllied with singular 
resignation, considering his very obyious nationality. But he 
coloured up to the hair, and turned his hat as well as the letter 
round and round yet more nervously than before, while his 
master waited for him to begin with a half sarcastic air of mock 
patience, and twisted up another cigarette as if to kill the time. 
Perhaps the young Englishman was really apprehenuve about 
his suggested connection with the contents of the letter — 
perhaps it was only that he missed his dictionary. In any case 
it was not without much bungliug, many long pauses and self- 
corrections, that he at last made Don Pedro understand as 
follows, omitting what related to the ordinary commercial 
correspondence about tallow and hides : — 

" We take occasion," he read, ** to recommend to your best 
attention and good offices a young English nobleman, Lord 
Viscount Galmont, the eldest son and heir of one of our very 
greatest men. His lordship' is about to travel in South America, 
with the view of studying the political and commercial a£&irs 
of the New World before entering Parliament " — this puzzled 
the clerk terribly — ** and, desiring useful introductions, it has 
been our good fortune to be applied to as having correspondence 
with Buenos Ayres, and as being known to his lordship's man 
of business. Viscount Galmont sails by the first packet, so he 
and this letter of advice will probably arrive together. His 
lordship will bring a letter of introduction to you in person, and 
any information and attention you can bestow will be esteemed 
as a great favour "by, dear sir, yours Ac., Corbet and French.' 

*• Todos los sa/nios ! " exclaimed Don Pedro, for once dropping 
his air of noncluilancey throwing his leg^ from the table and 
sharpening his soft voice into sadden shrillness : — " Ckterpo del 
Diablo! are they mad, these Corbet and French of Bristol, 
England? Do they expect a poor merchant of La Plata, 
because he happens to be Hidalgo, to keep open house for kings 
and princes and all their jockeys and chamberlains besides ? 
Yes, I know what these English noblemen are — gourmandisers, 
all of them : and like master like man. Why yon jourself, 
Juan, though you're not a nobleman, eat enough for three 
bishops at a meaL A fat kitchen makes a lean purse ; I shall 
be eaten out of house and home. And my time !— who's to pay 
me for my time P Have I nothing to do but dance after the 
heels of an idle young man, and let him waste my substance m 
riot and debauchery ? I'm hospitable enough— let a man De 
content with honest bread and radishes, and he's welcome to 
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mine. No — I'll liAve nothing to do witb Him — not if be were 
Eling of Spain and the Indies, and his father Lord Major of 
Bristol/' 

Messrs. Corbet and French had apparently reckoned without 
their host, in the most literal sense of the expression, in assuming 
a South American merchant to be necessarily a mirror of tropical 
hospitality. The clerk said not a word — and, indeed, what was 
it to him ? 

** Juan," went on Don Pedro, with profuse and unnecessary 
gesticulation, *' if anybody comes to the office say I'm at the 
^ttmto— gone to Cuba — anywhere you like, and shan't be back 
for three months ; and tell the others to say the same. I'm not 
the English consul, nor yet a valet de place, nor yet the keeper 
of an hotel." 

'* Yes, sir. And am I to write to Corbet and French the 
same ? " 

*' Imbecile ! No. When you're as old as I am, young man, 
you'll find that fair words do butter parsnips. I'Jl tell you what 
to write to Messrs. Corbet and French when you've translated 
the letter. Go." 

But the clerk did not go. He moved one foot, indeed, but the 
other remained rooted to the floor, and his sombrero seemed to 
have become too heavy for him to raise. He blushed even more 
deeply than before. 

" Sir "—he began. 

" What is it ? Anything more ? " 

" I want to speak to you, sir, about a matter — in fact, about 
myself — that is " 

'* If you want more money — no. Times are bad, and you've 
got enough for everything but follies/' 

**1 want no more money, sir." 

'' Then, sir, you're not fit to be a own of business. That's 
all I can say. If you don't want money, you're richer than I." 

" Sir," began the clerk once more, with the air of a man who 
is trying hard to keep a very small quantity of courage from 
passing beyond the tips of his fingers, ** I have come to speak to 
yon about the Senorita." 

*' The Senorita ? What Senorita ? I don't call to mind any 
ship of that name." 

" I don't mean a ship, sir. I mean " 

'* Then what in the name of all the saints do you mean P 
What are senoritas to me, or I to senoritas ? " 

*' I mean — Donna Olympia." 
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" Olympia P And what, pray, can yon Have to say abont 
Olympia ? " 

" Yon mnst, sir, have seen enough of that yonng lady " 

*' Enongh — of my own daughter P Most fathers do, I 
believe; bnt still — well, sappose I have seen enongh of her, 
what then ? " 

" Enongh, sir — I mean — to be aware — in fact, not to expect — 
in short — that nobody bnt her father can look npon that yonng 
lady with a father's eyes." 

So neat a tnm, which astonished even its author by its 
unpremeditated finish, gave him courage. He had not given 
himself credit for so much readiness of expression. '' With a 
father's eyes," he repeated. " Sir, I have not the happiness to 
be the father of Donna Olympia — I therefore wish to become 
her husband. I love her, sir, and if you 
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" You ? — Todos los santos ! You, a penniless office-clerk- 
foreign heretic — an ass! Bah. Go back to your desk, and 
translate that letter about hides and tallow — write your sonnets 
about them, if you please. When I want a son-in-law, my dear 
Don Juan, I'll find one for myself — thanking your condescension 
for the intended honour all the same." 

'* But, sir ! You don't understand. I don't wonder you are 
surprised — that is, I do wonder — bnt that's all the same. I 
know the Senorita's too good, and beautiful, and everything, for 
a king, and, as you say, I haven't got much at present except my 
salary, but that will come. As for being a heretic, I'm a Pro- 
testant, and my father's a clergyman. I'd let my wife do whatever 
she liked in that line — go to confession and everything. As for 
being an ass, sir, I'll let that pass, because youVe Her father, and 
not because iP anybody else called me one I wouldn't show him that 
asses can kick as well as bray. Sir, if I'm an a»«, I'm an English 
ass, and I'd kick out for Olympia — Donna Olympia — straight 
and hard, and live on thistles till I made her as rich as a Jew." 

Don Pedro's lip curled up into a prodigious sneer. 

" Thistles — pleasant eating served up with love-sauce, I dare- 
say. I never tried. Nevertheless, for having called you an ass 
I humbly apologise. No, a man is no ass who, fancying his 
master to be rich — rich, indeed ! — thinks it would be a comfort- 
able sort of thing to be his master's son-in-law. Bnt many men, 
many minds. So you honestly think I am bound to have pinched 
and saved all my life long in order to hand over all the scrapings 
of five-and-thirty years to the first hungry clerk in my office 
who says, ' Stand and deliver P ' I think otherwise. I suppose 
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jou haven't been rascal enongb — I won't call yon ass any more — 
to have been talking any of this nonsense to my daughter ? You 
haven't been asking her to help yon to pick her father's pocket in 
order to bay yon something better than thistles ? " 

" You are Her father, sir, you may say what you please te me. 
I'm not rascal enough, anyway, to tell you lies. I have spoken 
to Donna Olympia. If it was wrong, I'm sorry ; but I 
couldn't help it, and if anybody else could, I don't envy 
him. And if it hadn't been for her answer, I wouldn't have 
spoken to you." 

The sneer did not leave Don Pedro's lip, but an angr>r light 
rose into his magnificent eyes. If Donna Olympia's eyes re- 
sembled those of her father, there was any amount of excuse for 
her lover's want of self-command. 

" And you dare to tell me that she " 

" That I have the unspeakable happiness to have obtained the 
love of the best, of the most beautiful, most adorable girl in all the 
world. Sir, you will not sorely stand in the way of her happiness 
^and if you consent you shall never repent having gained a son." 

The merchant swung himself from his chair in a rage. 

^' No, sir — once more you are not an ass. You are a villain. 
You steal into my house with your Protestant cunning — you, 
the son of a heretic priest ! — and abuse the kindness and hospi 
tality of a Spanish gentleman. It is enough that you are a 
heretic. I would give my daughter to a negro slave sooner 
than to one who will bring her soul into hell-fire. You are a 

Srofligate, a robber, a foreign adventurer, a domestic traitor. 
[y daughter's husband must be a Christian, a Hidalgo, and one 
who needs no dowry. I can only do one thing. I forbid you 
my office, and if within a month you are still idling about 
Buenos Ayres, 111 make the place too hot to hold you. I have 
some influence with the Dictator : and fathers can protect their 
daughters here, thank the saints — this isn't New York or Bristol. 
Not a word more. Give me the letter : if I can't read English 
like a John Bull, anyway I shan't make any mistake between 
Chinchilla and Cinchona — no, nor between fools and rogues. A 
burned dog fears the fire." 

" Sir, I have said you are Her father. But " 

" No threats, Mr. John Bull ! I fear no bullies. If you are 
going to ask to see my daughter again, No. Not even to say 
good-bye. If you are going to ask for your wages, go to the 
cashier. If you are going down on your knees, don't ; if you 
are going off*, go. Caballero, I wish you hon voyage," 
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He bowed profoundlj, resumed his seat and His cigarette, 
and sent his eyes np again to the flies on the ceiling. The clerk, 
though he had shoYm bat little tact either in his choice of a 
season for his proposal or in his manner of making it, had sense 
enough to see that it was of no use to waste words upon such a 
statue of deliberate inattention. Don Pedro's chair was slightly 
tipped back from the table on which his legs rested, and it would 
have been the easiest thing possible to send, with a touch, both 
the chair and its contents upon the floor. The opportunity was 
tempting to one whose respectful wooing had ended in his being 
called both rogue and fooL But this, also, would have been 
useless, as well as unkind to Donna Olympia. The clerk accord- 
ingly took the wiser course of throwing the letter upon the 
table, holding his tongue, and going away. He was neither 
eloquent nor impulsive, as no doubt Don Pedro knew. 

The Spaniard, as soon as his ex-clerk had gone, threw off his 
listless attitude. He sat down at the table, and studied, like an 
industrious schoolboy over his exercise, the letter, of which he 
had already learned the general sense. At last he rang a hand- 
bell, which was answered by a negro, whom he bade tell the 
Senorita that he wished to speak with her immediately. In a 
few minutes the Senorita came. 

The magnificent black eyes of Don Pedro were not degenerate 
in his only daughter. But, transferred from the face of an 
elderly man to that of a young girl, what a new and wonderful 
wealth of deep shade as well as of glowing light they had drawn 
to themselves from the woman's well in Nature's garden I No 
wonder that the poor English clerk's heart had proved tinder to 
two such flames : they would have turned the Great Pyramid 
itself into a volcano. There might be genius within them, or 
there might be folly : there might be truth or treachery, gentle- 
ness or cruelty, depth of nature or frivolity — they could in any 
case belie nothing, for they spoke of nothing but their own 
triumphant glory. Their beauty did not lie in expression, but 
in mere depth and brilliancy. It might have been difficult for 
an observer to be cold-blooded enough to speculate, in their pre- 
sence, upon the nature of the passion that their owner would 
inspire : but, if he himself failed to feel their influence, to 

gredict the nature of their effect upon warmer pulses or weaker 
earts would not be hard. Most women, however glaringly beau- 
tiful, need to use their beauty more or less actively to achieve a 
complete triumph, and that takes time. But she would triumph 
at the first moment, or not at all : and, if she fiuled, the eyes 
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tliat met hen without flinching wonld hare proyed themselreB 

groof against the aotnal lightning of the skies. For the rest, 
er face was more than heantifnl enongh to have been able to 
dispense with such bewildering aids in a climate where woman 
requires bnt few weapons wherewith to snbdne the weaker sex, 
beyond yonth and a complete set of features and limbs. She 
was a thorough Spaniard, of the type familiar to the memories 
or to the imagina^ons of ns all, but with the addition of an in- 
describable gp*ace that belongs not to the living forms or to the 
pictures of Old Spain. Something besides the blue blood on 
which her father, the money-lender, plumed himself, must have 
run in her veins : the rich crimson of her cheek and the soft 
undulation of every movement and attitude spoke of a more 
tropic fluid even than that which corrupts the sangre aztd by 
enriching it with the warmer blood of Hebrews or of Moors. 
Her Other's clerk was very young : and even had he been older 
and wiser, no ftirther excuse is needed for the trespass of hia 
heart into a life that should have been devoted to hides and 
tallow. He had only confounded a drug and a fur, or rather 
only a oouple of the letters of the alphabet. An astronomer, 
under the same influence, might have mistaken a rush-light for 
the sun, and yet have had no cause for shame. 

*' Olympia,^ began Don Pedro, abruptly, ^' I have been think- 
ing that you want change of air. All the world is in the 
country for the hot weather, and though Tm chained here, why 
should you be sacrificed to business ? And a propos, just as I 
was thinking about it, what should come but a letter from your 
aunt at Santa Fe." 

She was floating into the room rather languidly, when the 
word brought her up with a start and change of colour. 

" Ah, I see it pleases you to hear of your aunt at Santa F6 ! 
and it is always so fresh and cool up there, while we are broil- 
ing down here." 

*' But I like the heat and I hate the cold — and I am too old 
to go back to the convent now. I would rather wait till we can 
go together to the qumta — indeed I would. I am quite well 
here, and it was always so wretchedly dull at that horrible 
Santa F^.'^ 

" What ! — with that holy woman your aunt, who* has been 
like a mother to you P Not duller than here, I suppose, with a 
plodding old father, who can't afford to take you to the theatre 
from carnival to carnival P You used always to be glad enough 
to go to Santa F6 a year ago." 
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The crimson in her cheek deepened. ** Once isn't always," 
she said, laying her hand on his shonlder. '' I didn't know my 
father then." 

" Yon didn't know — ^yonr father, eh ? Hm ! Well; you are 
a good girl, Olympia — a very good girl. Still yon knew your 
aunt just as well as now. So you'd rather not go back H yoar 
old home at Santa F6. Why P " 

She was quite ready to answer, but he allowed her ho 
time. 

*' Because, you would say, you are there in a prison ; iccanse 
you are not allowed to go outoide the gates without one of the 
sisters at your side ; because the confessor is old, and ugly, and 
deaf, and is anything but pleasant in his ways ; because the 
days are insufEerably long ; because, though your aunt is a saint 
considered as a superior, yet, considered as a woman, she is an 
old scold, and bedridden to boot, who expects you to sit by her 
pillow and read Latin to her, between the scoldings, for ten 
hours a day ? Because you can't send a message without her 
knowing it, and because you have to live on bread and weak tea 
in a place where nobody isn't both a saint and — and — well, a 
▼eiy old nun ? Aha ! I see your keeping company with an old 
Voltairean like me has already put yon out of conceit with your 
schooldays, (hifl I've sickened myself with my own picture. 
And yet — ^well, you do want change of air." 

" Father — what can you mean ? " 

" Well, well. Never mind, my dear, if you'ld really rathe^ 
not go* — By the way, I've just been getting rid of that impudent 
fellow Juan — my English clerk, you know. He was fool enough 
to think I'd been saving up my doubloons for him, and my 
daughter into the bargain. So I just advised him to go back 
where fools and their money are easier parted than in most 
places I know, including Buenos Ayres. And I will say for 
the young man that he took my hint with an intelligence that 
makes me fear I had underrated his capacities for a man of 
business, after all." He yawned, and lighted another cigarette. 
" Don't you feel honoured by such a proposal ? No doubt he'll 
sail by the next mail, unless he wants to get into trouble. So 
you'ld rather not go back to Santa F^ ? Well, I can't say you're 
wrong. I'll think it out over my sietia. I shall soon be able 
to make up my mind if you really want change of air, or if it's 
only my fancy. Only remember this, my dear, that if I really 
find you want change, why, then to Santa F6 you go." 

That Don Pedro Sanchez, spider and man manager by pro* 



xo6 OLYMPIA. 

fession, was an exceedingly clever fellow — in his own estima- 
tion — is clear enongh. Whether he was equally so in fact must 
depend upon what people call clever. Many men who can 
make a fortune in no time by shuffling the purses and playing 

Eitch and toss with the passions and motives of their fellowst 
ave been the most signal blunderers over a simple game of 
patience played against the brain of a young girl who has 
scarcely left the convent or the schoolroom. At any rate, he 
enjoyed his fiesta, with the comfortable feeling that he had 
satisfactorily torn up by the roots his daughters objectionable 
flirtation with his good-looking foreign clerk, and had at the 
same time so managed matters as to have sealed his daughter's 
lips on the subject, and to have thus avoided protests and 
scenes. Donna Olympia had no doubt been taught by experience 
that a single word of objection or explanation on her part would 
have been the warrant for her immediate exile to Santa Fe. 

So she, like her lover, hung her head and retired without a 
word. 

Bat who is the type of the guardian in such cases ! Don 
Bartolo. And Don Bartolo somehow never will learn that those 
gentle Bosinas who obey in silence, without a pout or a frown, 
are invariably unmanageable in proportion to their docility. 
Donna Olympia said not a word ; but she sat down and wrote 
twenty. Later in the afternoon she took advantage of her 
father being still asleep to pay a little visit — she left word with 
the old woman who acted partly as lady's maid and partly as 
daenna that it was to a lady friend who lived not far from the 
Plaza de la Vittoria. Now the Plaza de la Yittoria, as every- 
body knows, is close to the river, so it was the most natural 
thing in the world if two people, one coming from the harbour 
and the other from the town, should meet there by accident, 
especially if the accident was not left entirely to the chance of 
an unexpected encounter. It was certainly hard that the lover 
should bave been dismissed without a word of good-bye — and 
possibly, had Don Pedro permitted an engagement on condition 
of one year's absence, he might have shown himself a much 
cleverer man even than he believed himself to be. As things 
were, he had thrown away all claim to consideration on tbe 
part of the lover, and had terrified the girl into taking her own 
happiness into her own hands. 

Meanwhile, one at least of Don Pedro's expectations had 
been thrown to the ground. While he was imagining to him- 
self a sort of royal progress in the arrival of a gpneat English 
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nobleman at Buenos Ajres, the Lord Calmont of fact, and not 
of the Spanish fertile fancy, was landing qnietlj and unnoticed 
in the harbour. So far from being attended bj a legion of 
feudal retainers, as Don Pedro professed to suppose, Lord 
"Wendale's heir had not even a single servant with him to increase 
the burden of his own appetite upon the hospitality of La 
Plata. It is doubtful if the merchant would have recognised 
anybody above the commercial traveller class in the unassuming, 
almost plain-looking young man who came ashore just like any 
other passenger in a suit of serviceable travelling clothes, and 
without any attempt to obtain exceptional deference. He was 
of about the same age as Don Pedro's English clerk, or per- 
haps a year or two older : but he was shorter by nearly a head, 
was less stoutly and broadly made, and had no pretensions 
whatever to the title of a handsome man. His features were 
of the irregular outline, belonging to no classification of Greek, 
Roman, Norman, or Saxon, that is sure to grow harsh and 
rugged with age. They were only redeemed by youth from 
having already become positively plain, and by a prospective 
earldom from being called so. Bat they wore the bright and 
self-reliant expression of one who observantly and intelligently 
enjoys an active life, and who is excellently well satisfied with 
the world at large and with himself as a part of it. Some 
people are content with the world because they are content 
with themselves: others are content with themselves because 
they are content with the world. Lord Calmont was one of 
the latter class, and this difference in the place of a *' because " 
denotes a wider difference in temper and character than conld 
be expressed by a psychological dissertation ten yards long. 
His grey eyes and his brow, full at the line and the eyebrows, 
were those of a quick and habitual observer : a phrenologist 
who happened to be acquainted with his tastes would have 
credited him with ample organs of form and colour. His lips 
somehow, though it is hard to explain how, gave the impression 
of one who observes in order to be pleased with what he finds 
— who looks out for all the sunlights in order to grasp them, 
and for all the shadows in order to avoid them. For the rest, 
in look and make, he was one whom a man or woman might 
easily pass by without a second glance, but whom either would 
instinctively like to see at hand when there was need of a clear 
head or ready hand. The reader who happens to recollect the 
portrait of the Earl of Wendale who served Francis the Forger 
for his model of the Black Prince at Poitiers and Gressford St. 
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Mary, will be disposed to hold that the earldom of Wendale 
had considerably improved in point of personal beauty. But 
those who were old enough to remember the Lord Calmont who 
went to Baenos Ayres, and who compared the two yonng men, 
were unanimous in their preference for the Lord Calmont 
who should have been Lord Wendale, without being able to say 
why. 

The landing was delayed by various tedious formalities, and 
it was not till late in the day that he was fairly on shore. No 
extraordinary adventure signalised his arrival in the new world 
which he had come to study ; nor is there any need to recapitu- 
late for the thousandth time the emotions that strike ev^eryone 
who has travelled little — there used to be such people — on find- 
ing himself face to face with the foreign port which he has 
made up his mind is to prove the main gate of all the new and 
wonderful. Of course Beckfield and Oxford now seemed like 
dim recollections of a past life. He enjoyed the glorious sen- 
sation — glorious, at least, until custom and experience make it 
as sad as all glory — of being alone in the whole wide world, 
with nothing to do but accept and enjoy whatever came with 
the hour ; and, if adventures are to the adventurous, then it 
was certain that, in that land of adventure, adventures would 
come all in good time. 

His first event was slight enough. During the long voyage, 
and a whole month before it, he had made himself what he 
considered an excellent Spanish scholar ; and now, as soon as 
he had real occasion to reduce his grammar and exercises to 
practice, not a word would come. He had succeeded in making 
an ofScial thoroughly misunderstand his meaning, ^ and was 
struggling in vain to get out of the linguistic quagmire into 
which he had fallen over tongue and ears, when, happening to 
look round in search of a truant substantive, he saw what a 
traveller of his stamp generally least wishes to see — ^the face of 
an unmitigated compatriot to break the charm of being in a 
wholly new world. But the Saxon face was welcome now, and 
he turned to his brother Englishman joyfully, as if he had met 
a friend. 

" I am not wrong in thinking I have met a fellow-country- 
man P " he asked, with a smile at his own humiliation. " If 
fou can spare a moment, please lend me a few nouns and verbs, 
thought myself a regular Castilian till to-day, and I tarn out 
to be nothing but a cockney." 

Lord Calmont spoke cordially. Don Pedro's ex-clerk — for it 
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was he — ^made no direoC answer, but stared at the new comer 
for a moment, and then interpreted for him as though going 
through a disagreeable task under protest. He assumed as a 
matter of course that the newlj-arri^ed Englishman could be 
no other than Lord Calmont ; and to be called upon to do a 
seryice to one who had all the wealth he wanted, and who was 
about to become acquainted not only with his lost Olympia, but 
with Olympia's father, was a cmel sting of fate which, at that 
moment, he might fairly have been spared. It was not likely 
that the heir of an English earldom would seek to turn the 
pretty daughter of a foreign money-lender into a countess 
simply because she had large black eyes. Moreover, Don 
Pedro had been particularly strong in his objection to a heretic 
son-in-law. But then the clerk felt that if he were a king he 
would make Donna Olympia a queen for the sake of her very 
eyelashes ; and his morning's qnarrel had led him to set down 
her father as little better than an old humbug. Altogether he 
felt a strong desire — of course, only in theory — to kick Lord 
Calmont into the Plata instead of serving him as interpreter. 

'^ Thanks," said Lord Calmont, unaware of the relation which 
prophetic jealousy had established between himself and an utter 
stranger at the first moment of his arrival in a foreign country. 
" I am very much obliged indeed. I suppose you live here ? " 
He was too inexperienced a traveller to fight shy of strangers, 
and his heart instinctively warmed to one who had not only 
got him out of a mess, but with whom he could talk for a 
while in his own tongae. "Come with me to my hotel, if 
you're not too busy, and tell me what's the best thing to drink 
here. I'm as thirsty as a man can be, and I have lost my faith 
in Cervantes or Lope de Vega to help me even to a bottle of 
wine." 

Before the clerk could answer, a small mulatto boy came 
running up, and put a slip of paper into his hand. He started, 
read it eagerly, and a sudden light came over a face to which, 
up to that moment, the faintest possibility of a smile had 
seemed unknown. Without seeming to notice Lord Calmont's 
presence, he read the note again, without a word of apology. 

Lord Calmont waited in silence, and then repeated his invi- 
tation. 

" Oh — ah — yes, my lord," said the clerk, waking up. " You 
are very good indeed, bat I have an engagement^most press* 
ing ; " and so, scarcely taking time to raise his hat, he walked 
away. 
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*' A genial sort of fellow-countryman/' tbongbt Lord Galmont, 
withoat noticing that his title was known. " Well, that's our 
character abroad, I believe, and so I suppose we've earned it. I 
didn't want the fellow to fall on my neck, of course, but there 
are other ways of behaving like a bear than hugging." So he 
went to his hotel, and soon found out how to eat and drink 
alone. 

After dinner he substituted a walk in the streets for the 
national tiesia. Indeed, the latter had now been over long ago, 
and, except in the business part of the city, all Buenos Ayres 
was awake and alive. The walk was in itself a romance, or at 
least it was taken in an atmosphere from which romances may be 
expected to spring. His hotel was close to the principal Plaza, 
and he had only to leave the oourt-yard in order to find himself 
assisting at a grand ballet of at least three-quarters of the world, 
of all shades of colour, from black to white, and of every sort 
of costume, from military uniforms to semi-nakedness. Ragged 
mulattos driving water-carts drawn by oxen, quadroons and 
octaroons rivalling one another now in rags and now in finery ; 
half-bred Indians and degenerate whites who looked mean and 
common among the more picturesque elements of the mass : 
native soldiers, foreign sailors, and priests, moved across the 
square or lounged under the colonnades. Every now and then 
Lord Calmont met a more striking figure still. Now it was a 
whole-blooded Indian merchant, naked save for a coloured skirt 
round the loins, a scarf over iiie shoulders, and a white fillet 
round the scowling brow, beneath which the long straight hair 
fell to the back and breast ; now it was a Gkiucho from the 
Pampas, looking round him upon all this town life with the 
contempt of a free man who lives on horseback in the open air, 
and only visits the city to throw away in furious pleasure the 
dollars he has gained by a life to which that of an old moss- 
trooper was child's play. The first of these wild cavaliers 
whom he encountered was a finished picture by Salvator Hosa. 
This was a tall, moustachioed, olive-faced fellow, who stalked 
through the Plaza as if all Buenos Ayres were his own. He 
wore a cloth jacket, over which he had thrown the poncho, that 
was to him what the top-coat had been to Major Sullivan, with 
the air of a grandee of the first class. His sheepskin breeches 
and silver-spurred riding boots, made by simply transferring the 
hide from a horse's hind leg to his own, left the knee bare. His 
head was covered with a wide sombrero, from beneath which 
the ends of a scarlet hanrlkerchief fell over his hair and 
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slioiilden. Silver buckles held his clothes together, and silver 
stnds marked the handle of the long, dagger-like knife that was 
stuck through his leather belt and worn so that all men might 
see and beware. 67 his side moved a very different figure. 
This was a slender young man dressed in the veiy height of 
Creole fashion, whose head scarcely reached the other's broad 
shoulders, and who, in point of muscle, looked as if he might 
be crushed like a thread-paper in a commonly strong hand. His 
complexion was not, like most of those which Lord Calmont 
had seen, either brown, black, or white, but an indescribable 
kind of dusky grey ; his hair, elaborately cut and curled, was 
jet black, long like an Indian's, and yet crisp like a quadroon's ; 
his lips were at the same time thin and large ; his eyes were 
black, quick, and piercing ; his forehead mean, and his small 
features as much like those of a cat as those of a man. The 
general air of those who thronged the Plaza was either careless 
or languid ; but the companion of the Oaucho looked awake, 
nervous and eager, like a lean panther who is ever prepared to 
spring even when out of sight both of his hunter and of his 
prey. It was his dress alone that connected him with the known 
races of mankind, for even the quick intelligence of his eyes was 
of the same order that may be seen every day in the speaking 
faces of cats and tigers — it was too quick, too intelligent, too 
purely mental and animal to belong to creatures with silent human 
souls. He wore a. short cloak, thrown open to display at least 
three gold watch-guards and a red flower in his buttonhole. 
His dark, supple fingers were resplendent with a profusion of 
rings, and flourished a gold-headed and tasselled cane. Had 
Lord Calmont been an experienced ethnologist, he would have 
recognised yet another specimen of the human race to add to 
his already increased collection. He would have noted the 
mongrel of the Parana and the Niger — an inheritor of the vices 
of two savage races untempered by any admixture of European 
lymph, who had managed to lacquer over his natural instincts 
with the vices of tropical civilisation besides. The Ghtucho 
looked able to devour a hundred such ; but if, as was likely 
enough, the two were on their way to some place where 
money might be lost and won, it was not the Zambi — as such 
half-breeds are called — who was the most likely to be devoured. 
So much for the two figures that most prominently caught 
the Englishman's observant and naturally artistic eye. But his 
observation was very far from resting there. Gkuchos, Zambis, 
Metis, mulattos, octoroons, quadroons, negroes, water-carriers, 



U» OLYMPIA. 

tolditrt, tailon, beggan, Indians, priests, and market-womeii 
wt>r<» all v«rj well as a first picture of Buenos Ayres when it 
was less like all other places than it is now ; bnt these, however 
pioturesqne, did not form the trae charm of the Plaza. The 
oreole ladies did not import villainous French fashions in those 
days ; and Lord Calmont was at once initiated into the world of 
the mantilla and the fan. Even if he failed to learn the com- 
plications of South American politics, the trouble of the journey 
was at once doubly repaid. 

So he strolled on and on, more and more interested at every 
step of the way, through street and square, past church and 
public building, without vulgarising the novelty of what he 
saw by asking a single question of anybody as to where he was 
or what he saw, till, without the warning given in northern 
climates, the light of the hot afternoon sank and died away. 
Then he learned something else — that he who is too proud or 
too poetically minded to go through the prosaic form of asking 
bis way at the beginning may find that, when he condescends 
to have the will, he may have lost the power. 

He was still in the city. But he was no longer among the 
paved streets or among its inhabitants. The road was broader 
than any of the steep and narrow lanes through which he had 
wandered after leaving the Plaza, while the blind-faced, one- 
storied houses that lined it on either side were growing fewer 
and farther between. He suddenly stopped, and became con- 
scious that, since he had passed throngh the labyrinth by day- 
light and in a dream, it would be manifestly impossible for him 
to retrace his steps by night and awake without a guide. He 
was not displeased, however : he wanted an adventure, and to 
lose one's way for an hour or two in a strange city is better 
than none at all. Such chances are as welcome to the true 
traveller in modem days as real danger used to be to the 
travellers of old. 

Just as he was lighting a cigar before setting out on his 
return to the streets in order to find some one who might 
understand his Spanish well enough to direct him to the Plaza 
de la Vittoria, a lady, whose &kce was carefully hidden by her 
lace veil, approached him at a quick pace ; and he was quite 
ready and willing to feel that so graceful a step and turn of the 
shoulders marked her out as the chance passenger of all others 
best qualified to put him in the right way. He had politely 
taken off his hat and was thinking as quickly as he could how- 
to address her in the most courteous Gastilian. But he was 
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disappointed. She only qniokened her pace, and was ont of 
apeaJdng distance before he had time to call the first word to 
his tongne. 

The evening was so soft and beantifnl, Lord Galmont was so 
young and so excited with his first realisation of a southern 
dream, the girl, though he had not caught a glimpse of her 
face, was so obviously in her carriage the queen of all the 
Mantillas, that it was impossible for him, without self-reproach, 
to return to his hotel in ignorance of the very colour of her 
eyes. He did not give a deliberate thought to the matter, but 
merely continued his stroll along the high-road — not following 
her exactly, and yet not turning back as if he had met' a lion 
in the path instead of a young woman. At all events, it was 
more in accordance with his present mood to prefer talang the 
same direction as a pair of pretty feet — so much he had seen — 
to taking the opposite. He had no intention of making more 
opportunities than he might happen to find — indeed, he had no 
conscious intention of any sort beyond postponiDg for a few un- 
important minutes the return to his hoteL No doabt there was 
some subtler attraction, for he had that evening seen some 
scores of pretty feet, and yet had felt no particals^ impulse to 
follow any but these. 

When one has abeady lost one's way, however, a pair of 
pretty feet are by no means the best of all possible guides for 
finding it again. The long heels and flat soles of a negro 
would have been more useful under the circumstances than the 
foot of Cinderella. Still the few minutes' additional walk in 
the trail of an unknown lady, who ought to be beautiful, under 
the beams of the Southern Cross, might serve to prevent his 
first experience of Buenos Ayres being quite so adventureless as 
if he had only landed at Boalogne. So on he lounged, with his 
cigar in his mouth and his hands in his trousers pockets, after 
the manner and custom of his country, dreaming of nothing in 
particalar and thinking of nothing at all, while the night breeze 
began to spring up and the stars to multiply, till it seemed dis- 
graceful, under their light, to look upon beds and suppers as 
the all-important things they really are. At last, however, 
even Lord Calmont, though disposed to walk as far as the 
Andes, began to think his aimless pursuit of the Mantilla some- 
thing like a goose-chase in which the title referred to the 
hunter instead of the quarry. In short, he began to feel hungry. 

Once more he was about to turn — ^when, lo ! the hoped-for 
adventure camci 
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The Toad was, for some distance at least, as straight as a 
highway in Pmssiay so that the gradual approach of two 
figures was plainly visible while the figures themselves were 
still far off : nor, though it was night, did Lord Galmont fail to 
recognise in the moonlight the two men whose peculiar pic- 
turesqueness he had admired with the eye of a painter an hour 
or two ago — the Gkkucho and his companion the ZambL At 
any rate, these, if not the same, were another Gaucho and 
another Zambi, as like the first pair as a couple of twins or 
fetches. They were of course coming towards the lady of the 
veil : and, the nearer they came, the plainer it was to see that 
the Gkkucho had not spent the time quite so temperately as 
became one who doubtless plumed himself on belonging to the 
soberest of all European races. But, however things might 
have gone with the stronger man, the Zambi still undulated 
onwards with the same light and elastic step, and guided his 
companion more safely along the broken footpath than he had 
prolMbbly conducted him that day in other ways. The Graucho 
was shouting out a song so loudly that his refrain must have 
been audible for a quarter of a mile — something about some 
Pepita with coral lips and sunbright eyes. If truth is in 
wine, the Gaucbo's heart was tender, and was running upon 
Pepitas. 

Something made Lord Calmont quicken his own pace and 
take his fists from his pockets. It was just as well he did so* 
for the lady found it far less easy to pass the Spaniard than she 
had found it to pass the Englishman. The Gaucho was no 
doubt piqued and ofiended by the very evident care she took to 
give him the wall in passing. He shook his friend off, swung 
to one side, and in a moment had thrown his arm round the 
neck of the girl, who set up a shrill scream. 

Lord Calmont ran forward as &st as any man could run, and 
was just in time to give the Gaucho a considerable surprise. 
His lips, instead of meeting the soft cheek of a Senorita, crashed 
against the hard knuckles of an Englishman. He recoiled with a 
loud oath, and his hand, leaving the girl's shoulder, flew to the long 
silver-handled knife that was stuck in his belt so as to be ready to 
strike anything or anybody at a moment's notice, from an ox to a 
Patagonian. The lady ran behind her unlooked-for champion, 
who stood before her in a certain attitude that he had learned 
at Oxford, and tbat he knew, by practice as well as theory, ren- 
dered him a match for any odds of size or strength, short of two 
to one. 
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Nor did his opponents, though there were two of them, seem 
likely to take advantage of their nambers. One of tb<^m at 
least was sober. The Zambi, it is true, had made no attempt to 
protect the young lady ; but then a dandy of bis feeble build 
could not be expected to put himself bodily in the way of the 
caprices of a giant like the Gaucho. He leaned against tbe wall, 
covered his face with the end of his cloak, and counselled pru- 
dence. 

*^ Be off, Pablo," he said, in a hurried whisper to his friend. 
'* The Senorita belongs to you know who, who can buy you the 
garotte if you go beyond your bargain. You know best if you 
care for an interview with the alcalde; steady your heels and 
run for it; the Yankee will have enough to do with looking 
after tbe Senorita, unless you very much wish him to remember 
your face when he sees you again." 

Had Lord Calmont been a master of the politics of the place 
instead of an unmatriculated student, he would have conjectured 
from the words of the half-breed, which his quickened blood 
enabled him to catch sufficientlv well, that the latter had reasons 
of his own, beyond those of ordinary prudence, for keeping clear 
of a brawl that might fall under the cognisance of the authorities, 
and therefore for avoiding any possible witness or informer. But 
the Gkkucho was as much less timid, or prudent, as he was cer- 
tainly less sober. 

**Let him look on me and welcome," he said. *' He has 
struck a Hidalgo, so it matters not what he sees, for he 
looks on any man for the last time." With this vaunt, he 
drew his knife, and came on like a Cornish giant upon — ^well, on 
the giant-killer. 

He had not reached close quarters when one well -delivered 
blow struck the knife from his hand, and another, equally well 
thrown into his face, was followed instantly by a third, which 
sent him reeling down into the road. The lady screamed out 
again, bat did not move — she was either too frightened or too 
fascinated by the battle. Lord Calmont, as the Gaucho 
struggled to his feet, picked up the knife and broke the blade ; 
and then, not caring to exercise unnecessary forbearance with a 
would-be assassin, suddenly secured the arm of the half-stunned 
and wholly bewildered Gaucho by a grip, well known to con- 
stables, that places a prisoner in the dilemma of having to 
choose between passive obedience and a broken arm. Superior 
sobriety had, of course, rendered his victory easier, but still the 
complete conquest of a small man's naked fist over a large man's 
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naked knife was too signal not to make him ezcnsablj proud of 
his feat of arms. 

'^ Now," he said with a smile, '* I think you will know me 
again, and I am sure I shall know you. Pray go home at once, 
mademoiselle," he said to the young lady ; " I can manage very 
well, you see, till you are out of harm's way. As for you, my 
friend, I don't mean by any means to look on your fiEuse for the 
last time. From something your Mend let drop I fancy you're 
somebody whom the alcalde, or whoever it is, will be glad to be 
introduced to ; and though I don't care about that, I do care 
that young ladies should not run any more risk of meeting you 
in a dark road." 

He naturally supposed that the Zambi had preferred the 
safety of flight to mixing himself up in the afiOedr by aiding his 
friend. But scarcely had the last words left his lips than some- 
thing happened which he could scarcely afterwards remember 
far less describe. 

As though all that had taken place that day had been a con- 
fused dream, a sudden darkness came over his eyes, and a rush, 
as of a thousand roaring waves, through his ears. It is not unusual 
to wake from an exceptionally vivid dream with the sensation of 
falling through space till the sleeper is brought with a hard 
shock to the ground. Lord Calmont fell through a thousand 
feet at least ; and when he woke, the (raucho, the Zambi, 
the Senorita, the stars, the road itself had all faded away, and 
his eyes met nothing more than a whitewashed ceiling. It was 
all as if he had, indeed, been dreaming a dream, and had been 
called for chapel more abruptly than usual by his scout at 
St. Kenelm's. 



CHAPTER Vin. 

She's o#er the border and awa' — 
Wi' Jook o' Hazeldeaa. 

It was not when he first set foot on a strange continent that 
Lord Calmont entered into a new world. Ocelum non cmimufn 
fiwUai — America is but another Europe to those who arrive 
with letters of introduction, a purse well filled, and a name well 
handled. But now, though as yet he knew it not, he had 
entered a new life that may turn even a man's native parish 
into a new world. The whole breadth of the Atlantic Ocean 
lay between him and England ; the whole ocean of death, so far 
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as men may cross it without actually dying, lay between him 
and the life that he had left on the other side of the sea« 

Having satiated themselyes with the whitewashed ceiling, 
his eyes naturally passed to the naked walls and floor, in which 
not even fancy could recognise tHe phantom of his old rooms at 
St. Kenelm's. All was bare and dark, and the narrow window 
was unglazed and closely barred. " I must surely be in prison," 
he thought— if the chance companionship of wandering eyes 
with a wandering brain can be called thinking. '' Let me see — 
what haye I done ? — I have been in a row — but town and gown 
isn't a South American institution, I suppose — and what on 
earth induced me to celebrate my arrival by getting into a row P 
And I must have come out of it badly, too ; I'm as weak as a 
rat, as a baby. Well, I came out to learn things, and one may 
as well begin by studying prisons and criminal procedure. I 
suppose the right thing would be to communicate with the 
English consul, or somebody of that sort. No, but I won't 
though. When luck sends one a real adventure, it's shabby and 
sneaking to run crying to a consul. I'll go in for the incognito, 
and see everything through and down to the bottom. A chance 
of being personally acquainted with a foreign ^aol doesn't come 
to a man every day. I suppose my confounded accent won't 
let me hide that I'm an Englishman, but I'll be plain John Francis. 
Hulloa ! Do they employ women for turnkeys here ? Here — 
Madam," he tried to. call out in Spanish, " what have I done to 
be put in gaol P " 

He had suddenly caught sight of an old negress, crouched 
together in a comer, who, on hearing the sound of his voice, 
rose to her feet and trotted to his bed-side. She laid her finger 
on her lips, nodded her head, shook it, handed him a glass half 
full of some unknown drink, and left the room. 

E^her the drink or the effort of trying to think sent him off 
into a dosse. When he woke again he saw, not the negress, but 
a little yellow, priest-like looking man, with magnificent black 
eyes that regarded him g^vely and curiously* He would have 
risen in his bed sufficiently to bow, but he was not strong 
enough, and fell back again. 

'* May I ask you, sir," he asked, as politely as vexation with 
his own weakness allowed, " what I have done to be put in g^ol ? 
I suppose vou are either the governor, or the chaplain, or the 
physician r " 

<* He speaks — all the Saints be praised ! " exclaimed the 
visitor. " She was right ; he lives. But calm yourself, my 
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dear — dear sir ; I am neither priest, phjaician, nor governor. 
Pedro Sanchez is mj name, a hamble merchant of Buenos 
Ajres. Yon, sir, are — I have the inestimable honour of addiess- 

IDg • 

*' John Francis, sir, from London. I am proud to make your 
acquaintance, I am sure, and would ask you to sit down, if I 
could see a chair. But, if you are neither governor, doctor, 
nor chaplain, why " 

" John Francis ? — John Francis ? " asked Don Pedro, with a 
puzzled air ; '' I thought — Aha ! " he suddenly went on, with a 
quick look of intelligence : '^ John Francis — I see. I have heard 
the name of John before ; it is, I believe, in your country, a dis- 
tinguished name. Mr. John, you see before you one whose 
heart is one fathomless abyss of eternal gratitude, too deep for a 
plain man to dive for words. You are a brave man, Mr. John 
— a noble heart and a strong arm. That your heroic courage 
did not cost you your life, all the Saints be praised. Honour 
me, Mr. John, by deigning to accept all I have in the world." 

"That is very good of yon, Don Sanchez — very kind and 
liberal indeed. If I have done you any service — which must 
have been in a previous state of existence " 

'* If, Mr. John P Is saving my only child from the assault of 
a brutal ruffian nothing P " 

" Ah — the Senorita P Yes, I do remember knocking a fellow 
down for being rude to a young lady ; but I seem to have got 
the worst of it, somehow. Indeed it was nothings — ^what else 
could I doP But the youDg lady — I hope she got home 
safely, and is well P Only haven't they taiken up the wrong 
manP" 

" My Olympia, Mr. John, is a prey to anxiety — she has not 
eaten, drunk, or slept night or day since the knife of that 
accursed Zambi " 

*' I was stabbed, then ? I see." 

" She has nursed you like her own brother, Mr. John. She 
insisted on it, though I own it was against custom — but what 
would you P Gratitude, Mr. John, knows nothing of custom, 
and Olympia is Gratitude. So I let her have her way." 

" What-— I have been nursed through an illness by a young 
lady P And I am not in gaol, after all P '* 

*^You are beneath my humble roof, Mr. John — or, let me 
say, beneath the roof that was mine, but is now yours." 

" There — pray say no more about that. I must have been a 
terrible trouble to you — ^it is I who ought to be grateful. And 
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the jonng ladj — ^Mademoiaelle Sanchez — I cannot resfc till I 
have seen my nurse " 

'* Pardon me, Mr. John. When you were ill I could not say 
*No.' To set custom at defiance was then a sacred duty c^ 
gratitude and hospitality. But now you are well, it is a 
different thing. I must leave you to old Dolores now." 

"What — to the coloured ladyP Well, I suppose you are 
right ; but there can be no harm in just saying ' Thank you ' to 
one who has saved my life — I shall be in a fever till that is 
done." 

" If you tell me that— on your word of honour, Mr. John— 
that your inestimable health is concerned, that alters the case, of 
course. He, Mr. John, is a bad physician who attends to the 
body and not to the mind. Besides, all I have is yours, and 
your will is my law." 

** Then, if you please, I will say * Thank you ' now." 

" Aha, Mr. John," said Don Pedro to himself as he left the 
room to fetch his daughter. '* If the name pleases you, it pleases 
me too. If anything should happen, nobody can blame me — I 
can't be supposed to know that Mr. John means anything more 
than Mr. John." 

" Well, I suppose I had better stick to my new name now," 
thought Lord Calmont. *' I shan't put these people out, and I 
dhall see them as they are — ^and my life would have no peace if 
it got about among any of my countrymen and women here 
that my father's son was prostrate and defenceless against their 
kind inquiries. And then the news of my accident would reach 
home somehow, and that would never do. No, I won't lose the 
advantages of a travelling name— I wonder I didn't think of 
taking one before." 

He had almost dropped off into another doze when his eyelids 
were arrested in the very act of closing by catching sight of a 
second pair of black eyes. His instinct had not misled him in 
making sure that the veiled face, when seen, would not belie the 
graceful figure and the little feet that had led him into the 
house of Don Pedro. 

" This, Mr. John, is my Olympia," said his host, *' who has 
come to thank you in person. 1 on thank this gentleman with 
all your heart, don't you, my Olympia P " 

" With all my heart," she said, in a soft, rich, vibrating voice 
that completed the quick work of her eyes upon one who had 
called himself, more truly than he intended, a prostrate and 
defenceless man. The atmosphere of romance, of wounded 
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knightfl nursed into life again by beantifal and nnknown 
princesses, was in itself a fertile field for a swifb harvest from 
such eyes and words. He half raised himself^ and tried to say 
something, but failed. 

" There, that will do, Olympia," said her father. ** Mr. John 
must not be disturbed any more now. We must leave him to 
Dolores. Can I do anything for you, Mr. John P Have you 
business here P " 

" None, thank you — only to get well, and that's nearly done 
now — and to tell Mademoiselle Sanchez " 

" Plenty of time for that, Mr. John," said Don Pedro. " You 
are not strong yet : and, if you have no calls of business, you 
can't do better than make it your business to get strong. I have 
a quvniaj what you call a country house, a few miles from here, 
where I generally pass part of the summer, and if you like a 
country life " 

" Of all things !— K)nly the trouble — and for a stranger " 

" You will offend me, Mr. John, if you say a word more." 

But would the Senorita also be at the quinta ? Don Pedro 
appeared to read and answer his most secret thought when he 
turned to his daughter and added — 

"I still think you want change, Olympia. But — on the 
whole — I think the air of the quinia will be better for you even 
than Santa F6. It is certainly a little dull there. We will all 
go to the quinia as soon as our convalescent is strong enough to 
be moved," 

Lord Calmont did not offend his host by saying another word. 
He was only too willing to have his movements guided by the 
father of a daughter with such eyes as those of the Senorita. 
Meanwhile he must make haste to escape from the care of 
Dolores, whose humble hands, it is to be feared, deserved a 
considerable amount of the gratitude that he bestowed upon the 
delicate 'fingers which, as he delighted to fancy, had been busy 
about his pillow while he was unable to distinguish between 
white and brown. 

And so it came to pass that, while Lord Calmont was supposed 
by his family and friends to be leading the life of an adventurous 
traveller, and to be making the most of his time and energy, 
he was, in reality, dreaming his weeks away in an enchanted 
g^den outside the world. 

At the quinta Don Pedro, his daughter, and his guest lived 
entirely alone. Before long, and by degrees, the host himself 
praotioEblly slipped out of the trio. The trio became a duet, and 
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the whole Universe shrank, or expanded, into a Paradise 
inhabited by a single son of Adam and a single daughter of Eve. 

Lord Galmont had no calls of business, duty, pleasure, friend- 
ship, or acquaintanceship to draw him from Olympiads side. 
He did not even regret the convalescence that prevented his 
making any expeditions in search of sport or farther adventure, 
beyond the immediate neighbourhood of the quinta. He never, 
from morning till night, exchanged a word of conversation with 
anybody but her. And yet, wonderful to say, her society never 
palled. 

She was not clever, she had no tastes, thoughts, opinions, or 
ideas in common with his own. Had she not been so supremely 
beautiful in his eyes he must soon have suspected that her 
tastes, thoughts, opinions, and ideas were undiscoverable less 
by reason of their profundity than by reason of their absence. 
But then her eyes were brimful of mind and soul — and he was 
not yet old enough to have found out that the minds and souls 
of many people are confined to their eyes. Her voice harmon- 
ised with her face: and he did not remember that the most 
captivating voice on record, the voice of her whom Pan loved, 
was that of a nymph without even so much of body as a heart — 
of Echo, who has not a single thought or feeling of her own. 
Such are the women who inspire the love which, at its first 
footsteps, strides over all the bounds of reason : who are loved 
unreasonably because they are loved without reasonable cause. 
Our friends and lovers do not paJl until we hnow them : and 
he could not feel that he fully knew her so long as the magic of 
her eyes and voice prevented him from discovering how little 
there was about her to be known. If she misunderstood him, 
it was of course the fault of his imperfect Spanish : if she was 
silent, it was of course because she thought and felt the more : 
if she said what in others would have seemed stupid — but that 
was never : sweet voices never say stupid things. 

He was not accustomed to self-questioning. He did not care 
to tell himself that, even in his new life, he was still something 
more than plain John Francis, who loved a merchant's daughter, 
or that his romance must have some sort of end. He realised 
nothing but his present Paradise ; and doubting not its truth, 
forbore from reducing it to words which must of necessity lead 
to all kinds of hateful things — ^to explanations, to letters to and 
from home, to a possible parting for a time that would seem an 
age — ^in any case to a change. Let this go on, if not for ever, 
yet for as long as the licence of such rare dreams may allow. 
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But, alas, soch lioenoe may not last for long, however deep 
may be the sleep, and however heedfuUy the waking hour may 
be delayed. 

What scope is there for history in the course of such a 
wooing P It was indeed a dream — ^an idyll — a stray lyric that 
found its way into a life that Nature had written in honest, 
straightforward prose. It was like no love story of common 
days. It contained none of the elements that merge the 
chapter of courtship into the whole volume of life, and prevent 
it from assuming the proportions of a mountain in a flat land. 
As long as Lord Galmont lived, this strange experience of 
Arcadia must stand out alone, and overshadow all his coming 
years. There was no strain of commonness to mar its entire 
perfection. There could be neither jealousies nor quarrels, 
neither interruptions nor interferences ; even Time stood still, 
and the whisper of common sense was not only unheard, bat 
dumb. He, while still in his first youth, and in days when 
young men were really young, had fallen upon a comer of the 
golden age. No wonder that, consciously or unconsciously, he 
was utterly enthralled by a passion which formed the whole of 
a new life, and that could not die while he himself had a breath 
left to draw. 

He had no definite intention of breaking the spell of the en- 
chanted garden when, at the close of one long, languid after- 
noon, his heart, at last, melted into half -spoken words, incapable 
of expression nntil written language becomes capable of repro- 
ducing looks, voices, and tones. He knew not what he himself 
was saying, but he knew that these words, at least, she could 
understand. No more than the merest shadow of suspense gave 
zest to the answer that he felt was sure to come. He dared, at 
last, to touch her hand ; his eyes and ears were hanging on the 
breath that was to herald the expected word of words — when, 

'* Qt)od evening, Mr. John!" said the voice of Don Pedro, 
drily and quietly, close to his shoulder. 

That he, who had hitherto kept himself so conveniently out 
of the way until his very existence had become almost forgotten, 
should have waited tiU such a moment to recall himself to 
mind — it was scarcely to be borne. The looked-for word was 
lost — Lord Galmont started round, and a look from her father 
had the effect of sending the Senorita towards the house. Don 
Pedro's simple " Good evening " had brought the idyll to an 
end. 

'* It is late, Mr. John," Don Pedro continued in the samo 
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tone, " for a girl to be ont of doors — ^the evenings are nofc very 
safe here. But the night air won't hurt yon and me. I fear I 
have been bnt an inhospitable and inattentive host, Mr. John — 
but bnsiness is bosiness : I needn't say that to an Englishman. 
I am at leisnre for an honr, for once, however. Let ns talk." 

Lord Calmont was something more than merely angry — and 
Don Pedro had never made any objection to his daughter being 
ont in the night air before. There was nothing to be done, 
however, but to light a cigar silently and to be resigned. 

'* Yon are silent, Mr. John," said Don Pedro, after a panse, 
and in a quicker tone. '* Perhaps yon can guess what I mean 
by an honr's talk with you. I am a father, Mr. John, though 
yon may not remember it ; and, though I am no spy, a father's 
ears are quick ; I have heard all. It is lucky I was in time." 

" You mean I love Olympia," he answered simply. " It is 
true. ' 

" And, Mr. John," went on the other, sternly, " do you call it 
the part of a gentleman to take advantage of the gratitude of 
an old man and a simple girl to make love in secret — to fill her 
with alf sorts of fancies — to — ^in short, to deceive me " 

" I should have thought it was plain enough, Don Sanchez. 
How ean I, how can any man help loving Oljmpia? How 
can I help telling her soP Is one master of one's words 
when " 

'* Certainly one is, Mr. John. If you loved her in the right 
way, you would have come to me." 

" What — ^before I am certain of her own feelings P That i^ 
not the way in my country. But, if I have done wrong, forgive 
me. I come to yon now." 

" Yes, Mr. John, now that I have x^ome to you." 

'* What does it signify P I should have come to you in an 
honr, I hope, to ask for Olympia." 

" As your wife P " 

" As my wife. You may trust her to me " 

'* Softly, softly, Mr. John. She is as dear to me as you. 
Perhaps even dearer. But let that pass. The question is, 
what do I know of you P You drop here from the clouds. It 
is true, I love you as my own son, but a son isn't a son-in- 
law. I say nothing about means — nothing about family : what 
are riches and honours but dross in the sight of Heaven and 
an honest manP But you are an Englishman, and, as a 
heretic " 

" Is that your only objection P " 
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" Well — ^if you press me like tbat, I suppose that is alL** 

Lord Galmont seized his hand. "Don Sanchez — yon are 
making me the happiest man in the world ! On my hononr I 
tell yon that all I long for is to make Olympia my wife — to 
make her as happy as yon can make me, if yon will. As to a 
difference of religion, that's nothing — she shall keep her own 
faith, and if I keep mine that will show that being loyal in one 
thing I shall be loyal in alL" 

** Yon are a brave man, Mr. John : now yon are acting like a 
gentleman." 

" Yon consent then ? " 

Don Pedro relaxed his features, allowed himself to smile, and 
held out his hand. 

" Ah, Mr. John, Mr. John I I fear I'm not acting like a pru- 
dent man. But — well, well, I mustn't break my child's heart 
if you've both made up your minds. There, bless you, my dear 



son* 



" But, sir — ^your consent is not hers — ^will she ? " 

" Bah ! You know that better than I. There — go and finish 
what you were going to say. Or stay — ^perhaps I will see her 
first, and send her to you. Without my leave, Mr. John, she 
would think it her duty to say ' No.' " 

" How can I ever thank you ? You are more than g^neroas 
—yon accept me at once, without a question " 

'* There are no questions between men like us, Mr. John. I 
am a judge of men. I might refuse a grandee, but I welcome 
you, though I know no more than your name. And, though I 
lam not so rich as people think me " 

*'I ask no dowry, Don Pedro. Forgave me for having 
deceived you in one thing." 

" Deceived me P You P " 

" My name is not John : and Francis is not my surname, but 
nfiy Christian name. I am the bearer of this letter to you from 
Bristol. I have not presented it, for I wished to improve the 
ntroduction of my friend the Zambi in my own way." 

The time had come for the Prince to declare himself in all 
his glory. Truly Don Sanchez had acted with a simple faith 
that marked him out as the one man in a million who deserves 
a rich reward. He read the letter, and returned it with a low 
bow. 

" You, then, are this great English lord ? " 

" I am Lord Galmont — my father is Earl, or Count I snppose 
you would call it, of Wendale." 
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Don Pedro heayed a deep sigli, and lifted his shoulders to his 
ears. 

" Then, Mr. then, my Lord Galmont — ^the honour of 

such an alliance is one that, however I may regret it for my 
poor Olympia's sake, is one that I must gratefully decline. 
Yes : firmly decline. Your illustrious father, my Lord Galmont, 
IB a great nobleman. It shall never be said that Pedro SancLez 
entrapped his son." He turned away his &ce to conceal the 
slightest of smiles. 

'* And who the devil will say — when you did not even know 
my name " 

" Who will say, you ask ? Pray, what answer do you expect 
to receive from the Count, your illustrious father ? Will he 
say ' Yes ' or ' No ' P I am glad you have told me this at once 
very glad, even though my poor child — heart-broken " 

Lord Galmont moved impatiently, and tossed his cigar into 
the river. He was much too far cone to submit to another 
obstacle now, whatever it might be, and the word *' heart- 
broken " was not to be borne. 

'* Don Sanchez," he said, resolutely, *' my father may object 
at first, but I am my own master — ^my happiness is my own. 
When he sees my wife, he will approve my choice — who would 
not, when she is once seen and known ? I will write to my 
father at once, and tell him all." 

"And if he says 'No?'" 

" He may not say * No.' But, if he does, I have pledged you 
my honour ; and Olympia must always be first to me of ail the 
world." 

" You are indeed a noble young man ! But — suppose your 
father disinherits you ? What shall you say then P " 

" That is impossible. If you ask any English lawyer, he will 
explain to you that my position cannot be altered in any way. 
I don't know the Spanish for ' entailed,' but I can tell you, and 
Messrs. Gorbet, or anybody you know in England, can tell you 
the same, that I can lose nothing. Besides, my father would 
never think of dividing the estates from the title, even if he 
had the power." 

Don Pedro smiled again. 

" Ah ! You are quite sure, then, that a marriage with my 
daughter can injure you in no way P " 

" In no way. It is impossible." 

*' You are perfectly free from the control of the Gount, your 
illustrious father P " 
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" Perfeoily. And thoagH I would not displease him '* 

" Of course not. I, too, am a father. But shall I advise you 
as if you were already a son of my own ? — Well, then, I should 
say, make all thfugs safe at once — marry first, and write after- 
wards. Even if they have not the power, people are apt to 
interfere, and useless interference is a folly. And we, too, must 
be considered. I make it a condition of my consent that all 
shall be over before we can be accused of knowing who you are. 
Not even Olympia must know your trae name till the ceremony is 
over. That is my condition, my will. We must be as free from 
suspicion as we are above deserving it. Now, how long will it 
take a letter to reach your illustrious father P How long more 
to g^t an answer P How long more for you to send a reply P 
How long more for his ultimatum P Heaven knows how long 
it would be before all is arranged. And, meanwhile, what use, 
when there can be but one end, when all is said and done P " 

The suggestion, though ill according with Lord Calmont's 
natural straightforwardness, agreed with his secret inclinations 
only too well. Don Pedro had boasted not untruly when he 
declared himself a judge of men. The son of Lord Wendale 
knew what his father's answer would most certainly be, and, as 
Don Pedro had taken care to make him assert, he neither would 
nor could give up Olympia now, in spite of a hundred fathers. 
Besides, how could he look in the face Don Pedro's interminable 
vista of inevitable delays P And then the chains that bound 
him to his English life had been thoroughly loosened ; and, in 
any case, it would be best to take the bull by the horns. It was 
settled then, tacitly, that he should not write a word home till he 
could announce the tidings that Lord and Lady Oalmont were 
on their way from Buenos Ayres to Beckfield. 

" And you are quite sure — on your honour," said Don Pedro, 
ending a little speech of which the beginning had failed to rouse 
him from his reverie ; " you are quite sure that, once married, 
you are safe — that my daughter will have brought you no 
harmP" 

" If I were only as certain of her consent, of her love, as I am 
that she could bring me nothing but all the good and all the 
happiness in the world ! " 

'* As to that, we will go and see," said Don Pedro. 

The idyll was over, and Lord Galmont emerged from it an 
engaged man. But what mattered the termination of a dream 
idyll when a more glorious reality had sprung therefrom ? From 
the moment when Don Pedro led Olympia by the hand to Lord 
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Calmont, and formally gave her to him as his promised wife, 
her manner towards him seemed to thaw. She began to live, and 
he felt himself to be the canse. The Arcadian life flew on with 
swifter wings towards the marriage day, without a shadow 
under which reflection or doubt might find room to sit and 
brood. His betrothed became doubly charming — she still spoke 
little, but she made her eyes, her ears, her hands, her words, 
her ways his own. He thought he read her through and 
through. Only one phrase was spoken that he failed to com- 
prehend, and that was not spoken by her. 

Once — ^it was in the first days of their betrothal — he had asked 
her to sing, and she had begged to be excused. He would have 
yielded, as a matter of course, but Don Pedro, who was now 
present with them a little too often, came up and whispered in 
her ear, '^ Santa F^ ! " Lord Calmont scarcely noticed such a 
trifle, nor thought of connecting it with the fact that she never 
excused herself from singing again. 

At last the day arrived when Lord Calmont and Olympia 
Sanchez were to be married privately and quietly in a little 
chapel not far from the quvnta. 

The bridegroom was already before the altar, waiting impa- 
tiently, but feeling little of the nervousness that afiects most men 
on the morning of their wedding-day. It was the climax of a 
dream. The priest was celebrating a low mass, so that his punctual 
presence was safe, and the bride was to arrive in another short half 
hour. There was nothing wonderful in her being five minates 
late, or ten, or even fifteen. Twenty minutes gave a full allowance 
for delays in dressing — thirty allowed a margin that was over full. 
But at the end of thre% quarters of an hour by his watch, he 
began to think over what could possibly have gone wrong. 

It was not till the end of an hour that the bride's father hur- 
ried into the chapel, alone. 

For a moment the bridegroom hardly recognised the soft- 
mannered, priest-like Don Pedro. The discharged English clerk, 
indeed, had once seen him in a rage that might or might not 
have been real. But there was no doubt about the rage this 
time. The chapel itself did not restrain so good a- heretic-hater 
from bringing out a volley of good round oaths, and his magni- 
ficent black eyes were in a blaze. 

" She is gone," was all that Lord Calmont could comprehend. 

And she was gone — on the morning of her wedding-day, 
without leaving behind trace, word, or sign. Nobody could 
throw any light upon the matter — not even old Dolores, who 
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IcDew most things. They searched high and low, they inquired 
diligently all over the country; but nobody could give the 
slightest link of a clue. 

That she had elox)ed with a lover was the last thought that 
could possibly occur to her bridegroom's unsuspecting mind. 
There was no ground for imagining even the existence of an 
impossible rived: and, if there had been, to doubt the fiuth of 
her whom he loved with such blind and utter devotion would 
have been the very depth of sacrilege. It was quite another sort 
of suspicioit that occurred to him. The country was disturbed, 
and infested with desperadoes and adventurers of all kinds, as 
he himself had the beist reason to know. What was more likely, 
considering Don Pedro's reputed wealth, than that his daughter 
had been carried off in order to be held to ransom P The strange 
ignorance of the few people who lived round the quinta seemed 
to him an additional ground for suspicion. Don Pedro only 
swore and stormed. 

Late in the evening, however, a rumour found its way to the 
quvnta that a covered waggon, containing a lady, had passed 
through a place some miles to the westward since the morning. 
Don Pedro had gone to the city to put himself in communication 
with slowly-moving justice. But Lord Calmont, at the first 
arrival of the report, saddled the best horse he could find, left a 
message for Don Pedro, and set out, alone, in the direction of 
which he had heard. 

He left the quinta at a gallop — and from that moment the 
heir of Lord Wendale was never heard of more. And thus 
it came to pass that Arthur, the patron of Forsyth the Painter, 
aMas Francis the Forger, became, in due time, tenth Earl of 
Wendale. 



PART II.—LACHESIS. 

CHAPTER I. 

If four times five were fifty, 

And one made thirty more, 
Then joath at one-and-twenty 

Were wiser than four score. 
But, since b^ book and table 

Oar Bnmming most be done, 
A head, at one-and-twenty, 

Is— only twenty-one. 

HowBTEB it may have seemed in Lord Galmont's Arcadia, Time 
is not, elsewhere, in the habit of standing still. Neither Jnlia, 
nor Caroline, nor Marian Pender, nor Oerald Westwood the son 
of John, nor Olympia Westwood the daughter of Charley, was 
doomed to eternal childhood, or so mnch beloved by the gods as 
to die young. The idyll of the lost Lord Calmont, though 
belonging to days before any of these young people were bom, 
has parenthetically served the purpose of those useful words 
famiUar to the spectators of five-act dramas — ** Here elapses a 
space of ten years." 

Such arbitrary pauses are less unreal than they seem. There 
is this peculiarity about ten 3rears, that, in the retrospect, they 
appear to be shorter than one. Twenty years seems shorter 
still : and perhaps a hundred years, to those who manage to bear 
so many burthens, seems to be shorter than a day. It is hours 
and minutes that are long : and in any case some of Olympiads 
hours were long ages to her. And yet ten years of them were 
as nothing. At the end of them she was as young, if not 
younger, than when she was a little old woman who had beg^n 
life at the wrong end. £Vom a little old woman she had grown 
up into a young girl. 

Once more, however, must we pause before rejoining the girl 
who had lived through nearly ninety thousand hours at The 
Laurels in Ghressford St. Mary since that eventful day when 
Oerald had not been drowned in Lyke Wood pond. The stage 
18 crowded, and must be cleared : and there are others than she 
who have their parts to play. 

K 
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Jnst ten jears after the adventme of the pond, His Majesty's 
ship Lapwing arriyed in Spithead, after a long absence on the 
Paoifio station. The crew had been paid off, and some of the 
joungeT officers had celebrated their arrival in home waters and 
their speedy parting, by a snpper on shore, that had gone off 
gloriously. It was daylight when two yonng men left the inn- 
door and walked along tiie street, steadily enough, but very 
decidedly arm-in-arm, as though each found four legs better 
than two : as if a pair of bipeds hfiA been transformed into a 
single quadruped under the genial effects of friendship and 
wine. 

The taller of the two was a good-looldng young fellow of about 
one or two and twenty. The shorter, and younger, was a ronnd- 
^Msed, ftkir^somplezioned lad, with good broad shoulders, thickly 
curling brown hair, and eyes that were almost blue. 

''Well, Westwood," said the former, "what are you up to 
now P If it was earlier, or later, and if I knew my bearings — 
here, hold up, old man, can't you P You're half-screwed. West- 
wood, that's what you are." 

" And you're the other half, Tom Harris, and a trifle over. 
I'll tell you what I'm going to do— I'm going to turn in." 

" Turn in P Whoever heard of turning in r What's o'clock ? 
Past five — and the coach goes at six. What's the good of tum- 
inginP" 

'* Ah, I'm luckier than you. I've got a good six hoilrs before 
me." 

" What — aren't you coming up too P " 

" You forget, old fellow : I'm only going near Melmouth." 

Tom Harris withdrew his arm, lean^ against a shop door, and 
looked at his companion solemnly and sadly. 

'* Gerald Westwood^lo you mean seriously to tell me'that you 
have returned to the shores of your native land after three years* 
absence, and are not going up to town P " 

Gerald felt the shame that yoang men used to feel in his day 
when accused by those whose greater knowledge of life they 
reverenced of doing anything that might be stigmatised as 
'' slow." But he laughed off the accusation, and said — 

'' You see, old fellow, I've got people expecting me at home, 
and I suppose one must do the right sort of thing by them, you 
know. Or else there's nothing I should like better than running 
up with you." 

" Oh, hang the people. Come up with me, and we'll have a 
spree." 
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** I should like it tremendoaslj ! — But — you see, Fye writ- 
ten " 

'* Oh, but be hanged. Look here, Westwood, I shall take it 
confoundedly ill of you if you don't come. IVe got people, too, 
and all that sort of thing : but you don't suppose I let them 
know when to expect me to a day ? You come along, and we'll 
put up somewhere — I know where to go — ^and make a night of 
it, and then I'll see you into the Melmouth coach, and drive 
home myself like a good boy. Half-past five — half an hour to 
make up your mind. Gt)ing — going — Gome, don't be a good 

little boy for once in a way — going — going " 

Gbrald was really longing to see the father, mother, sisters, 
and perhaps the first cousin also, whom he had not seen for three 
years : and he knew also they were longing to see him. One 
oomes back like a hero after a three years' absence, eyen if one 
has done nothing heroic, and he had some presents from abroad 
that were burning holes at the bottom of his box in their anxiety 
to be released and delivered. '* Oa/ri luoghi, vi rawiso " was a 
sweeter song than the rather thick accents of even so fine a 
fellow as Tom Harris. But it is a song of which one is a little 
ashamed until the Oort Luoghi are no longer to be found, and 
the voice of Tom, however thick it might chance to be, was to 
Gerald Westwood always that of a siren. After three whole 
years, what mattered the absence of one more day P Not only 
was he ashamed of his domestic tendencies, but he was really 
tempted by the thought of a night in London in the company 
of his guide, philosopher, and friend. It was moreover the 
hour of nighty or morning, when impulse reigns, and he said, — 
"Gone." 

The journey, commenced in the fresh morning air, swept 
away his home sickness : and he enjoyed a curious and delightful 
sensation of doing something very wrong indeed when the coach 
began to carry him farther and farther away from the latitude 
and longitude of Gressford St. Mary. The chains of discipline 
fell off him link by link, and he felt himself all at once a man 
of the world. Was he, an officer in His Majesty's Navy, who 
had served his country ever since he was a boy, and was on 
the road to see life — ^was he to be tied to his mother's apron- 
strings ? Not he : and the triumph of his return would be all 
the greater for being delayed. He wished he had not written 
that letter to announce his punctual arrival at the door of 
the Black Prince at a certain hour, but that couldn't be helped 

BOW. 
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Tom Harris did his duty on the road. The supper, followed 
bj the morning air, had put him in capital spirits, and he lost 
no opportunity of keeping them from mnning down. He had 
the box seat : and aboat half way through the jouniey genially 
offered to relieve the coachman from the reins. He was a good* 
tempered fellow, too, and so far from being angry when his 
offer was declined, proved that he felt no malice by favouring 
his fellow-travellers with a song, wherein he ignominiously 
broke down. For the rest of the journey he indulged in a 
heavy sleep, from which, at the end, it was found hard to rouse 
him. He was, however, able to give the name of the hotel to 
which he wished to be conveyed, and, on their arrival there, to 
explain that his white face meant nothing, and that he felt 
pretty well. 

And so he may have been : but it nevertheless happened that, 
in another half hour, he was in bed and snoring. Gbrald, if he 
meant to carry out the intended spree, must do so alone. 

One additional reason for his playing truant he had not 
confessed to Tom Harris — ^he had never, even in the remotest 
way, made acquaintance with London life before. He felt 
almost as the lost Lord Galmont had felt on landing at Buenos 
Ayres, when, just released from his three years on board the 
Lapwing, he had been set down in Covent Garden — ^the true 
centre of the universe, be the false ones what they may. But 
now the situation, however manly it might be, was a little 
forlorn. He had not an acquaintance in town, and did not even 
know the names of the theatres. It was, moreover, a miserable 
evening, foggy and drizzfing, and, had he dared, he would have 
owned to himself that he had made a blunder in not going 
straight home. To find himself, on a wet night, in a dingy 
hotel, without a soul to speak to, or an idea of what to do, did 
not look very much like the prospect of a spree. 

However, something must be done. Putting on as knowing 
an air as his boyish face could assume, he asked the waiter, in 
an offhanded way, what was the best thing now for a fellow to 
go and see. Not that he cared much, of course, but a fellow 
must do something before turning in. The waiter, who happened 
to be one of the automatic order, ran over a list of theatres, 
and then handed him a newspaper. 

If the waiter's gabble had sounded like Chinese, tho column 
of theatrical advertisements read like a share-list to one who 
was unable to distinguish the north from the south side of the 
river, the title of a farce from that of a tragedy, or the name of 
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a star from that of a walking gentleman. And who cares to go to 
the play alone P He was more than half-inclined^ in his heart, to 
subside into the smoking-room for an honr, and go to bed ; bat 
then he might just as well not have come to London at aJl, 
and it wotdd look so slow to the waiters and the chambermaids. 

He read over the list about a dozen times, rejecting honse 
after honse, and piece after piece, and unable to make up his 
mind which would prove the most amusing. Beyond, or below, 
a straightforward visit to the play his imagination did not sink 
or soar : he had some notion that Tom Harris would have taken 
him into queer places, bat he had no map of the coantry, and 
must content himself with the plainest highroads to dissipa- 
tion. 

'* By Jove," he thought, proudly, in the midst of his puzzle, 
" what would mother say if she could see her son now — ^it would 
make her hair stand on end ! " For Mrs. Westwood had the 
utmost horror of the theatre, both on moral and on economical 
grounds. But yet, if she could really have seen her son poring 
over the advertisements in the long and desolate coffee-room, 
and could have looked into his heart, shd would have become 
almost reconciled to dissipation — she would have learned that 
it may mean something very slow indeed. 

And now it had become absolutely necessary that he should 
decide at once if he meant to go anywhere at all. He made as 
elaborate a toilette as possible, sent for a coach, and called out, 
so that all bystanders might know that (herald Westwood was 
going to the play, 

" To the PhoBnix ! " 

It seemed a strangely long way to the Phoenix. Gerald knew 
nothing of London geography, but was surprised to find the 
house upon which his choice had fallen so far away from what he 
had been told by Tom Harris was the theatrical centre. At last, 
however, the coach stopped, in a narrow and dingy street, before 
a dark and shabby entrance. The neighbourhood and the place 
itself looked so unpromising that he began to suspect him- 
self of having made some sort of mistake : but it would not do 
to let the driver think so. He paid rather more than double his 
proper fare, and entered the passage in front of him, wherein a 
flickering candle marked the box-office. 

He was late, and the performance had already begun : but it 
was some consolation to hear that the house was fdlL He had 
not made a mistake, then, after all. As there was no room 
elsewhere, he paid for a private box, which he supposed, under 
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the ciroamstaTioes, was the right thing to do, and was condnoted, 
as deferentially as if he had been a prince, to one that was 
almost npon the stage. 

He bought a bill, looked round, and discovered, to his dismay, 
that he was the only spectator in the whole house who wore 
dress clothes. Not only so, but the very nnaristocratic audience 
discovered it also, and some hundred pairs of eyes were turned 
upon him from the business of the stage. Even the actors 
paused, and the fiddlers looked round. 

If he had only been with Tom Harris, even such a misadven- 
ture would have been very good fun. To have gone in for the 
humours of a minor theatre, such as the PhcBnix had turned 
out to be, would have been far jollier than sitting out a grand 
performance in well-behaved solenmity. But what can an 
unfortunate man do, who, without a braeen face and leaden 
nerves, finds himself alone in a private box — alone in dress 
clothes — ^utterly alone ? He felt most uncomfortably green, 
drew back into the comer of the box where he was least exposes 
to view, and immersed himself in his bill, unconscious that the 
actors had begun to show disloyalty to their constant patrons by 
acting at him. For aught they knew he might really be a young 
nobleman with a taste for higher art than was to be found in the 
walks of the legitimate drama. 

The drama, as understood at the Phosnix, was certainly not 
legitimate in any sense of that puzzling word. He had come 
in too late to find out what it was all about. The spectators 
seemed to take only a languid interest in the performance, 
talked, cracked nuts, laughed, and flirted after their fashion — 
which, allowing for slight formal differences, is not very different 
from the fashion elsewhere. Presently, however, when he had 
become a little hardened to the situation, Gerald heard a short 
burst of applause that called his attention fairly to the stage. 

The musicians in the orchestra struck up a slow march: 
and there advanced, straight towards the footlights, a stage 
fairy riding sideways upon the back of a hug^, shaggy, unmuz- 
zled brown bear. What this entrance had to do with the plot 
he knew not : but it was clearly what the audience had come to 
the Phoenix to sea It was a piece with a real Bear. 

Gerald was not used to stage fairies, and he thought this one 
very beautiful indeed. He was not yet cynic enough to assume 
that stage grace is necessarily the outcome of a length of train- 
ing incompatible with youth, that stage beauty is always a matter 
of make-up, and that stage youth is invariably a sham. He was 
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▼eiy &r from liaving come to forty year. The fairy looked 
about his own age, and he had not yet learned to disbeliere his 
eyes. She was brilliantly &ir, with locks of golden brown; 
and he did not think, even for a moment, of rouge, pearl-powder, 
ftnd dye. He took her at her looks, and thought^ " By Jove, it's 
worth coming, after all — here'll be something to tell Tom Harris 
when I get back to Covent Gkurden." 

Whether the fairy-like face and carriage were due to art or 
no, it was certainly like a real fairy that she leaped lightly from 
the back of the bear upon the sta^, made a quick curtsey, and 
kissed her hand to her friends in &ont, who smiled back at her 
and clapped their hands again. There was evidently a sympa- 
thetic relation between the fairy and her friends that was 
catching, and Gerald applauded too. He almost hoped, as he 
was so near to her, that she would take some special notice of 
his applause, but it was not so : after the first moment she had 
no eyes but for the bear. 

H« was a monstrous beast — so monstrous that his appearance 
must have afforded the house that most popular of all theatrical 
sensations, the suggestion of danger to somebody else's skin. It 
was delightful to speculate upon what would happen if the hugre 
wild beast should take it into his shaggy head to make a dive 
into the orchestra and come up the other side. And suppose he 
should suddenly indulge a fancy by making a mouthful or two of 
the girl who bridled him with a garland of paper flowers — such 
a possibility, without any other attraction, could not &dl to draw. 
The serene good-fellowship with which she appeared to treat her 
grim fellow-actor was a triumph of courage in no way inferior 
to that of the &mou8 beast tamer who used to put his head 
between a lion's jaws, until, at last, he gave his patrons their 
downine delight by putting it in just once too often. 

Gerald looked at his bifi with greater interest, and learned 
that he now beheld Firefly and her wonderful bear Oscar, who, 
under the condnct of Monsieur Joseph Droozil, had made the 
whole tour of Europe, and had had the honour of exhibiting 
their marvellous feats before the Czar, the Pope, the Sultan, the 
President of the United States, and for the sixtieth time before 
the audiences of the Phoenix. 

" Firefly " — ^it was a charming nom de guerre to one who, like 
Qerald, had seen real fireflys. Already he felt a sort of personal 
interest in this praUgSe of Saltans, Presidents, Popes, and Czars, 
and began to forget his solitude and his dress clothes. What 
she going to do P 
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Before long be began to ask bimself wbat sbe and ber buar 
were not going to do. 

Tbe music cbanged often, and, as often as it cbanged, Fireflj 
and Oscar did sometbing new. Minnettes, ga^ottesy waltses* 
double and treble somersaults, feats tbat burlesqued tbose ol 
buman acrobats on tbe part of Oscar ; bounds, embraces, and 
pirouettes all round, under and over bim on tbe part of Firefly, 
followed one anotber rapidly. Sometimes sbe appeared to be 
swallowed up in bis bide at least, if not inside bim altogetber : 
a moment afterwards sbe emerged, like an imprisoned soul 
escaping from a brutal form wbicb some revengeful witcb or 
unbidden fiury bad compelled it to assume. 

It was a stninge ballet — rougb and wild, but not ungraceful, 
and Oerald was not yet too mucb a man of tbe world to watcb 
it like a scboolboy. At last, after a gprand tableau, tbe curtain 
fell. Loud were tbe recalls, wbicb were not silenced until tbe 
girl reappeared, leading Oscar in triumpb by tbe wreatb of paper 
flowers. Somebody in tbe gallery tbrew Oscar a bun. He took 
* it up delicately wiUi bis teetb and presented it to Firefly, like a 
tenor presenting a bouquet tbat bad been tbrown to a prima 
donna. He would take notbing but from ber band. 

In tbe next act tbe plot developed into sucb bewildering and 
intricate complications tbat Oerald made no attempt to unravel 
tbem. He was waiting for tbe return of Firefly, wbo did not 
immediately appear. But a stout rope, stretcbed at some beigbt 
above tbe stage, seemed to promise sometbing extraordinary to 
come. 

Presently tbe scene cbanged to wbat was intended to represent 
a magnificent landscape, and Firefly came on alone. Sbe was 
supposed to bave lost ber faitbf nl bear, and tbe fiends and 
villains were baving it all tbeir own way. It was painfully 
evident tbat some "Dew ex machind was needed to put everytbing 
rigbt again. But tbe dramatist knew wbat be was about, and 
the Detu descended, literally in a macbine, as tbougb Ursa Major 
in person were coming down from tbe skies. 

Slung like tbe golden fleece from tbe roof by carefully con- 
cealed straps and cords, slowly descended Oscar. Sometbing 
intensely exciting was about to bappen, to judg^ from tbe balf 
busb, balf buzz of expectation tbat beralded tbe crowning per- 
formance of alL 

Alas I Wbat Presidents, Czars, Popes, and Sultans bad 
admired was not to be voucbsafed to tbe eyes of Gerald West- 
wood. Oscar bad not descended many feet below tbe roof wben. 



LACHRSIS. 137 

suddenly, he oame down another yard or two with an undignified 
run, was brought up with a jerk, and was left swinging side- 
ways in the air. 

Clearly something had gone wrong, and a few hisses were 
heard from the gallery, mingled with a blank sort of laughter, 
that increased when the bear began to struggle uncomfortably, 
and to reach out his limbs vauily towards the rope that baulked 
his paws by a few inches. The effect of his straining was to 
free himself from one of the cords that supported him : so tbat, 
with a Tiolent lurch, he was thrown for all support upon the 
strength of a single rope that looked as if it must every moment 
give way and send him down with a crash upon the stage. Of 
course he began to sway and struggle more and more. 

People might laugh, but it was no laughing matter. At any 
instant the one remaining cord might break, or the roof itselJE 
might crack and come down, and in that case it might be bad 
for others besides the bear. Of course^ as the stage was the most 
dangerous part of the whole house, the actors crowded upon it 
Firefly looked up, dumb with horror, and clasped her hands. 

" OA, Men Dieu ! " she cried out at last, *' save Oscar — he wiU 
be killed ! *' 

*' Ah ! Ou! Tonnerre de tous les cochons ! " called out a blue- 
bearded, red-nosed man, who had bustled up from behind the 
scenes. '* What is it one does here P The machine is broke ? 
TowMTre — a ladder — viie — quick, the most long! He must 
descend by there." 

The unexpected episode was beginning to be effective. The 
laughter and the hisses were lost in attentive silence, which 
deepened when two carpenters brought in a ladder — the longest 
they could find. They raised it up ; it just touched the bear's 
forepaws, who struck out at it desperately, and howled. 

" What's the good of that thing, you down there ? " bawled 
a voice from the gallery. ** How can he get on that when he's 
fastened to the rope there P " 

The Frenchman struck his forehead with his fists. *' (Test 
vrcdj c^est vrai, miserable that I am ! And yet he would descend 
so easy if he was free." 

** Somebody go up the ladder and cut the rope then," called 
out the same voice from the gallery. 

'* Ah, somebody cut the rope ! But he has teeth and claws, 
met amiff, he is enraged, and when he is enraged " 

" But he will be killed," said Firefly. " There— hold the 
ladder firm all of you, and give me a knile quick — I'll go." 
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The Frenchman handed her a knife meohanioallj — she ran 
forward. One of the actors, however, caught her bj the arm. 

** Indeed joa won't, though," he said. *' Mr. Joseph mayn't 
mind risking you to save the brute, but we'd rather lose the 
brute than you." 

" But he will be killed ! " was all she could repeat ; and she 
escaped nimbly from his arm, though he held her firmly. 
'* Hold fast all ! " she cried to those who held the ladder : and 
up she ran. 

But, before she had passed half a dozen rounds, there was 
somebody before her. 

Oerald, in his stage box, had seen and felt all her distress for 
the bear's peril — ^not the anzieiy of an actress for her stock in 
trade, but that of a friend for a friend. And now, the risk that 
she was running was fully as great to her as the danger of 
falling was to her bear. The Frenchman had spoken truly 
when he talked of Oscar's teeth and paws — ^the poor brute was 
terrified out of his wits, and was likely to prove dangerous to 
his best friends. So no sooner had the foot of Firefly touched 
the lowest round of the ladder than he leaped from the box, 
threw off his unlucky dress coat, placed his open pocket-knife 
between his teeth, climbed the underside of the ladder with his 
hands, and, as soon as he had thus outraced Firefly, swung 
himself round in front of her upon the upper side. Mean- 
while a carpenter, whose wits came quicker than those of the 
others, had reached the roof, and catching the top round of 
the ladder with a rope and hook, had fastened it to the broken 
wheel, so that it was now fixed safely enough above as well as 
below. 

In another second Qerald had reached the fighting and 
struggling bear. 

" Only cut the cord— only cut the cord ! " he heard the girl's 
▼oice call out eiurerly from below : '* he will know how to come 
down. Oscar, Oscar, my own little pet " 

He did not pause to notice how she only thought of Oscar's 
periL He suddenly felt a violent blow in the face, that almost 
hurled him from the ladder, but he did not even pause to think 
of that: he caught hold of the rope that the quick-witted 
carpenter had fortunately hooked to the top of the ladder, 
dung to it with one hand and arm, while he stood on the top- 
most round at a giddy height above the stage, and then cut 
through the rope that held the bear. With an angry growl, 
Oscar let himself slip on to the ladder, and then, recovering his 
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pbilosopbic calm, dimbed down into Firefly's arms, who fell to 
InaBiTig him all o^er, paws, ejes, ears, and nose. 

Then Gerald himself descended in the midst of a storm of 
applause ; nor, nntil he reached the stage, did he become aware 
that the paw of him whose life he had risked his own to save 
had.ont open his cheek, and marked his face with a gaping and 
bleeding wound. 

Firefly had embraced Oscar : the Frenchman flung his arms 
round Gerald and embraced him with efiusion. He felt suddenly 
transported to a country where the atmosphere is composed of 
garlic, stale tobacco, cheap brandy, and strong cheese. The 
house half-laughed, and applauded again ; but as the machine 
was broken, and the last scene spoiled, it was impossible to re- 
sume. Somebody advanced to the footlights and made an 
apologetic speech, but there was no need of an apology. The 
audience had enjoyed a real instead of a sham peril, and Firefly 
and her wonderful bear had become more famous than ever. 

But if Mrs. Westwood's hair would have stood on end before, 
what would it have done now ? She would have seen her son, 
not before, but actually behind the curtain which is, or was then, 
supposed to part the reputable from the disreputable world — 
the hero of a minor theatre, and the companion of a dancing 
girl and a dancing bear. 

The blow from Oscar's paw might easily have killed him, and 
it had made him turn sick and ilL Of course much more had 
happened before the house was cleared than he had seen and 
heard. Since his feet touched the stage and he had found him- 
self in the Frenchman's arms, he had only known that somebody 
bad brought him a chair, and that he had swallowed half a 
wine-glassful of brandy. When, after a few seconds, he came 
to himself, he caught a glimpse of Firefly, with an anxious face, 
doing what she could at the moment for his wound. Perhaps 
he ^owed himself to feel &int for a little longer than was 
absolutely necessary — one is not tended by fairies every day. 
But it was a different nmtter when a neighbouring druggist 
took her place, and bound up his cheek with very human hands : 
and then he thought it time to go back to his hotel. 

*< I am so glad to have been of use," he began to say awk- 
wardly and shyly to the ibiry, thinking ruefully of the figure 
that his damaged face must make him cut in her bright blue 
eyes. " I suppose I must say good night now." 

She was affectionately rubbing the nose of her ugly friend, 
but she gave him a bright look of gratitude, and said eagerly, 
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** Ob, it was 80 brave of yoa, sir ! " Tbere was a cbarming^ 
little accent in her words. '* I sboold bave killed myself on tbe 
spot if anytbing bad happened to my Oscar." 

He was almost inclined to feel jealous of tbe bear. How 
could a pretty girl waste caresses on sacb a brute as be ? Now 
tbat lie saw ber dose, witb all tbe rouge and powder still 
plastering ber face, be sbould bave been disencbajited : but it 
was not so. Perbaps, even, be would bave repelled witb scorn 
tbe suggestion tbat sbe was rouged : and ber voice, witb a little 
song in it, made up for all. He was ratber vain, too, of finding 
bimself talking to a live actress in ber war-paint bebind tbe 
scenes. He would bave liked Tom Harris, and even bis sisters 
and bis cousin — ^tbougb not exactly bis motber — ^to see bim now, 
so long as tbey only saw bis unwounded profile. 

" Good night, tben," be said, suddenly remembering tbat be 
was in bis sbirt-sleeves, and putting on bis coat hurriedly. 

''Ifatff," broke in the Frenchman, '*why good night, my 
brave young friend ? I am Joseph Drouzil — Miss Firefly is my 
daughter — Mr. Oscar is my bear. You are my friend. Why 
good night? Gome with me to where I hang myself, and 
smoke a little cigar." 

Gerald blushed, and looked at Firefly. He bad indeed fallen 
upon a vision of life — if only Tom Harris could have known I 
Indeed he was rather glad that Tom had not come with bim to 
tbe Phceniz : Tom would have chattered away to Firefly like a 
hero, and have thrown him into the shade. That he, an utter 
stranger even to the highways of London life, sbould have 
suddenly tumbled up a ladder that led at once into the inmost 
recesses of behind the scenes — ^he was indeed in luck's way. 
And then, as has been said, be looked at Firefly. 

''With pleasure, Mr. Drouzil," be said at once, finding 

possibly in tbe singularly disreputable appearance of his new 

acquaintance an additional attraction, as belonging to the kind 

)f life that he had come to see. '* My name is Westwood, of 

dLis Majesty's Navy." 

''Aha, you are Jack Tar: that is, then, what makes you 
climb ? — Mis^ricorde," be said to Firefly, "you bear — ^this brave 
young Mister will come home witb us and eat a bones. You 
will follow witb Monsieur le OSnSral,'* 

He left tbe theatre with bis new friend, and was soon in- 
volved in a maze of streets and courts. The Frenchman was 
evidently not a talker, and Gbrald was rather at a loss for con- 
versation. 
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^ But -where is Miss Droozil P " he added. " Does she not 
come home too P " 

" Oh, the little one, Mis^ricorde P She is at the mews, to 
see that Oscar is comfortable — ^that is his chez 8oiy where he 
sleeps and dines. She will come after." 

They were now crossing a bridge, and had emerged from the 
slums through which they had taken their course hitherto. 

*' What P " asked Gerald, '* does she come home all alone P " 

'' Oh, she will be took care, very good care. Come along — 
ne^er mind the little one. Do you love ecarUy Mr. Yesvoude P 
It is a good game to make pass the times." 

" I Iwlieye I'm thought a pretiy good hand." 

** And I am pretiy bad — bnt it is a nice game, a very nice 
game. But here we are." 

They had once more entered a back street, of an appearance 
less inviting than the street of the PhoBuiz. Monsieur Drouzil 
opened a door with a latchkey, entered, and Grerald followed 
bim. The entrance was pitch dark, but they managed to 
stumble up a steep, narrow, and close staircase into a second-floor 
room, which, when candles were lighted, proved to be larger 
than the outside of the house and its entry had promised. The 
Frenchman placed the candles on the table, threw off his coat, 
rolled up his shirt-sleeves to his shoulder, so as to display a pair 
of rough, hairy, and muscular arms, kicked off his boots, put a 
bottle on the table, filled a clay pipe, curled himself up into a 
worn-out arm-chair, and said genially — 

*' There — that is what you call cozuf ortable, mon ami ! Make 
yourself at home." 

Once more the young sailor began to doubt whether seeing 
life was altogether so amusing as he had supposed. His 
acceptance of Monsieur Dronzil's invitation to come home and 
smoke a cigar had not been altogether with the view of enjoy- 
ing a tete^tSle with Monsieur Drouzil. If Firefly was not to 
be of the party, though he was shy of her, he began to wonder 
How soon a cigar might be got through. Meanwhile he sat 
down on a chair with a broken back, and took a look round the 
room. 

It was shabby, though less disreputable looking than its 
tenant. The furniture was plain enough, and was all in a state 
of chaos, as though Oscar, though he might dine and sleep in 
the mews, was in the habit of sometimes dropping in to tea and 
of behaving like a bear. The carpet was a carpet in an Irish * 
sense only, for it was all holes, and all of it that was not a hole 
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-was invisible under a thick cake of mud and tobacco ashes. 
It is trae that the mnsHn blinds which covered the lower half 
of each window were white and clean, and that a canary, with 
its head ander its wing, lived in a cage that was fit for a drawing 
room. Bat it was not so pleasant, though it might be morA 
interesting, to trace the general litter that lay about everywhere — 
old rouge-pots, cracked jags, scraps of dresses, straps, empty 
and half empty bottles, clay pipes, and even washing materials, 
which seemed to show, in spite of the appearance of Joseph 
Drouzil to the contrary, that somebody sometimes washed some- 
where. 

Monsieur Drouzil, though a Frenchman, was by no means an 
amusing companion, and Gerald was beginning to yawn openly 
—it was near one in the morning, and he had not been in bed 
the night before— when the door creaked, and Firefly ran in, 
followed, as Qerald presumed, by the somebody who had been 
taking care of her. He did not know why, but he had not 
been as pleased as he should have been to hear that the g^rl 
was not going to thread the labyrinth of slums without pro- 
tection. It was some consolation, however, to find that her 
cavalier was by no means a young man. On the contrary, his 
bald head, grizzled beard, and ample development of waist 
marked him out as old enough to be her father, if she had not 
been already quite sufficiently provided with one in the person 
of the objectionable Monsieur Drouzil. It was odd — ^indeed, 
absurd — and yet Gerald somehow had a dim recollection, or 
rather instinct, that he had somewhere or other seen the bald 
head, the gprizzled beard, the dull blue eves, the pompous bear- 
ing, and even the shabby clothes and black naals of Firefly's 
companion before. 

Firefly nodded brightly to Gerald, and threw off her bonnet 
and shawl without taking much heed where they fell. Her 
companion marched into the room, and took up a position in 
front of the fireplace. 

" Good evenin' to ye," he said. " Miss Mis6ricorde there was 
good enough to ask me if Fid just drop in on me way to 

Suarthers. She's been makin' me split about the Grisly. Aha ! 
Iiere's me young hero tn frofgriSL persond. Proud I am to make 
your acquaintance, sir ; I can tell ye many a good b'ar story, if 

Je've a taste for them sort, anyhow. Queer crittars is b'ars ; 
Ve killed lots of 'em, and tigers too, let alone Ingins, aye, an' 
queerer game than them, too, since I were a little cnap not that 
high. An' so ye're a king's officer P Then I'm prouder still to 
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know ye, sir. Fm a military man meself, sir — ^tbe lani service, 
not the say — but a brother in arrums is a brother in arrnms all 
over the world, whether he wears the red or the blue, or fights 
nnder one owld rag or another — ^faith, it's all one to me. With 
yoor lave, Joe, I'll make meself at home." 

Meanwhile Firefly had vanished again. But she was back in no 
time, and began to bustle about, laying out on the table a supper 
of cold meat and cheese. Gherald, while he listened to the 
stranger who seemed no stranger, followed her with his eyes ; 
and, now that she had put off her paint and spangles, even the 
most cynical of critics would have admitted that she was really 
a young and pretty girl. Neither her fresh face, her bright 
eyes, her quick smile, her dainty figure, nor even her hair of 
golden brown was a sham. Her father, now that there were 
others to do the talking, contented himself more than ever with 
sipping neat brandy and smoking silently. 

It might have struck some prudent heads, even though the 
shoulders that bore them were as young as Gerald's, that, under 
the circumstances, the present company was one from which it 
might be wise to withdraw in time. It had not even the attrac- 
tion of liveliness. Perhaps some suggestion of prudence might 
have found its way even into Gerald's mind had it not been for 
the girl, apparently so much out of her element in such sur- 
roundings, who fluttered about so busily and lightly, and gave 
to that most unhomelike place almost an air of home. About 
her, he could swear, there was nothing wrong ; and why should 
he, an officer in the navy, be afraid of a French showman whose 
principal characteristic seemed to be silent stupidity, and of an 
Irish gentleman who was as bluff and outspoken as an honest 
man need be P Bluffhess and dulness are the accepted brands of 
honesty all over the world ; and in this case there was a pretty 
girl for an additional guarantee. He had never seen them 
before, would never see them again, and where was the good of 
having been to the other side of the world and back if he could 
not tue caie of himself in his own country ? 

But he must not forget his duty as a man of the world; 
the lady must not set him down as a blockhead without a 
tongue. If he only sat still and looked on she might even think 
him shy. 

" I hope, Miss Drouzil," he said, '' you have left Oscar quite 
comfortable P " 

*' Oh, quite, dear little fellow ! He was dreadfully frightened, 
the poor darling, but he has eaten a Uurge dish of lighte, and I 
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left him sleeping just like a baby. Ob, monsiear, you don't 
know what a dear, clerery good-hearted angel yon hare saved/' 

*' Bather a hard hitter, though. Aren't you ever afraid of 
him?" 

" Oh, of course he's shy of strangers, poor fellow, but he 
means no harm ; it's only his way. He hurt me once, but he 
was sorry, and the tears came into his eyes and ran down his 
poor nose ; it made me cry too, not because I was hurt, but 
only because he felt it so. He'ld beg your pardon, if he knew 
how ; I assure you, monsieur, that Oscar is a real gentleman. 
But come, supper is ready. Monsieur Sullivan, will yon carve 
the mutton while I get the beer P " 

The friend of the family dragged his chair round to the table, 
and dispensing with a fork, grasped the knuckle of the cold 
shoulder with his left hand, while he sawed out thick slices with 
the knife he held in the other. His natural carving-fork was 
not so clean as to give a zest to the appetite of the beholder ; 
but then everybody knows that forks were invented later than 
fingers, and it was not for a stranger to complain. Besides, the 
attention of G«rald had been drawn away by something else 
which had given rise to a new association of ideas between him- 
self and the new comer. 

*' Tour nalne is Sullivan P " he asked, as he took his seat by 
Firefly. " Were you ever in China, or in " 

*' In China, is it ? Scores and scores of times : I'ld like to 
know where Denis Soollivan, of Castle Soollivan, hasn't been. 
If ye were a old cahmpeener, now, I'd say maybe we've met, if 
that's what ye mane, in Venezuela, or th' East Injies, or Spene, 
or Paraguay, or wherever there's been fightin' to be done. But 
p'r'aps I'ld call ye to mind if I knew your name P Only there's 
many more knows the owld Mejor than the owld Mejor 
knows." 

" Westwood, my name is." 

** Westwood, ye say — ^Westwood ! Och, the divil y'are ! 
Och, 'tis as plain as if ye had the sthrawberry marks on both 
your left arrums ! What — an' ye'll be the little boy, then, I 
seved the life of years an' years ago P Sure ye haven't forgot 
the old cahmpeener P The son o' me owld brother in arrums. 
Captain Westwood, of The Laurls, Oressford ! Come to me 
arrums, me boy, and let me hug ye for the sake of owld times ! 
Oh, ye're as like the Captain as two pays! An' ye've been 
home, an' seen — an' how's the father and the mother, now — and 
— and — what's her name — the little gurl P Don't ye mind the 
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time when ye sat on my knase, a little cnrly-headed rapscallion 
as ye were, and heard ^he stliories of a owld cabmpeenin' Mejor ? 
All well at home, then, the father, and the mother, and — ^and — 
th' little gnrl P Faith, she'll be a big gnrl now though, like 
yon've got to be a big boy ? " 

GFerald took his hand warmly. " Of conrse I remember yon,** 
he said. '* I felt sure I had met you somewhere. How odd to 
come across somebody who knows such an out-of-the-way place 
as Gressford, and knew me so long ago— when I was a boy ! 
I'm going down home to-morrow." 

'* Then ye can tell me friend the Captain that the Mejor's all 
to the fore — maybe that's something he'll like to know. Not as 
flourishin' as Graysus, ye can say to'm, bot with a good bit of 
life in'm, anyhow. Ah, me dear boy, 'tis ungrateful, bastely 
blagyards men are ; here I am, Mejor Dionysius Soollivan, of 
Gastle Soolliyan, County Sligo, in Oireland, atin' just me bite 
o' cowld mate that ought to be fayld-marshsJ : but 'tis the way 
o* the world ; I'm a owld cahmpeener now, and cowld mutton, 
when 'tis swate an' clane, is as good as ortolans, and I know'm 
both well. There's nothing I haven't aten in my day, from 
those bits o' beccafico things to a slice out of a — well, a slice o' 
▼eal I'll call'm, seein' 'twas took out of a calf, though what sort 
of a calf 'twas I won't say before Miss Mis6ricorde here, only I'll 
just hint t'ye that we was out in an open boat at say, without a 
bite nor a sup but just what we was bom with. Lucky 'twaa 
for me I was just the toughest owld cahmpeener o' the lot, or I 
wouldn't be cutting Joe's cold shoulder now. But I'm afraid 
I'ye kep' y' up. Aha, Joe, me boy, so ye're afther the kings an' 
quanes." 

The silent Frenchman was quickly and absently passing the 
end of his thumb over the edges of a dirty pack of cards. 

*' It must make pass the times," he said solemnly. *' Monsieur 
here loves the ^carU^^ 

Of course Gkrald could play ecariS, It is exactly the one 
thing that everybody can do better than anybody else in the 
world. It would have been ungracious to refuse a game or two, 
and why should he refuse, when in the society of his father's 
friend — not to speak of Firefly ? 

Firefly, or Mis^rioorde Drouzil, seemed to be seasoned to late 
hours : she seated herself at the opposite side of the table and 
began to sew industrioasly. Monsieur Drouzil brought himself 
face to face with his opponent, shuffled and cut : the Major placed 
himflelf immediately behind Gbrald, to watch his game and 
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perhaps to aid the son of his old friend the Captain -with his own 
more experienced advice and oonnsel. 

The Major, then, kept his eyes on Gerald's cards : Gerald 
divided his attention between the game and the girl who sat in 
full view : Monsieur Drouzil attended also to two things at once 
— to his own cards, and to the dull bine eye of Major Sullivan. 



CHAPTER n. 

The Cownt, Home I — 'TU a word to ooi^nre with I 
Cagpar, And oft, 

As novices that use their master's n>ell 

Baokwards for f onrards, thinking thus to raise 

A holjr spirit — so it conjures np 

A spirit, yes— and holv, very holy. 

If oIoTen are the hoofs of holiness. 

FoOB Mrs. Westwood ! A mother need not be of a very genial 
or sympathetic nature towards the world at large in order to 
look forward with eager and anxious longing to the return home 
of her only son after an absence of three long years. She had 
been running up anfl down stairs all day, saying sharp things to 
everybody as though she were ashamed of her joy, and killing 
her fattest calf for the son who was not a prodigal. The lad 
would surely have repented of listening to the siren voice of 
Tom Harris had he been able to picture the disappointment he 
was inflicting upon the poor lady at The Laurels. But could he 
be supposed to picture the way in which she, twenty times in 
the long day, read over the last letter from her dear heroic and 

florious boy in which he assured her that, so surely as the 
[elmouth coach passed the Black Prince at Gressford, he would 
be home again ? Why — he would only have thought — should 
anybody take the trouble to read over one of his scrawls twenty 
times P 

She had herself, with Julia, Caroline, and Marian, gone to the 
Black Prince to meet the coach — and it brought her not even a 
message from G«rald. The feast which she had prepared had 
to be thrown away upon her husband and her girls, who sat 
round the table in silence while she speculated upon a hundred 
horrible possibilities. Now the Lapwing must have gone down 
in harbour — now it had been burned — ^now Gerald had been 
shot in a mutiny — ^now he had been capsized in a boat while 
coming on shore — ^now he had caught cold. 

The next day she went about the house like a martyr, and 
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Tefnsed to believe that because Oerald had not come yesterday 
he could possibly come to-day. Bat she did not neglect a single 
one of her duties, and in the afternoon went ont with Marian to 
the school. 

It was while she was gone that a g^rl, walking alone in the 
shrubbery, exclaimed aloud to herself — 

'* It is a shame! " 

Major Sallivan had been right in his conjecture that the little 
girl was a little girl no longer. She, wnose strong life had 
revelled in tbe free exercise of growing limbs in the open air, 
had shot up into a young woman taller than the majority of 
girls, with an appearance of full health and strength that spoke 
well for the air of Gressford St. Mary. Her complexion and 
eyes were dark ; her features rather boldly, but symmetrically 
formed, and her carriage erect, free, and unrestrained. But 
there was nothing unfeminine, or even ungirlish, about her — it 
was only that she was less akin to Celia than to Rosalind. 
Nobody would have styled her pretty — so delicate a word would 
have sounded like an insult to one of her queenly presence ; but 
beautiful she would have been called by most, and royally hand- 
some by all — ^by all, at least, who are not afraid to admire what 
Nature gives to the world when in one of her grander and 
ampler moods. Little sympathy is commonly besrtiowed upon 
heroines who are not content, like unpretending violets, to blos- 
som in the shade, to devMop slowly and to steal into the heart 
nnawares : the regal order of beauty has become synonymous 
with ungentleness and with the will and power to lead souls 
astray. The full, rich damask rose has been dethroned : and 
yet her Hfe is not without perfume, and she was once thought 
the empress of flowers. Whatever the nature of Olympia may 
prove to be, let her not be condemned off-hand because she 
resembles neither violet nor lily, but a royal rose. Whether she 
prove good or ill, wise or foolish, this is the history of Olthpia, 
whose footsteps we must henceforth follow through sunshine, 
cloud, and rain, so far as it may please the Fates, to whom even 
the most stubborn story-teller must bow when once his children 
have taken to act and think for themselves and to move inde- 
pendently of his wish and wiU. 

At present it is through rain, or at least under the pressage 
thereof, to judg^ from the cloud upon her brow. Still, it was 
hardly natural that a strong and healthy girl should look quite 
so gloomy, not to say angry, because a boy cousin whom she had 
not seen for years had postponed his arrival a day. It could 
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not httre been a caae of more thui consmly lore, for in tiiat 
CMe she mnsi have oommenoed a fancy for a boy, who was 
almost a younger brother to her, when be was at the Teiy 
nnattractiye age of fifteen and she at least three or fonr years 
older — ^which wonld have been abenrd. She was surely too old 
to be vexed any longer because she had a warm brown skin 
and dark, flashing eyes. If she conld have seen them she 
wonld more likely have been vain than ashamed when she 
exclaimed — 

*' It is a shame ! — ah, Uncle John ! " A turn in the path had 
brought her suddenly iattob to face with the husband of the 
xnistress of The lAurels. 

" What is a shame, my dear P " asked Captain Westwood, 
with whom the ten years had agreed pretty well. '^ What is a 
shame P " 

*' Oh, nothing. Nothing. Nothing one ought to care about, 
I suppose — but I do care." 

The Captain whistled softly. " Well, never mind, my dear. 
I dare say it'll come all right in the end." 

She suddenly smiled, almost radiantly. " Why, you don't 
know what it is. Uncle John ! Yes — but I don't care," she 
went on, " about things coming right in the end — of course 
everything's the same in a hundred years, when it matters to 
nobody. I want things to be right now." 

The easy-going and peace-at-any-price loving gentleman was 
relieved by her smile. He hated stormy weather, and it was 
certainly hard upon him to get so often what he relished so little. 
He patted his niece on the shoulder, looking all around him and 
up towards the house furtively, as if to make sure that his 
caress had not been seen. " What is it then, my dear P Any- 
thing I can do P " 

" Well — ^no. • It's been decided by Aunt Carline." 

" H'm ! By your Aunt Caroline ! Then it's sure to be right, 
and you mustn't say it's a shame, you mustn't indeed. You'll 
have to put up with what your aunt says, you know." 

'* I know I must, Uucle John, and that's just why I call it a 
shame. I'm sure nobody can say I don't obey everybody Shs 
soon as they look at me — ^yes, everybody, even you. At least, 
I would if you ever wanted me to. I'm to be left at home on 
Thursday P" 

" Thursday P Why, we're all going to Beckfield ball, worse 
luck : I wish we were going to be left at home." 

'* Yes, what Aunt Car'line means by all — she and Julia and 
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Cany and M0II7 and yon, and I suppose Gerald when he comes 
home— that's All." 

•• Nonsense, Oljmpia. Of course yon'll go." 

" Of oonrse I won% thongh.'' She had not forgotten all her 
Irishisms, thon^ she had lost the brogne. " Unless I hire a 
gig at the Black Prince, and take old Peter Pigot for my cava- 
lier. That would be fan, thongh — ^bat I'm afraid it wonld 
hardly do. No — ^Annt Car'line has said so, and sare her father 
was a Mode and her mother a Persian." 

" Nonsense, nonsense, my dear. Her father was a respectable 
attorney at Tannton. Bat yoa have been qoarrelling with year 
annt again I " 

" My annt has been quarrelling with me, you mean. Uncle 
John. Sure I'm as meek with her as a lamb. I never answer 
her a word : never. I've vowed I never would, and I never do. 
I suppose, though, that provokes her at times — ^I know it would 
me. She began to walk faster, and to speak more quickly. 
** But she's put out just because ' Gferald didn't come home to 
dinner yesterday lite a good boy, though I've no doubt he was 
safe enough, poor fellow — I taught him to fall on his legs, you 
know — ^and I daresay he only over-slept himself and missed the 
coach, if the truth were known. I told Aunt Car'line so, and 
she said I had no more feeling tban a stone, and that when 
Gerald comes back from the bottom of the sea, or wherever she 
thinks he's got to, there won't be room in the carriage, and that 
it would look ridiculous to see her sailing into the room at 
Beckfield with four girls under her wing. The idea of Aunt 
Car'line sailing — it's too absurd ! So I only said " 

** My dear, I thought you never answered your Aunt Caroline. 
And you mustn't speak disrespectfully; I won't have it, my 
dear." 

** I beg your pardon, Uncle John. I didn't mean to be dis- 
respectful, I'm sure. I was only amused at the notion of Aunt 
Car'line sailing." 

'^But you must be mistaken, Olympia; you must indeed. 
You've got a dress to go ? " 

'* Well, not just what you'd call a dress. But it would be so 
easy for Molly to lend me one of hers, and though she isn't so 
tall by a head, and has a waist like a — well, not like yours. 
Uncle John — there'd be plenty of time to get it done some- 
how." 

*' No dress ! no room in the carriage ! Stuff and nonsense. 
I insist — I exercise my authority. There must bo room, and a 
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dress too. Why, Olympia, yonll be the belle of them alL 
The notion of leaving jon behind ! " 

It is qnite possible that the mother of Julia, Caroline, and 
Marian may also have pondered npon the consequences of act« 
ing as chaperone to one who might yery likely prove the belle of 
her own contingent to the ball. It was to be a grand afPair, not 
confined to the immediate neighbourhood, but. extended to the 
whole county. The great Earl of Wendale, still young and 
still unmarried, very seldom visited Beekfield now, and when he 
did, it was an event in the land. No wonder that a young 
lady whose spirit had escaped the taming and breaking effect of 
an education at The Laurels thought the capricious denial of 
such a ball, and her first ball too, a crying shame. 

Captain West wood was inclined to think so too. It is true 
that all the parish, as Peter Pigot had told Major Sullivan, 
had called him a henpecked man, but this last piece of tyranny 
on the part of his better half to one whom he had championed 
so far as he had dared, was going rather too far, and the master 
of his own house made a brave resolve. 

'' Never mind, my dear," he said. '' Your aunt is a reason- 
able woman. You shall go to the ball." 

Hardly had the words left his lips than the two, who were 
just leaving the shrubbery together, came full against Mrs. 
West wood and Marian on their way back from the school. 

" What's that, John ? " she asked sharply. " What's that 
about the ball ? Some people have very little natural feeling, 
I'm sure, to talk about going to balls when they don't know 
what mayn't have happened to their only sons." 

" Oh, Gerald will turn up all right, my dear," said the Cap- 
tain cheerfally. " We know the ship's in, you know, and Jack 
ashore, you know, my dear 



" But I don't know. Gerald isn't a Jack ashore. If yon 



If 




Perhaps you 

you thought of it when Olympia nearly drowned him in Lyke 
Wood pond ; but my words came true, though it's years ag^ now," 

" Bat he's not in my dangerous society now, Aunt Car'line," 
said Olympia, who never answered and was as meek as a lamb. 
'^ And I should think very little of a boy who didn't enjoy him- 
self sometimes. I'm sure I would if I was one." 

" No doubt you would, miss. Such things run in the blood — 
that I can quite believe. No doubt a home like this is doll for 
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TOIL I declare eyerjbodj would be glad to see mj boj bronght 
nome bleeding on a shatter, all bat me and the girls." 

** There, there, my dear," said the Captain, deprecatingly. 
All's well that ends well, don't you know, as they used to say 
at school. Ah, he's got a little spark of poor Charley in him, 
has (herald — ^your poor father, Olympia — ^he'll have his bit of 
fan, and none the worse for that, eh. Carry ? " 

*' John ! " exclaimed Mrs. Westwood. 

« WeU, my dear ? " 

*' John ! When I thank heaven day and night on my two 
bended knees that (}erald is no more a Westwood than 1 am — 
and you dare to say he's the very image of yoar scapegrace 
brother that went for a common soldier and ran away ! " 

*' Aunt Car'line, you are speaking of my father," said Olympia, 
ivith a dangerous look in her large black eyes. 

" I know he's your father, miss : but I know what I think, 
and what I think I say. Therefore, if there's one vice I detest 
worse than a downright lie, it's saying what you don't mean." 

'* What makes you so to achy, Olympia ? " asked Marian, a 
rather nice looking g^rl, who resembled what her mother must 
have been when she, too, was the nice looking girl that fascinated 
Alderman Pender. *' I'm sure mamma's bad enough, and now 
you go making her more so." 

"I mean I won't hear my father insulted," cried out Olympia 
hotly. " No, not by anybody — ^that's what I mean. It's wicked, 
and unjust, and unkind to tcdk ill of people when they're dead, 
even if they're not the saints that none of us are. Say what 
yon like of me. Aunt Car'line, but let my father alone." 

*' Speak for yourself, miss, if it comes to who's a saint. 
Nobody said you weren't Mr. Charles Westwood's child — it's 
plain enoughi I'm sure. I'm sure you've never allowed me a 
day's peace since your Uncle John compelled me to " 



" Hush, hush ; there, there, Caroline, my dear," broke in the 




you Know — taere, uaroime my 
the girl — she means well, the deuce she does, and I shouldn't 
have spoke of poor Charley. That's a sore place with yoa, my 
dear, devilish sore. There, come, make it up ; beg your aunt s 
pardon, and I daresay she'll let you go to the ball. I'll stay at 
home, there'll be plenty of room, and you know. Carry, one of 
ns two old waU-flowers will do to look after the young ones, 
and as for a dress '' 



152 OLYMPIA. 

" No, John," said Mrs. Westwood. " After the inmilts your 
niece has thought fit to display, she shall haye no dress and no 
permission from me. I can forgive, John, but I can't forget, 
and what's more, I wouldn't if I wished to." 

'* There, jou see, Oljmpia," said the Captain, with a sigh, "it 
can't be helped, you see. I'ye insisted and exercised my autho- 
rity, and all that sort of thing, but, of course, if you'ye insulted 
your aunt — of course that's another pair of shoes. Still, my 
dear, if she begged your pardon, don't you know——" 

*^ I can't beg ber pardon, Uncle John," said the meek and do- 
cile Olympia. '* I'ye done nothing to beg her pardon for. What 
would Aunt Caroline haye said if Marian heard somebody 
insulting her £ftther, and stood by like a stone image P As for 
the ball, I'm not to go, and I won't go. But my father was a 
soldier, that much I know, and so he must have been a brave 
man, and a brave man can't be a bad one, that I'm sure, and he 
shan't be called one while I am alive." 

She was hot, but Mrs. Westwood was cold — and, between ice 
and fire, it is not the fire that wins the last word. 

" Your uncle seems determined I shan't put in a word edge- 
ways," said Mrs. Westwood, " but that I'm used to. I'm sure 
when I was a girl I didn't fly in a rage when my elders and 
wisers didn't think I ought to go to a silly ball. If I thought 
you were old enough to think of balls before, I don't think so 
now. I should be ashamed to cry about a ball ! Insult your 
father, indeed — a black sheep, a ne'er-do-well, that your uncle's 
half foolish about, I believe. You should be thankful that you 
have been brought up in a well-conducted home, and saved from 
all sorts of wickedness and profanity. And, therefore, to talk 
of your father and my poor innocent boy — ^that never gave me 
an hour's anxiety since he was born — that's as steady and good 
as if he was a Smith or a Pender, and he's a Smith on my side, 
thank Heaven, and half a Pender by marriage — and then to 
insult me by talking of your trumpery balls — ^when for auirht 1 
know— Ah I" 

She started round — ^there stood her stainless Gerald at last, 
after all these three long years and this longer day, with his 
curly hair just as of old, but with eyes red and swollen — ^with 
a scratched forehead — ^with a monstrous black patch covering^ 
his left cheek — altogether about as disreputable an object as 
BO innocent a lad could well contrive to look in a trusting 
mother's eye. 



LACHESIS, 153 



CHAPTER ni. 

Vennfl the mother is of lore, 

And jet his slare must be : 
And the trine Fates their father Joyo 

Do binde bj their Deoree. 

And still the Fktfdne Law descends, 

As they may rede that mn- 
The Father to his Daughter bends— 

The Mother to her Son. 

A MBiTiNG like this was hardly calcnlated to make amends for 
all the long years of wandering. Mrs. Westwood had expected, 
of course, to see the yery small midshipman of three years ago, 
and not this disrepntable-looking young man. Nor had G-erald, 
for his part, expected to fall from the coach into the arms of a 
^unily quarrel on the lawn of home. 

His mother threw herself upon his neck, hot he was too con- 
scions of his plaister and too careful to keep the right side of his 
face upwards to give his return-embrace a very filial air. Then 
his father shook his band with extra heartiness, as if to assure 
him that, in spite of appearances, they were very jolly together 
all the same, and his sister gave him her greeting as well as his 
black patch allowed. And then his eyes met those of her whom, 
when they had been children together, he had liked the best 
of all, and in whom he had somehow expected to find a child 

BCill. 

Yes — that must be his cousin Olympia, his old mischief- 
mistress — who else could it be ? And yet it did not seem 
strange to him that she was colder and slower in coming to 
greet him than the others were. On the contrary, it would 
have been embarrassing, if not insulting to his manhood, to be 
hilgged by this tall and splendid young lady as if he were still a 
baby. Not that she was embarrassed — she was only out of 
temper. But then he could not know what an uncomfortable 
inmate of the family she had become while he was away. 

However, the quarrel, if not healed, had to be salved over for 
the present, and Gerald must be welcomed home. 

** My dear, dear boy ! " exclaimed Mrs. Westwood, as soon as 
she had convinced herself that it was really he. " But why — 
why didn't you come yesterday? And, good gracious, whafs 
the matter with your face ? I knew there was something 
wrong, though everybody scorned me. Dear me, how unluokyi 
when we're going to the Earl's ball I ^ 
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** Oh, that's nothing, mother — only a bit of a scratch, one gets 
knocked abont a bit at sea, 70a know. And I couldn't get here 
sooner— business — ^but what's the ball ? If it's worth going to 
I shall be all right for that, never fear." 

*' Then jou did not go down in harbour P " asked Oljmpia, 
demurely. " Nor get buraed in the Lapwing t Nor get cap- 
sized in a boat ? Nor shot in a mutiny P Nor " 

It was scarcely amiable to joke about Mrs. Westwood's 
natural fears. Her aunt did not reply, but laid her answer by 
on an already crowded shelf in her memory, to be produced at a 
fitting time. 

They were now in the house, and Gerald was in the arms of 
Julia and Caroline. He did not know the servants, for The 
Laurels was not a house in which servants stayed long. But 
the hall was the same as of old, and the hall clock, and the 
chairs with the West wood crest, and the door-mat — ^in a word, 
he was at home again ; and, what was no less agreeable, it was 
dinner time. 

He was not an ornament to the table, nor, sitting opposite to 
Olympia, was he sufficiently grateful to the scratched and 
plaistered face, that gave him the air of a wounded warrior in 
the eyes of his mother and sisters. Mrs. Westwood was even 
pleased that he had not come back to her wholly unharmed : 
his damaged cheek not only justified her fears, but promised 
her a maternal delight in attending to his cuts and scars. She 
was a good mother, whatever else she might ba 

And thus his escapade would have had no further results for 
the present had not the Captain piqued himself upon a clear and 
methodical mind. 

*' There's one thing I can't make out, my boy," he suddenly said 
to Gerald, aprnpos of some highly exciting cock-pit story to which 
Olympia was listening with all her ears while pretending to be 
absorbed in strawberries. '* How did you manage to get here 
when you did, you know, when the coacn from Melmouth wasn't 
due by two hours P You must have come by the down coach — 
and how could that be ? " 

Gerald was taken aback, not being prepared with even the 
whitest lie. 

*' It's the coach from London you came with," the Captain 
went on ; '* and I've been puzzling over it ever since you came." 

'' I'm hanged if I know, sir/' said Gerald. '^ Perhaps they've 
changed the time." 

**Noy no. You must have come a queer roundabout waj 
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from Portsmouth if jou managed to come by the down coach 
to Gressford." 

'^ Well, I expect I did come a queer round. Anyhow, here 
lam." 

" But I don't see it at all. The up coach, jou see, that goes 
by Melmouth " 

" John," said Mrs. Westwood, " how can you worry the poor 
boy with coaches ? I'm sure I neyer can make out which is 
up and down myself, and if I can't there can't be much dif- 
ference between 'em. It's only hair-splitting. Gerald don't 
mind what coach brings him home, I dare say, and if the wrong 
coach brought him quicker, I've no patience with such tram* 
pery. Gerald, my dear, never mind your father. He thinks 
he's very clever about coaches, but I'm sure I'm always half 
afraid even when he drives the pony-carriage ; a shoe came off 
only the other day." 

Gerald was only too glad to continue his intermpted story, 
leaving his father to calculate, with pencil and paper, by what 
possible complication of routes and times one coold manage to 
arrive from one direction by a coach that came from the other. 
But before he plnnged again into the cock- pit story, something 
led him to look across the table hurriedly at Olympia, on 
whose face, to his confusion, he canght a curious smile. 

'* Fve got it 1 " at last exclaimed the Captain in triumph* 
•* Here was your mistake, Gerald. You must have — ^by Jove — 
yes, that's it — ^you must have started — confonnd the thing, I 
had it so clear a moment ago — ^no, I see — you must have — ^you 
see, the up coach " 

** Then, as you've fonnd it all out,** said Mrs. Westwood, 
'^you see now I was quite right, after all. Gerald must know 
more about travelling than you db, when he's just been all 
round the world, and in a ship too, which is more difficult than 
your trnmpery English coaches, that go straight along the roads 
that are marked out for them." 

That's just it, my dear," the Captain began to explain. 

It's just because anybody can understand them they ought 
to be so clear. And though I had it all just now, I'm 
hanged " 

'*JohnI I wish you wouldn't swear so. I'm sure Gerald 
hasn't sworn once since he's been at home, and sailors are 
allowed to swear." 

•• Well, well, mother," said Gerald, hurriedly, " here I am, 
anyhow. No doubt I made no end of blondera. Just you wait 
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a minute — ^Tm only going to undo a box, and 1*11 be down again 
in no time, if none of yon will stir from where you are." 

** John, I wish yon wouldn't Vorry the poor boy so," began 
hie mother, as soon as he left the room. " And just come home, 
too. Isn't he got handsome P Isn't he shot up into a fine 
young man ? You ought to be proud of him, and there you 
sit and plagae him with things you don't xutderstand yourself, 
so how should he ? " 

" Indeed, mamma, he has become quito good-looking," said 
Carry. 

*'I wish, though, he'd come in his uniform," said Julia. 
" We must make him put it on." 

" He's grown out of all knowledge," said Marian. ** I declare 
I shouldn't have known him if it wasn't for his chin. His nose 
is quite changed." 

"Nor would I," said Olympia. " 'Tis wonderful how a big 
patch '11 disguise a man ; I don't think it's ornamental, myself, 
but maybe I'm wrong." 

Some demon of perversity had evidently laid his grasp upon 
her. She did think him handsome, in spite of the patch, but 
she could not have joined in a chorus of admiration led by her 
aunt to save her tongue from being silenced for ever. 

Mrs. Westwood added to the gathering pile on the shelf, and, 
for the moment, did not deign to show that she had heard. 
Gerald had come back with his hands full. 

"There," he said, throwing his load upon the table. "I 
didn't write very often, I know, but I didn't forget you while I 
was away. That's for you, mother — ^it's real Chinese work, and 
very curious indeed." 

What could the young n^n have been thinking of to bring 
his mother home an ivory cup and ball, of all things in the 
world ? 

" Dear me I Real Chinese ! Ah, I always knew you had a 
warm heart, my dear." 

" And here, Carry — ^here's a fan for you that'll just come in 
for the ball. And here's one just like it for Julia, and another 
for Molly — and here's something for you, father — a box of real 
Havanas — a friend of mine, Tom Harris, helped me to get them, 
so they must be good, as he's the best judge I know." 

" And what's that, Gerald, my dear ? " asked Mrs. Westwood, 
when the first burst of thanks and admiration had subsided. 

" That " was a parcel neatly tied up with string, composing 
the balk of the armf ol. 
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*' Oh, that P " he said hnrriedlj, '' that's only somethiDg I've 
got for Oljmpia." He had intended to give it with the rest, and 
ndthont any distinction of manner, bnt her nnexpected grandeur 
and stand-off ways had already made him almost afraid of her. 

'* Oh, for Olympia," said Mrs. Westwood carelessly, relieyed 
to find that he had not ranked her with his sisters in bringing 
her a fourth ivory fan. 

*' For me, GenJd P " asked Olympia, with more warmth in 
her voice. " Oh, let me see it, please ! " 

" I hope you'll like it," said Gerald, donbtfnlly. '' Somehow 
I didn't think of yon like a girl that oared for fans." 

*' Ah, you thought a ridmg-whip, or a whistle, or a squirt, 
or a pea-shooter, or a box of colours was more in my way, I 
suppose P " she asked, always doomed to be told that she was 
not like other girls. " And you're right, too — what would I 
do with a fan, that mustn't go to a ball ? What is it ? I hope 
it's a whistle, Gerald, for all it's so big. I've broke the one you 
g^ve me before you went to sea." 

" Give me the parcel," said Mrs. Westwood, beginning to be 
uncomfortably curious. 

But Gbrald did not give it to his mother. He pushed it 
straight across to Olympia. 

It was not quite so manly a gift as she had professed to hope 
for. But she was not disappointed. She unfolded from the 
parcel a piece of magnificent Indian stuff, from which might be 
made the most beautiful ball-dress in the world. 

'* Oh, this is beautiful ! " she exclaimed, rapturously. '* And 
this is really for me ? Are you quite sure you haven't brought 
me the pumpkin and the glass slippers too P Sure you're a 
fiury godmother." 

" Gerald," said Mrs. Westwood, with a solemn frown, aflber 
carefully feeling the stuff with her fingers, '' Gerald, how much 
did you 'give for this thing?" 

" Why, isn't it all right, mother ? Never mind what I gave — 
'twasn't really much, and I thought I really couldn't go wrong, 
as a friend of mine, Tom Harris, who knows all about every- 
thing, was told to bring home something of the sort for one of 
his women-folk, and this is some of the same. I hope I wasn't 
taken in ? " 

** Gerald — ^I instst on knowing what you gave." 

^' Oh, never mind, mother," he said, looking at Olympia, who 
was examining the dress with tears of pleasure in her eyes. 
Mrs. Westwood looked scornful. 
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" It is very stnpid of Gerald. What nse can a thing like 
tbat be to yoa? When can yon wear it? Not in the honse, 1 
snppose— or ont in the wet fields, where you mostly are. I 
think yon had better change with Marian. She dxies want a new 
dress, poor girl, and if yon want something, she can give you 
her old fan, now that she's got a better one. Not that yon can 
want a fan either, but ezchioige is no robbery, as my poor dear 
&ther nsed to say, that was in the law." 

*' Nonsense, mother," broke in Gerald, now quite snre from 
his former experience of his mother's little ways that he had 
not been misled into buying rubbish. '' I'm sure it'll look 
splendid on Olympia, and she can wear it at the ball.'* 

'* She's not going to the ball," said Mrs. Westwood, grimly. 

"Not going!" 

"No," said Olympia qnietly. "I'm not going. You should 
haye waited till Aunt Car'line and the others were gone, and 
then haye brought me the pumpkin and glass slippers and 
things. Yon're right, Aunt Car'line ; 'tis no use to mei 
You'd better have bronght me the whistle, Gerald, or a brown 
pinafore. So, Molly, you can take the dress and keep both 
your fans; and if you want to give me a keepsake, (herald, 
yoa can get me a whistle in the village; I'll prize it just 
as much, and we'll all be pleased." 

" Then 111 just do no such thing," he said resolutely. 
"Mother, why isn't Olympia going to the ball P" He began 
to fancy there was something wrong at home, and thought of 
the hot cheeks and flashing eyes he had seen on the lawn. 

"Yon'd better ask your father, Gterald." 

"Me?" asked the Captain. "Well, you see, my boy, Olympia 
didn't behave quite nicely to your mother, you know, and they 
got on awkward ground, though it was my faulty I own, about 
my poor brother Charley, so as there wasn't room in the car- 
riage, or yonr mother thought not, which is all the same thing, 
don't you know, and as she hadn't a dress, so " 

" John ! how can yon distort things? You know I hate dis* 
tortion. You mean Olympia insulted me grossly to my own 
face, and told me in so many words that I was all sorts of 
things, that I'm sure no girl ought to think about, much less 
say. I can't help it if you choose to sit by and take everybody's 
part against me ; bat I pay the rent of this hoase, and though 
your name's in the lease, I've always understood houses belong to 
the people that pay for them ; therefore, if people mustn't have 
their own way in their own hoases I should like to know where 
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they may. And I should like to know how » carriage can hold 
more than it's made for ; and Olympia isn't so light, I'm sure, 
that the horse wonld go better for her, and she has a right 
to give way, if anybody has, considering her situation. Yon 
don't expect me to leaye out the girls ; and sitting crumpling 
in onr laps is qnite impossible, as I shonld have thought even a 
man would have known." 

Grerald began to look very grave. 

^ Gome mother," he said ; '* don't let anybody quarrel to-day.'* 

" Quarrel, GkraJd! What do you mean? Not me, I'm sure?" 

''Well, then, don't let anybody whatever you call it on my 
first day at home. We'll all go. Boom's a thing to be made. 
I should like to hear anybody start such a difficulty aboard 
the Lajnmng ; and I'm captain here to-night, you know. You 
and the girls and my father can go in the carriage, and I'll get 
a trap firom Peter Pigot,. and drive over Olympia. And as for 
a dress why there you are. I'm glad I brought one ; and I dare 
say Molly's got a dozen in her diawers upstairs." 

*' Gtendd, my dear boy ! Are you mad P How can you go 
driving all over the place with Olympia ? It would be higUy 
improper, and a thing I can't allow. And to see Olympia 
sailing into Beckfield with a dress like that. The idea ; a bit of 
a child like her ! " 

'' I assure you, Gerald," said Olympia, " Aunt Car'line's quite 
right. Molly's ever so much bigger and older than me. She's 
five feet two, and I stood still at five feet five and a quarter." 

'' I abhor sneering," said Mrs. West wood. 

'' Then," said Gerald, with a disappointed £eu», '' I'll drive 
over one of the other girls, and Olympia shall go with you." 

'* Oh, Gerald ! take me ! " exclaimed Julia, Garry, and Marian. 

"No — none of you," said Mrs. Westwood. "John, I wish 
you'ld interfere. After all that's happened Olympia can't go." 

" I beg your pardon, my dear," said the Gaptain. " I was 
trying to make a fit between those confounded coaches. Of 
course as you say so, my dear, she can't go ; the thing's im- 
possible--quite so. I told Olympia so from the very first 
— didn't I, Olympia P Never mmd ; you shall go another time, 
I dare say. Turn and turn about — that's fair play." 

Mrs. Westwood smiled triumphantly, while Olympia opened 
her eyes at this bare-faced desertion. " And now," said the 
former to Marian, " I'm sure there can be no objection to having 
the dress made up for you, as Olympia can't wear it, and it would 
only be put away in a drawer : and the way the moths " 
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"Tes, Molly/' said Olympia, trying to seem not to care, 
*' take the dress, please do. Gerald wonld have giyen it to 
yon at first, if he'd known — ^wonldn't yon, G«rald P " 

" Indeed I'ld haye done no snch thing, though," he said, hurt 
by what he took for indifference to his g^t. *' Bat do as yon 
like with yonr own.** 

Mrs. Westwood smiled again. Nothing would please her 
more than to see the oak of discord grow up between Gerald and 
Olympia from the acorn she had sown. Unhappily, however, 
he looked in his cousin's face as he spoke, and though she did 
not speak, the acorn withered in the soil. 

" And I hope you'll all enjoy the ball," he said. " Olympia, 
how shall we amuse our two deserted selves while they're away P" 

" Gerald ! " exclaimed Mrs. Westwood, " what in the name of 
goodness gracious do you mean P " 

" Only that if Olympia don't go, mother, I don't go either. 
That's aU." 

Not only did he say it as if he meant it, but Mrs. Westwood 
felt that he meant it, which was more to the purpose still. It 
would be hardly too much to say that at that moment she 
absolutely hated Olympia. That she had not very quick eyes 
and very strong feelings does not by any means follow from 
her looking like an icicle and talking like a fool. It was 
bitter to be snubbed at her own table by her own son, within a 
few hours of his return home after three years' absence, for the 
sake of the girl whom she tolerated mainly as a grindstone for 
her tongue and • as an opponent worthy of her tongue when 
ground. More bitter was it to have to yield, even though she 
was not displeased to find in her son her master. She would 
have despised Gerald a little had he taken after his easy-going 
father, over whom a victory was no victory at all. She had 
found a new world to conquer. But, for the present, she must 
temporise and let Gerald have his way. For she had her full 
share of that curious quality that some people call tact, and 
others cunning. 

She not only temporised, but tried to do so graciously and 
almost succeeded. • 

*' You have a good heart, my dear Gkrald," she said, though 
in a tone which seemed to imply that a good heart necessarily 
means a soft brain. *' If you knew all the circumstances you 
would see things differently, but " — and she threw a short look 
at Olympia — "but perhaps it might be better not to explain. 
There's a time and place for all things, as your poor first father, 
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my dears, used often to say, and it made him a wealthy m«n« 
He nsed to call it his golden rnle, and he hated prociastinatiop — 
he nsed to call it the thief of time. — ^Well, then, I suppose one 
of yon gprls must stop at home to let Olympia go to the hall, if 
emerald insists on it, though it's not very brotherly. Perhaps 
he'll say which it's to he." 

" Oh, mamma ! '' 

" Oh, bosh and nonsense, mother. Molly, yon shall come 
with me in Pigot's trap, if Olympia mustn't — though I'm 
hanged if I see why — and I suppose it doesn't take a dressmaker 
a year to launch a gown. There. That's done." 

*'*• No, Gerald," said his mother firmly. ** If I give way in one 
thing, you must in another. I've set my heart on your going 
with me and the girls." 

** Keep the dress, Molly," broke in Olympia suddenly. " And, 
(3erald, you go with Aunt Car'line. Molly'U go in Peter's trap, 
and I'll find her a cavalier." 

She ran out of the room, and went two stairs at a time up 
into (Gerald's room, where his trunk had been emptied and his 
clothes laid out upon the chairs. 

" I'll astonish Aunt Car'line before I've done ! " she said to 
herself; and then, as quickly as she could — and as she had 
done for Gerald's and her own amusement a hundred times 
before in the old days — dressed herself up artistically in the 
▼ery suit of dress clothes he had worn at the Phcenix the night 
before. He being short for his sex and she tall for hers, they 
fitted her as if she had been measured for them. 

*^ There — that'll astonish Aunt Car'line, if anything will. 
Sure, though, I wish the things were really my own ? '* 

She just ran into her own room to twist her hair closely 
round her head and to admire herself from top to toe, and then 
marched back into the dining-room. It seemed a curious way 
of astonishing Aunt Caroline, but some imp of mischief was 
playing its pranks within her and trying to g^t out — any- 
how. 

" There, Molly," she said, " here's your cavaHer ! Will I do ? 
Ill be the heau of the ball, and not you, Oerald, with your big 
patch under your eye." Even her full, vibrating voice, that 
came from the chest instead of dropping from the lips, might 
pass for that of a young man who was eccentric enough to 
speak unaffectedly in spite of the consciousness of a tenor voice 
for singing. *' What do you think of your new nephew, Uncle 
John P " 
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"Why, by Jnpiier! Cspitftl — firsi-raiei by Jove — why, 
you'ld make a sergeant of grenadiers ! Garry, my dear ** 

Gerald clapped Jiis hands. Then that grand young lady was 
really his old Olympia, after all. 

Bat Mrs. Westwood raised her eyes in stem horror, and, 
though Olympia had thought her incapable of sailing, sailed 
from the room. 

The Captain understood that silent, upward cast of her eyes : 
and his own felL To see a girl dressed up in boy's clothes had 
exactly chimed with his own very practical ideas of wit and 
humour, bat it was not the first time by many that he had been 
amused out of season and so broken the late Alderman Pender's 
golden rule. " There, go with your mother, all you girls," he 
said hurriedly, '* Olympia and all. I'll talk a bit with Gerald ; 
and Olympia, my dear, lid take those clothes off again if I were 
Tou. Your aunt, you see, has old-fiEuriiioned notions, don't yon 
know." 

" And doesn't like trespassers on her own ground," suggested 
Olympia demurely, looking down at her knees. " All right. 
Uncle John — I'll be a good girl for five whole minutes, if I 
can." 

(}erald rose to open the door for the girls. After three years' 
absence one acts courteously, at least for a day or two, even to 
sisters who have grown into semi-strangers. The three Miss 
Ponders went out first, and Olympia followed thetn. But she 
lingered at the threshold for an- instant while the others 
crossed the hall to the drawing-room, and, while her cousin 
was still holding the handle of the door, threw both her arms 
tightly roond his neck. 

"Oh, Gerald, Gkraldl'* she exclaimed in a hiirried whisper as 
she kissed him warmly. ^ How glad I am you're back again — 
I won't care about anything now!" 

Before he could answer her she was bounding upstairs — 
three steps at a time. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Lady, Echo, wliat giyeth Haidens best Addles f 
Echo. A Dren. 

Loidy. And, of their Songs, which is the beet for Tone f 
Beho. Fortmia. 

Lady. Whereto must trust poor If aids to reach to it ? 
Meko. ToYfiL 

Lady, Bat if thej be nor rich nor yet too Wise ? 
Echo, To Eyen. 

*' Thibs/' said Lord Wendale to his valet, " 70a can go now. 
Do you know, Forsytli, I think I am growing prematnrelj old. 
I dread the sonnd of carriage wfaeela. I feel a horrible tempta- 
tion to sit down and light a cigar, and let mj guests amnae 
themselves without me. I don't know them, and thej don't 
know me. Bj the way, my good annt, Lady Anne — ^who's to 
be hostess to-night, you Imow — said a very odd thing to me 
just before dinner." 

^* And what was that ? With all respect for Lady Anne, I 
should hardly have thought odd things much in her ladyship's 
line." 

" Not as a rale. But there was a single-speech Hamilton, 
you know, and why shouldn't there be a single-odd-thing Lady 
Anne ? She said she saw a likeness between you and me." 

** I am grateful to Lady Anne indeed. Yes, there is a like- 
ness. It is true your lordship's nose is Greek, while mine is 
nondescript ; you are taU, I am short ; you are good-looking, if 
you believe what people say; I, if I believe their silence, am 
rather the other way. But, on the whole, there is a great 
resemblance between man and man." 

*' People see odd likenesses though, sometimes. And I have 
a theory that nobody can see a likeness, though but for a 
moment, without its being there." 

*' The likeness between man and man — ^nothing more. That's 
all, I suspect, that Lady Anne means. I suppose all the county 
will be here?" 

" I hope so. If anybody is left out it will be a case of the 
unbidden fairy. I shall have made an enemy. But I haven't 
done with the likeness, old fellow. It's an odder thing still, 
but Mrs. Lewis, the housekeeper, who ought to know, seeing 
that she has been in the family ever since the Conquest, told 
Lady Anne that when she saw you she thought my grandfather 
had walked out of his grave." 

** There is more in that — ^it makes proper allowance for age. 
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So Mrs. Lewis, who remembers the battle of Hastings, told Lady 
Anne she saw a likeness between myself and your lordship's 
grandfather, and^Lady Anne was determined not to be oatdone. 
I see. Then all the county is to be here P " 

" What makes yon so anxious to see all the county P One 
oouni^'s much like another, I suppose." 

*' lixaotly — just as one old gentleman is very like another old 
gentleman. So much for Mrs. Lewis and Lady Anne. No — I 
care so little to make tbe acqaaintance of the county, that I 
think I shall enjoy my own company in my own room. 

" What P No, indeed you won't, though. On the contrary, 
I mean to introduce you to everybody — why, you're one of my 
lions, and what's the good of having a lion unless he roars P " 

'* I know what you mean, my lord. But — when I came to 
Beckfield as your guest, I was never in earnest about showing 
myself at the ball. You may refuse to remember what I am, 
but that is all the more reason why it shoxdd never be forgotten 
by me. Everybody does not agree with you that the path of a 
felon should be made easier than that of those who need no 
aid — and, from what I know of county people and other people 
too, they will not feel gratef al if it gets abroad that they have 
been asked to meet one whom their host knew io be an ex-con* 
vict from Weyport You wish me to be present that I may 
not feel hurt. It is just because I appreciate your delicacy th£^ 
I would rather be alone." 

" Not a bit of it," said Lord Wendale. ** How should any* 
body know P And what would it matter if all the county 
knew P I'll introduce them to whom I please— the idea of a 
man who has been unfortunate enough to be in gaol being 
ashamed to meet those who have been lucky enough to escape 
getting their deserts — preposterous P You mvst show yourselfj 
Forsyth, unless you want to offend me — I suppose you're not 
shy for fear somebody else should take you for my lomr-lost 
uncle ? " 

"Not at all — not at all," answered Forsyth very quickly. 
" Very well, then — as you really wish it, I will show myself, 
though I won't promise to roar." 

*' Come on, then — I have heard carriage wheels. I wish we 
could change places, Forsyth, you and I — ^that you were Lord 
Wendale, and that I could be what Nature meant me for — a 
real painter, a real musician, a real anything — even a real M.P. 
By Jove, Forsyth, I've a good mind to introduce you as that 
tesl long-lost uncle of mine come back from the grave, and 
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become plain Arthur Galmont, wiih mj way to make in tbe 
world." 

Forsyth looked at him sharply : but it was*in his nsual com- 
posed tone that he answered — 

"Ah, liord Wendale, it is very easy to wish for the* impos- 
sible. Wait till yon are tried." 

" On my honour I mean what I say. I want to be in the 
thick of the battle — to have to carve my own path — ^plain 
Arthur Calmont, with two good lives at least between me and 
this confounded title " 

" With plenty of small change to grease the wheels with, and 
the certainty of a coronet at the end to rest your head in as soon 
as it begins to ache " 

" Yon are a miserable cynic — ^yon know nothing of the bur- 
dens I have to bear. I would lay them down to-morrow gladly, 
and be independent of evenrthing and everybody but my own 
hands. Confound that fellow of mine — he's out of the way 
again. I wonder what he thinks I keep faim for. Forsyth, 
there's a good fellow, just reach me that pair of gloves, if you 
don't mind." 

The old painter shrugged his shonlders, handed his patron 
the gloves, and followed him as unobtrusively as possible into 
the reception-room. 

Mrs. Westwood was the soul of punctuality. It was her car- 
riage wheels that had struck upon Lord Wendale's ear. Gerald 
had insisted so resolutely that either Olympia should go to the 
ball or that he would stay at home, that his mother, who would 
have given way to nobody else, was obliged to yield to him. 
Not only so, but the Indian stuff, one of the many external 
causes of the still unended warfare, was made up into a dress 
for Olympia just in time. Her aunt, indeed, by a series of 
ingenious plots and devices, had done her best to make the 
result as unfashionable and as unbecoming as possible. But 
she did not meet with her reward. 

'* By Gborge, Olympia !" exclaimed OereJd, as she followed 
his sisters down stairs in her Indian silk, *' you look like the 
Queen of Sheba I " 

This might or might not be praise : but Mrs. Westwood 
sharply told him not to be profane. Olympia smiled graciously 
upon the first compliment that had ever been paid her since she 
was bom. 

The party from the Laurels arrived at Beckfield almost too 
early : the Captain had been the only drag upon their united 



i66 OLYMPIA. 

eagerness, bat he had been forced to do without his cigar, and 
was ready in nncomfortabl j good time. Having marshalled her 
troop of seven — herself, her three daughters, her son, her hns- 
band, and her hnsband^s niece — over their coffee, so as to make 
the most effective entry into the reoeption-room, she took the 
Captain's arm, gave Carry to Gerald, and placed the three other 
girls to bring np the rear. In this order they were received by 
Lady Anne Calmont, who acted as hostess for the occasion : and 
thns Olympia found herself all at once admitted into what she 
firmly believed to be the g^reat world of her dreams. 

Lord Wendale glanced at the new arrivals, came forward and 
shook the Captain by the hand. Mrs. Westwood made the pro- 
f oundest of curtseys — she and her girls, for an instant, were a 
bed of bulrushes over which a wave of wind is in the act of 
passing, as they bent and rose up again almost in union. Olym- 
pia was a little late, as if she had been the least pliable of the 
reeds ; but it was from no want of deference to the owner of so 
many chandeliers. She was almost startled to find that a real 
live earl should so singularly confirm her theories by his evident 
Buperiorij^ to men who, like Uncle John, Peter Pigot, and 
Farmer Holmes, were made of common day. He was not only 
the handsomest man in the room, but the first really handsome 
man whom she had ever seen. Out of books she had hardly 
dared to believe that there were such men — and behold, the 
descriptions of romance heroes were true. She felt also that 
his eyes singled her out from her party for at least a moment ; 
and his look made her half proud, and more than half shy. 

How could Lord Wendale, with his hereditary and cultivated 
feeling for form and colour, fail to be struck at once by the 
strange and unknown beauty whom he had unconsciously in- 
vited to Beckfield P But he was struck by something more. 
He was too much occupied to attend to the Westwood family 
for more than an instant, but Olympia saw him, on his way from 
one group to another, stop and speak to a plain-looking elderly 
gentleman who was standing by himself and turning over a 
portfolio in a comer of the room. Of course she did not hear 
him say, in a half whisper — 

'' I seem haunted by likenesses to-day, Forsyth. Just look 
round and tell me if you don't see one face you know." 

She saw the elderly gentleman with the plain face look round 
antil his eyes caught her own. 

** Ah ! '* he said with a start, immediately suppressed. '* You 
are right this time. She is in a ball dress and a few years older 
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— bat it is she — xbcj Dryad, and no other. There are not two 
laces like that in the world. And, in that ease, she is a Miss 
Westwood" 

'' If I introduce yon presently will yon find ont something 
more ahont her than her name P By Jove, yon have kept your 
knowledge dark — I didn't know there was a girl like that within 
a hundred miles of Beckfield. To think of her coming with 
people like the Westwoods ! Just find out something about her 
and let me know — I can't stay talking now.** 

Olympia, by tbis time, was safely seated in a comer with the 
Miss Fenders under Mrs. Westwood's wing. The Captain had 
found a Sessions acquaintance, and Gerald was hanging about 
in a doorway. His eyes were on Olympia, while hers followed 
the Earl as he became the centre of group after group in turn. 
The three other girls were mentally calculating their chances of 
filling their progprammes, and bewailing their lamentable lack 
of acquaintance. But she found quite enough to fill her mind 
and absorb her attention in merely looking about her, and from 
that unwonted atmosphere of light and colour, weaving uncon* 
scions romances in the loom of her inexperienced imagination. 

Suddenly the sound of music fiowed from the ball-room, into 
which the reception-room opened. Even upon a conmion waits 
tone, though ground on a street organ, a willing soul may find 
aerial support for its wings : and, in a moment, all impossibilities 
seemed to grow possible to the girl who had never heard any 
music in her life but Julia's pieces and the church organ, and 
who had never been to a ball before. To sit among lights and 
perfumes and waves of sound was enough, without thinking of 
partners. She took it for granted that all these people must 
think and feel like her, and thought, with more of sympathy 
than envy, what a rush of bewildering joy life must be for 
them. 

She was thus absorbed in her rainbow dream, when the elderly 
gentleman whom she had seen speaking with the master of all 
these wonders came across from his portfolio in the comer, and 
brought to the Westwood family a breath, though slight enough, 
of the higher atmosphere through which the host himself was 
moving. 

*' Mrs. Westwood, if I am not wrong P " he asked in his very 
driest tone. ** I daresay you have forgotten me long ago, but I 
have certainly had the pleasure of meeting you once before.*' 

Olympia never forgot any of her own adventures. The sound 
of hu voice at onoe recalled to her nund the '* What is the 
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matter with yon P *' that liad so brosqnelj intermpted ber snb- 
lime agonj by Lyke Wood pond. Bat Mrs. Westwood's memory 
was not so retentive. The stranger might be a duke for anght 
she knew, and she pnt on the best of her smiles. 

" I have snch a bad memory for faces,'* she began* '* It is a 
family failing. Bat I*m sore I*m delighted " 

*' You don't remember me, then P There is no change in you 
— ^though I think I see somebody here who has grown tall 
enough to remind me that time has not stood still with me. Do 
you remember one evening when a little girl was brought home 
crying ? '* 

" Oh, of course ! It was very good of you to take so much 
trouble, I'm sure. If I'd only known you were staying at 
Beckfield " 

She was not pleased to remember that she had not been too 
polite to one who had turned out to be one of the Earl's friends. 

" But I was not staying at Beckfield. I was a guest of my 
good friend Peter Pigot, at the Black Prince. So you are 
really that little girl. Miss Westwood P And so you took my 
advice, and did not run away to sea ? You see I remember you 
as if it were a century ago, while I daresay you have forgotten 
me as if it were yesterday." 

'* Indeed, I haven't though," said Olympia, for herself, though, 
for the first time, feeling what it means to be shy. *' Things 
don't happen so often that I forget them when they do." 

*' You are to be congratulated then, Miss Westwood. Happy 
is the nation " 

** Ah, but I don't think so at all ! I'd like to spend all my 
life like now." 

'* What — in sitting still in a ball-room talking to old gentle- 
men P I congratulate myself then." 

** No — I mean in a crowd — ^it is like being someone in a new 
book — ^it is like " 

'* Like watching a lot of sheep jumping over a hurdle P " 

" No, indeed — you don't know much about sheep if you think 
one's really like another, though they look so." 

" Olympia ! " said Mrs. Westwooa. " Don't talk such non- 
sense, pray. What do you know about such things P One would 
think Captain Westwood was a butcher." 

" You are quite right, Mrs. Westwood," said Forsyth, turning 
to her politely. " You would say that all men, added together, 
make up but one Adam, and all women but one Eve. There aro 
no more people in a ball-room than there were in Paradise." 
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Forsyth did not make a good impression upon ihe Westwood 
family. Not mnch had been said, but he had provoked Mrs. 
Westwood by taking notice of Olympia, and Olympia by seeming, 
as she thought, to be laughing at her and tre«kting her as a 
child. 

'' I never could understand the pleasures of Paradise," she 
said perversely, thinking of The Laurels. *' If I had been Eve 
I should have done just like she did, only to see something of 
the world." 

Mrs. Westwood looked from Forsyth to Olympia and back 
again in dismay. 

" Olympia ! What will people think of you ? I am sure 
you never got such ideas from me." She threw in a frown with 
one side of her face, as if to add an interpretation to her remon- 
strance, " Hold your tongue, and don't make an exhibition of 
your ignorant pro&uiity." Forsyth included both in a half- 
smile, in which Mrs. Westwood chose to read disgust, and 
Olympia astonishment at her daring heterodoxy. It pleased her 
to think that she had both shocked her aunt and made somebody 
stare at her. 

**' You are thinking," he said very quietly indeed, " of a sort 
of paradise from which it is no doubt best to escape in time. I 
was thinking of the paradise of a simple life and quiet mind." 

*' I hate simple lives and quiet minds ! " said the d&hniamJte^ 
determined to press her supposed advantage, and not guessing 
that to draw her out might be the very object of him whom 
she thought she was shocking and bewildering. '* It is tantalising 
to read of what people have done when they had the chance, 
and then to compare one's own life with theirs. It is a good 
thing to live in the middle of rebellions and persecutions. What 
would Joan of Arc have been if she had lived in simple times 
and had a quiet mind P " 

Forsyth half smiled again at this very un-ball-room-like small 
talk from the seemingly self-complacent height for which she 
felt inclined to detest him. 

*' My dear young lady," he answered, '* do you think that 
greatness lies in doing great things by chance, or in the capacity 
for doing them when the chance comes ? Joan of Arc, if she 
is your model, would have been a better shepherdess and no less 
a heroine if she had lived in this peaceful village of yours." 

*' No — she would have been a wretched shepherdess. I've no 
doubt hers were the worst kept sheep in all France before her 
time cama Sheld have been always longing for a wider world, 
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and perhaps have done wliat was wrong raiher than have 
minded sheep all her days. I suppose if Joan of Aro is my 
heroine, yonr hero's a Quaker P " 

" I have no hero, Miss Westwood, and no heroine." 

By this time' the three Miss Fenders had all found pairtners. 
That Olympia had not was not owing to any want of unknown 
admirers, for so beautiful a stranger could not fail to attract all 
eyes in the room. But her aunt, for an hour or two at leasts 
knew how to protect her own. How such things are managed, 
cAoperofietf, who never reveal their secrets, will understand. She 
was a poor diplomatist, but an excellent tactician. 

But Gbrald, from his doorway, saw the state of things : and, 
thoDgh he did not recog^nise his mother's hand in the affair, he 
was not going to let Olympia sit out longer than need be. In- 
deed, he was not ill-pleased to see her in such a forlorn condition 
as to be compelled to put up with the conversation of the most 
unattractive man in the room : it gave him an opportunity of 
claiming for his partner the heIXe of the whole ball 

'*I say, Olympia," he said, coming up and interrupting the 
conversation without compunction, ** will you try a waits with 
me P I can pull you through somehow, I daresay. Shall we do 
this one P " 

'' Gerald," began Mrs. Westwood, who knew the effect of 
ball-room air upon incipient flirtations, " don't you think you'd 
better ask somebody else P It's nonsense to come to a ball to 
dance with your own cousin." 

That was enough for Olympia, though she would have pre- 
ferred to scare the old gentleman with her heroes and heroines 
a little while longer. She could not waltz, but that did not 
matter with Oerald, and, to vex her aunt, she would even have 
plunged into the Lancers. She rose up at once to take Gerald's 
arm. Forsyth watched her with another smile, but it was a sad 
one ; and something in Gerald's manner, as he looked from the 
boy to the girl, made him murmur — 

** Poor young man I " 

In another moment the two would have been lost among the 
dancers, when, before she had taken her partner's arm, another 
young man came up and, looking at Forsy^ for an instant, said— 

*' Pray honour me with a turn or two. Miss Westwood, if 
you are not engaged." 

Mrs. Westwood could hardly believe her eyes or ears. The 
Earl himself had come forward as a candidate for the hand of 
Olympia. It might be natural that a courteous host should noi 
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suffer a girl under his roof to sit oat alone, but it was too bitter 
to think that, when thej all got home, it would be Oljmpia that 
bad danced with the Earl. She must do something to prevent 
this scandal, though in all other things Lord Wendale's word 
would have been her law. 

*' This is not Miss Westwood, my lord," she said blandly, as 
if assuming that the intended honour was meant for the family 
in the person of its proper representative '* This is Captain 
Westwood's niece, who has never been out before. Indeed, she 
neyer dances. Do you, Olympia ? '' she asked with a meaning 
look. ** My own girls are excellent waltzers, but Olympia never 
cared for dancing." 

But Olympia thought, '' This is reaUy like Cinderella I '* and, 
in the thought, she was so ungrateful as to forget the fairy god- 
mother — ^her cousin Oerald — without whom she would never 
have been at this wonderful ball at all. It was he who had 
given her the very dress she wore, and now, in the presence of 
this magnificent romance hero, he faded from her sight even 
while his hand still touched her arm. 

'' Olympia ! " he began to plead in a whisper. 

*' Indeed, but I do like dancing though. Aunt Car'line. Oerald^ 
you shall have the next, if you care." 

Oerald did care ; but it was this dance he cared for, and not 
for the next or the next dozen. He was only her old playmate, 
of course, who ought to have surrendered her willingly, and 
have taken pity on some other forlorn damsel ; but he sat down 
by his mother, who felt as cross as he. 

'* Aren't you dancing, Gerald P " she asked. 

*' No, mother ; I haven't got a partner, and it isn't my way 
to take other people's. I say, mother, of all the affected fools 
I ever saw I think Lord Wendale looks about the biggest. How 
you all can think such a lot of a barber's block Fm hanged if I 
know. I should like to see him aboard the Lapwing ! I wonder 
how long he takes to curl his hair P " 

*' Hush, for goodness sake, Oerald I He's a most aristocratic 
young man, and I've no doubt his hair curls quite naturally. 
^Dut I'm ashamed of Olympia to-night. I declare I was ready 
to sink into the earth when she was going on about Adam and 
Eve. Wherever she gets such ideas goodness knows. One 
would think she only came to disgrace us all ; and she only a 
sort of charity girl, if Lord Wendale knew. She's getting a 
regular man's woman, as I call it ; and men's women I can't 
abide." 
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Oerald coloured up, but only answered, *' It's better to be a 
man's woman, thoagh, than a woman's man, like that barber's 
block fellow 1 I hate women's men — they're always prigs and 
fools." 

If he had but known in what dilemma Olympia's faithlessness 
had placed her, he would have been consoled. Nature is a bad 
dancing miBti*ess, and she had known no other. Impulse had 
made her rashly bold ; but when she took her place in the circle 
with her partner, she felt like anything but a heroine. It is not 
a pleasant emotion when the volunteer leader of a forlorn hope 
begins to feel his fingers tingle with the conrage that is oozing 
out of them. She felt as though she were about to disgrace 
herself publicly before the whole ball-room, and bitterly 
repented of her disobedience to Aunt Caroline. 

But her luck was not doomed to desert her even now. 
Fortune helps the bold, but for the over^bold she sets no stint to 
her favours. Lord Wendale was an admirable dancer — so 
excellent that he could tell by instinct, and at the first touch, 
whether his partner was one to do him justice. In such matters 
he had a woman's tact and an artist's hand. So he let half a 
dozen couples start before them, and then said — 

" Are you very fond of waltzing, Aliss Westwood ? I confess 
that I am not — at least in a crowd. What do you say to our 
making a rather more quiet tour than round and round in a 
square yard ? There is something I want you to see. Do you 
know that we have known each other for years — that the 
moment you came into the room I recognised you for an old 
and dear friend ? " 

Olympia drew a grateful sigh for her release, and opened her 
eyes widely. " I don't care for dancing either — in a crowd. 
But what can you mean by our being friends ? " 

" That's my secret ! But it shall be revealed. Come — ^no* 
body will miss us for a minute " — and Gerald, who had 
placed himself where he might make himself as miserable as 
possible by seeiug Olympia's waist encircled by the arm of the 
handsomest and most distinguished man in the room, was de- 
prived of even this sorry apology for comfort. The two disap- 
peared together from the room, as though the Earl had delibe- 
rately engaged her not for a dance but for a flirtation. 

It was quite possible. Lord Wendale, as host, had to talk 
to too many people not to make the most of what might be his 
only opportunity of making the acquaintance of the most beauti- 
ful of ail his guests. The curtained doorway through which he 
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led her opened at once into a branch of the long pictnre gallery 
that was the true glory of Beckfield. There had not been a 
Calmont for many generations without the taste for art that had 
cnlminated in the present Earl. 

This long gallery, seen for the first time, and hang on either 
side with glimpses into a hundred new worlds at once, filled 
Olympia with nothing less than awe. This was even better 
than the ball. Lord Wendale, watching her attentively, saw 
her wonderful eyes light up when they looked down the vista 
of art treasures : if she had tried to please him, she could not 
have found a better way. 

" You care for pictures, I can see,*' he said, " if you don't 
care for waltzing. There is a second sympathy with us already. 
But I suppose you have seen my gallery often before ? " 

" No — never." 

"Never? Impossible — when you live so near! But that 
is my faulty I'm afraid, and must be mended. Are you a 
painter ? " 

" No— not at all." 

" Then you are likely to be the better critic. I am no painter, 
but I know what others can and can't do. I was sure that eyes 
like yours. Miss Westwood, were made to admire as well aa — 
— as to be admired. There — it would out, though it sounds 
horribly like a compliment. I wish I could take you through 
my pictures now, but your mother ^" 

'* Mrs. Westwood is my aunt." This was a point on which 
she would admit of no inaccuracy. 

" So much the better," thought Lord Wendale. '' I was 
wondering how roses should grow on crabsticks. Your aunt, 
then, must bring you over — and your sisters, or cousins, or 
whoever they are, of course — some day before I go. But, as I 
was saying, there is something I must show you now — that 
won't bear keeping. I suppose you look in the glass sometimes ^ 
Well, then, I want you to look in a glass now, and tell me 
what you see. No, you needn't look round : it's just in front of 
you. Forsyth calls it a picture : it's really my magic mirror^ 
that shows us the past: perhaps you would rather see the 
future ; but the past — and the present — are quite enough for 
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" I see the face of a very beautiful girl : and — why, suroi 
that is my old bush in the Green Walk ! — and " 

'' It is you that have called it beautiful, Miss Westwood. I 
call it the glory of Beckfield*'* 
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" But who did it P Are jotl langhing at me P *' 
" It was painted by Forsjth — ^the man joa were talking to 
just now. Not only to-night, hut for years, you have been the 
Queen of Beckfield." 

She oould hardly believe in her own glory. That she, in her 
obsonrity of The Laoiels, should all the time be the inspiration 
of a great painter and the pride of a great Earl I— It was im- 
possible, and yet it was trua 



CHAPTER V. 

Wbftt read I in the ekiee, iweet maidP— 

Qood laok, I read a frown 1 
Fojr. by this day next year, tii^Te laid* 
Tnoy mean to tumble down I 

Then blae will be the fields, I wis I— 

By Venus and fay Hazs 
111 dry, for " Boy sweet primrosee, 

" Come, bny my golden stars I " 



It 



All this, however, was far too muoh like the true story of 
Cinderella — omitting the meekness of the heroine— to please 
Mrs. Westwood* Even Gerald felt that his old mate in mischief 
had fluttered np to a higher spray. Olympia herself, who came 
home in what her annt thought insultmgly high spirits, oonld 
not help that night building an extra castle or two upon the 
magnificent trifles of that wonderful ball. The other girls 
chatted of their partners: she looked down at the frivolity 
which treated as mere amusement so solemn a function. 

Of course she awoke to a morning of misery. Her first ball 
had crowded into a few short honrs all the excitement of 
sights and sounds that had been fermenting in her ever since 
she had been brought from the other side of the world. And 
now it was all over — and her one night's life had more than 
ever unfitted her for*life at The Laurels* 

She had a headache, for the first time since her loss of Pinto : 
everybody seemed to be out of temper with her, and she seemed 
to be out of temper to everybody. Mrs. Westwood bad ample 
cause for ill-humour, but surely there was no reason why Gerald, 
usually so good-humoured, should play the part of an ill-used 
man. He had intended that she should enjoy the ball, and she had 
enjoyed it — what did how she enjoyed it matter to him ? Beallj 
everybody seemed very disagreeable. Nature, there was no 
doubt about it, had intended her for a great painter, perhaps— 
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oeriainlj for a queen : DeBtinv had doomed lier to be ihe niece 
of Aont Caroline and Uncle John. She did not remain long 
in the house after the very late breakfast^ but stole ont alone to 
wander abont her castles nndisinrbed. 

They were very phantom castles: and Beckfield was not 
among them. She did not fancy herself in love with the Earl : 
bnt she recalled his rather fall-flaToored compliments, and 
relished them highly. Then she thought of Gendd. Not even 
twenty years of The Laurels could prevent a grown girl from 
being able to read jealousy in the eyes of a boy. She had read 
it legibly enough, and was more pleased with this gift than with 
that of the silk gown. It was extorted homage ; it enabled her 
for once to exert power and gire pain. 

As she walked on, her fit of ill-temper passed away with her 
headache, and she began to think about other things. There was 
the picture — why> she herself, she thought, could have done as 
much, by the light of Nature, as to make a girl's face and en- 
circle it with a garland of berries and green leaves. She had 
been practising it ever since she had *' written a senora " on the 
slate for the benefit of Aunt Caroline: and she somehow thought 
her own stock face the more beautiful of the two. Would the 
Earl really remember his promise to ask them all over to Beck- 
field? 

Her castles were growing higher and higher, vaguer and 
vaguer, when she suddenly caught sight of Gerald, strolling 
towards her, and doing terrible execution among the nettles and 
foxgloves as he came iJong. She instinctively put on an uncon- 
scious and indifferent air, and watched him with the cruel delight 
of feeling that she, whom everybody was always putting out of 
temper, had at last succeeded in putting somebody out of temper 
about her. That her victim was he whom she loved best, made 
her achievement the more completely satisfactory. 

He soon caoght sight of her, left ofE attacking the foxgloves 
and nettles, and, in his turn, tried to look completely at ease. 
Bat she saw him colour as they came nearer, and snuled both to 
herself and to him. 

" Oerald ! How you startled me 1 What are you doing here 
by yomvelf, all alone P " 

*' What are you P I'm doing nothing — and they're all so con- 
foundedly slow at home." 

*' What, Annt Caroline and Cany and Julia and Molly slow ? 
Well, perhaps they are just a little." 

Why didn't you tell me yon were coming out, OlympiaP 
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Yoa always used to, in old times. We oould have bad one of 
our old walks, and " 

" No, thank you. I*m not going to risk drowning yoa again. 
And then I'm not sore I didn't find yon rather slow, too. Yoa 
were the Grossest of them'all." 

" Not a bit of it. And if I had been yon shouldn't have been 
sarprised." 

" Yoa were, though — and I was surprised. I should have 
thought you'd have enjoyed the ball yoa thought so much of 
before it came ; and when you were there you never danced, and 
when it was over you were as grave and solemn as if you'd been 
to yoar own funeral. I thought sailors were always jolly and 
happy wherever they were, but I suppose I'm wrong." 

*' As if every sailor was bound to be always grinning through 
a horse-collar ! I suppose you think because I'm an o£Bicer of 
the Lapmfig I've nothmg to do but to dance hornpipes and chew 
tobacco P " 

" Of course I do — and to have a wife in every port and to be 
always shivering your timbers — whatever that may be. How 
many wives have you, Gerald ? " 

'* Nonsense — can't you talk seriously for once in a way ? I've 
been home ever so long now, and you haven't really talked tc 

me, or been like you used to be, except when " He stopped 

short, for it was not possible to put into words the episode of the 
parlour door. 

Her heart already began to repent of teasing him : but the 
spirit of mischief was not so easily exorcised. 

**I didn't know you were so fond of serious conversation, 
Gbrald," she said demurely. " I shall really begin to think 
something has happened to you since you've been away, and 
that you've left your heart across the sea. Never mind, I'll 
talk seriously enough. I have a crow to pick with you, and a 
big one." 

** With me P" 

'' Yes, with you. Once on a time yon used to tell me every- 
thing — all your scrapes and troubles. But that's all over now. 
We've become young lady and young gentleman now, so I must 
behave myself accordingly." 

*• Why, what on earth do you mean P Are you really angry 
with me? " he asked, a sudden gleam of returning good temper 
rising in his eyes. If she meant to tease him she had drawn the 
wrong arrow this time — if she was really angry he was more 
than satisfied. One need not be a woman or more than eighteen 
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to know that lieat is incompatible with cold. Neverfcheless she 
had not quite failed : she might have sent the wrong arrow, bnt 
she had pnt the right cap on his head more accurately than she 
pretended to believe. 

" Ah, jon may well look ashamed of yourself/' she went on. 
" How could you have the heart to let poor Uncle John puzzle 
himself over what nobody but you could tell him — how you got 
here by a coach that you couldn't have come by ? I didn't mind 
your not telling Aunt Caroline, you know — ^young men don't tell 
their mothers everything, I suppose, though she thinks so — but 
oh, GTerald, you ought to have told me ! Are you afraid of me 
since you've got a big boy — ^a man I mean ? And why did you 
go to London ? And how did you get your face hurt P For I 
don't believe what you said, not a wordL" 

He bloshed up to his hair. But he was not displeased to find 
that she had suspected him of some scrape becoming a man — 
that is to say, of one which it is improper to confide to girls and 
that requires a lie to conceal from one's mother. However, it 
was not of the lie that he was proud, and he would have told 
Olympia all about it long ago had it not been for the admixture 
of a pair of blue eyes with his adventure. Bnt that was all of 
the past now; he was looking into a pair of brown eyes worth 
all the blue eyes that ever were made. He had all the constancy 
of his eighteen years — loyalty to the queen of the hour. 

" Why, Olympia ! " he exclaimed at last, " you're a witch ! 
How did you know ? And it's that that vexed you ?" 

" That's how I know," she said, taking from her pocket a 
crumpled piece of thin white paper stained with large black 
capitals. 

'* The bill of the Phoenix ! How in the world did you get hold 
of that thing ? " 

'* Do you think I put on your clothes without looking to see 
what was inside P Ah, you little know what secrets I mayn't 
have found ! " 

*' I'm awfully glad you did, and that you've asked me abont it 
too — ^I didn't tell you before because you didn't sdem to care 
where I'd been or what I'd done. Yes, I did go up to London 
with Tom Harris you've heard me speak of." 

" How splendid ! Fancy having been really in London and 
not bursting out with it as soon as you came home — London, that 
one reads and hears of — it's more than having been round the 
world. That's like the use of the globes — ^but London ! You 
must tell me about it, every word. Where did you go ? — what 
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did jon see? Did yon see ihe Tower? That's where Fid go 
first of all, and fauicy myself Ladj Jane Grey ; not that I care 
mnch about her — or the Qaeen of Scots ; only she wasn't there. 

Ton didn't see the King, did yon ? Or the army ? Or ^" 

No— I only went to the play. That's the bill 
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Ah, if that's all yon did, no wonder yon didn't tell Aunt 
Carline ! What was it like ? What did they act ? Was it 
Hamlet ? " 

Grerald was not quick at description. '* Well, no, it wasn't 
' Hamlet.' It wasn't Shakespeare, or any of those fellows. 
It was what they call a ballet, where people dance, and all that 
sort of thing." 

*' I know ! Oh, just think if Aunt Carline knew — ^I must 
tell her jast for fun — ^Tll leaye the play-bill in her way. So 
that's a real play-bill, is it? Why does it smell like orange- 
peel ? Gerald, it's the dream of my life to see a play. Was it 
very beautiful ? " 

She was once more the Olympta of old times, and the last 
remnant of a cloud was passing m>m Grerald's brow. 

*' Pretty well — ^pretty fair,** he said, as though he was an ex- 
perienced playgoer. " There was a wonderful bear, that I wish 
you'd seen, and a girl.*' 

*' A bear ? Then it wasn't any of the plays I know. And w>iat 
did you do after the play ? People that one reads of always 
do something after the play." 

His face fell again. '* Well — ^to make a clean breast of it, 
Olympia — I got into as bad a mess as I was ever in, and I've 
been in a few." 

'* I should think so 1 " she said, proud of her old pupil in 
mischief. '' But what was it ? — anything very bad ? — anything I 
can help you in ? Do you mean the black patch P " 

*' Oh, that was nothing — I'll tell you all that afterwards. I 
went home with an actor 1 met there, and somehow I got cleaned 
out at icarte " 

** Cards, you know ; and I had to borrow a fiver from Tom 

Harris to pay my bill and get down." 

" Gerald — ^you've been in bad company, I'm afraid ! " 

'* Not a bit of it — only luck was so coi^oundedly against me; 

and if you'd only seen the girl ' 

" The girl P — Do you mean the girl with the bear P " 

*' Didn't I say that she was there too P Well, if you had only 

seen her, you'ld have seen at once she was as good as gold." 
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'' If joa'd read as mncli as I bave, 70a wouldn't ibink otctj 
girl perfection because she looked as good as gold. Was she 
dark or fair ? '* 

" Fair,** said Grerald, wishing for some unknown reason that 
be bad said nothing of the girl. 

'* Did she play cards* as well as the actor ? I never tmsi 
those fair, washed-ont looking girls. How can yon be so foolish, 
Gerald, to go with people like that and let them do what tb^ 
like with yon ? I diure say she was only painted, if the tmu 
were known." 

" Indeed she wasn't, Olympia.** 

** Just as if a man conld tell ! I nsed to wish I was fair, but 
I don't now. I can fancy bow she laogbed at yon behind yonr 
back when yon were gone." 

Gerald blushed again — ^be had an uncomfortable suspicion 
that it was quite possible, though he had never allowed himself 
to dwell for a moment upon such a shame to bis manhood ; and 
he still believed the poor Firefly to be as good as gold — it was 
to be hoped with better cause than be had for his belief that he 
had been beaten by luck instead of Monsieur Joseph Drouzil. 

" And who else was there ? " she asked. 

Then, glad to escape from the unlucky subject of Firefly, he 
told her at fall length all about his singular meeting with their 
old acquaintance the old campaigner. 

" I wonder who be is," she said. " I remember all about him 
well — ^I was ever so much older than you, you know. And I 
remember how Uncle John looked as if he'd been shot when he 
saw him — and bow be wanted to kiss me, and how he smelled 
of drink and tobacco. And you won't remember, but 1 do, how 
Aunt Car'line asked all about him in the village, as if there was 
BomethiDg going on — ^it comes back like yesterday. 'Tis queer 
indeed you met him again. But what was queerer still, when 
he spoke that day I seemed to remember him from befbre I was 
Lorn. Yon haven't told Uncle John you met him, Gerald ? " 

" How could I, without telling him ** 

"Then, of course, jou can't now, that's plain, unless you 
make a clean breast of your losing the money, and all. I 
would, if I was you, anyway to Uncle John. Aunt Caroline's 
different, and maybe there's something about Major Sallivan she 
isn't to know. 

•* Oh, what's the good of telling father ? I would, if I only 
thought he'ld cut up rough about it, like other fellow's fathers. 
But you know what he'ld say — * There, be a good boy, and don't 
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▼ex your mother ' — and then he'd tell her himself, and there'd 
be the devil to pay. But the question is, how am I to pay back 
Tom Harris P He's a rattling g^d fellow, yon see, and wouldn't 
ask me, so I'm the more bound to pay hun back at onoe — he 
hasn't too many fivers, poor old Tom." 

It was the first time that a money trouble had been presented 
to Olympia in any form. But she was equal to the occasion. 

" What did you give for my silk dress, Q«rald P Gould you 
sell it again P Would that get you five pounds P " 

" By Jove, you aire a brick, Olympia P But to think I*ld 
think of such a thing, even if it could be done — and it isn't what 
I owe Tom Harris, it's what I lost : and that was a lot more 
than five pounds. How I'm to get on till my next allowanoe 
and after that, I'm hanged if I know — ^and you know even I 
can't ask my mother for money till the time comes for it 
without showing how much I want and why. I wish I was an 
admiral." 

'* I wish I was a man," said Olympia, with a sigh. '* I'ld be 
a painter, and soon give you back all you lost, and more too." 

** I know you would — ^you're the best brick 1 ever knew. 
But it's no good wishing. By George, Olympia, I don't know 
what I should do without you — I wouldn't rob you of a penny, 
but you're the only fellow here one can ease one's mind to, and 
I'm an ass not to have done it before. And you're not a bit 
changed after all. Do you know I was as savage as — ^as " 

"A bear?" 

"Well, as a bear, if you like, when you wouldn't dance with 
me last night, but went prowling about with that milksop of a 
lord." 

" Oh, Gerald, how can you be such a foolish boy P Why 
shoald you care P And Lord Wendale isn't a milksop at all. 
I never saw anybody I liked to talk to better — not even in a 
book." 

Gerald's face clouded again. " You seem to think better of 
him than I do. Well, he's an earl ; and I suppose he's whac 
some women would call handsome." 

*' I call him so. And why shouldn't I like talking to a hand- 
some man, just as you like playing cards with a pretty actress P 
Only the Earl is a gentleman and the girl wasn't a lady ; that's 
the only difference I can see." 

" Confound the girl ! Only tell me one things — ^which do you 
like best, Lord Wendale or me P " 

" You foolish boy ! Of course the Earl's better than you — a 
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]ong way. Ho's ten times handsomer, a hnndrod times cleverer, 
and a thousand times more everything '* 

'*And a million times richer dressed, and better trimmed 
abont the hair, and more of a land-lnbber. All right, Olympia 
— I see ; and thank yon for telling me." 

He looked at her so mefnlly, so reproachfully, so wistfnlly, 
and yet with so manful an appearance of determination to 
submit to fate and make the best of things, that her heart melted 
once more. 

" And, as you say," she said, with a face of mock gravity that 
once more thawed him through before she had finished speaking, 
'' of course there's nothing more captivating than a land-lubber 
who combs his hair nicely. Sure, do you think I like anybody 
better than the only one in all the world that ever cared for me 
since I was bom P Aren't you my own boy, Gerald, that I 
bronght up from a baby, and that's been more to me than twenty 
brothers all in one ? You won't be vexed because I catch hold 
of any bit of liking that comes in my way P I've always got 
you. 

He had forgiven her, but was not wholly satisfied. 

*'I'ld rather be liked second best," he said, "if the first's 
always to be put second after the second. Liked first, put first 
with me. But never mind ; you shall never say I've asked you 
to give up one minute's pleasure. I say, Olympia, if Lord 
Wendale ever asks you to marry him what shall you say P " 

" If the skies ever fall what will I do P But here's an end of 
our nonsense. We're at homa" 

" Wait a minute ; don't be in such a hurry to go in. Hnlloa ! 
There are visitors; two horses outside the drive, and the 
gardener holding them ! I say, Tom, who's calling P " 

" So sure as I be a man alive, Master Gerrle, it be the very 
living Earl !^' 
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CHAPTER VL 

There oame to me, in after ^ean, 

A Toioe that Mdd ** Away with tears^- 

Away from doubtful fray ! 
All fair things that thou oouldat not aaTSb 
All good things thou didst eyer crave, 

ShaU all be thine to-day." 

O Voioe ! if thou, in years ago, 
Hadst oome to speak thy " Se it so," 

Amen ! But met years 
Preach, Gire at once, or not at all— 
And now I obbose, whate'er befall. 

The battle ind the tears. 

The Fates, who bad been 0o cmel to Mrs. Westwood last night, 
were amply propitions to her in the morning. When Lord 
Wendale was annonnced she and the three girls were all at 
home, and Oljmpia ont of the way. The visit was a trifle too 
early for the state of the drawing-room, bat that was of little 
consequence compared with the fortunate absence of Olympia, 
who seemed growing dangerous as well as disagreeable. So the 
lady of The Laurels came down with her very best smile. 

She gpreeted the Earl with a happy mingling of deference and 
cordiality ; his eccentric shadow, Forsyth, with a somewhat less 
happy blending of cordiality with dignity. He puzzled her. She 
thought she understood about young men, and here was one 
who appeared wedded to the companionship of a man with 
whom youth had nothing in common. It was worse than 
puzzling, for it was difficult to settle the exact degree of courtesy 
she ought to extend towards Forsyth — ^he might be merely a 
hanger-on, but then it is often as politic to conciliate hangers-on 
as their masters. Doubtful whether to g^ve him one finger or 
five, she compromised the matter by offering him three. 

Of course, the host of last night and his friend could not find 
themselves near The Laurels without calling to ask how Mrs. 
Westwood and her daughters found themselves after the ball. 
Meanwhile the three sisters appeared to answer for themselves, 
and did so with an elegant bashf ulness that amply satisfied their 
mother. Lord Wendale looked beyond them as they entered, as 
if expecting a fourth young lady, but as nobody else appeared, 
graciously allowed himself to be led into a tame and one*sided 
discussion upon the merits of the village choir, for the benefit 
of Marian. Presently, however, Forsyth tui*ned to Mrs. West- 
wood. 
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" Bnt where is my old friend of Ljke Wood ? " he asked. " I 
hope she is not the only one who brought away a headache 
fromBeckfield?" 

Lord Wendale gave him a look of thanks. 

*• Oh, Olympia ? " said Mrs. Westwood, carelessly, bnt with 
an addition to her instinctive distrust of the Earl's Mephisto- 
pheles-in-waiting. " She's very welL I hope your lordship 
means to make a long stay at Beckfield ? '* 

'^^ I P Ah, I suppose you mean I'm but a bad neighbour, and 
I'm afraid it's true. We must know one another better in 
future, even if I don't stay long — and I never know where I may 
be in three days." 

Mrs. Westwood coloured with pride. ** I'm sure your lord- 
ship is the best neighbour in the world." 

" On the contrary, I am the very worst. I even hear that 
you have never seen what I am prouder of than 'anything else 
in the world — of course I mean my pictures. It is monstrous 
to think of when you live so near, and when Miss Westwood 
seems so interested in pictures, too. One thing I called for was 
to ask you and my friend the Captain to come over one day 
before I go " 

*' Oh, that she is ! " exclaimed Mrs. Westwood, catching at 
his offer almost before it was made. "Aren't yoD, Marian P 
She used to do beautiful things herself — heads and flowers. It 
is too kind of your lordship I She has been so longing to see 
the pictures at Beckfield for years and years, bat 01 course as 
your lordship was away we couldn't presume. That is Marian's 
portfolio that Mr. — Mr. — ^is turning over now. I think if your 
lordship looked at some of them you would be surprised. I 
used to be considered accomplished myself when I was a g^rl, 
but my things were never fit to hold a candle to Marian's. If 
your lordship would kindly name a day " 

Forsyth, having given his friend the chance of bringing 
Olympiads name into the conversation, had turned to Marian's 
portfolio, not because the contents particularly interested him, 
but because it was the excuse for silence that lay nearest to hie 
hand. He was listening idly to the manner in which Mrs. West- 
wood had contrived to trump Lord Wendale's card by playing 
Marian to his Olympia, when he turned over another page of 
the portfolio. 

Suddenly Mrs. Westwood's sharp voice died away. He had 
turned back another page than that of a portfolio, and yet the two 
leaves were so closely bound : ogether that they formed but one. 
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His eyes fell npon tlie half-finished sketch of a face — of a 
woman's face ; for what else should call back Hying light into 
a man's dull eyes P The foar walls of Mrs. Westwood's draw- 
ing-room opened, bnt did not show a prospect of Gressford 
St. Mary beyond them. He, Forsyth the Painter, found himself 
riding along a rough road, with his arm-chair transformed into 
a horse that carried double weight — himself and the impatience 
that sat behind him and spurred him on. He was following 
a woman's face, and it was the face that looked upon him from 
the sheet of drawing-paper in the portfolio of Marian West^ 
wood. Before Mrs. West wood could finish her sentence he 
had turned back every leaf in the portfulio of twenty years. 

No wonder that the young Lord Calmont of twenty years ago, 
last heard of when he galloped away from the quitda of Don 
Pedro Sanchez, had been lost for ever to his family and friends. 
He had entered his Fool's Paradise through the jaws of Death, 
who seldom gives back his ow;n. That first day's hot gallop 
grew out into weeks and months, of which every hour was a 
new barrier between himself and home. Even if he had had 
the power he had not the heart to write and explain, '* I am 
racing all over a whole continent in search of a girl whom I 
have lost on my wedding-day." They must be strangely con- 
stituted who, in the midst of a life and death chase, can take 
pen, ink, and paper, and set down alarming and unprefaced 
explanations that are long overdue. The end must come first, 
and then the story that led to it. 

Indeed, to send to England his unfinished story would be 
absurd. In all likelihood before it had crossed the Atlantic his 
search would be over, and he would have another tale to tell. 
He could not fail to meet with traces, though, as yet, they had 
always led him astray. At last, long after his departure from 
the qumtu, he arrived, after much devious wandering, at the 
entrance of a little town in Now Granada. And there, for the 
first time in his life, one of the richest men in Britain realised 
how in this world even one's dreams must be paid for in hard 
coin. He had left the quinta but poorly furnished, and now he 
had spent his last farthing. 

What was to be done P He had still his horse and his pistols, 
and these might carry him to some place where he could dis- 
count his identity. But that would oblige him to postpone, 
which meant to give up, his search ; and, even had it been a 
less absorbing enterprise, he was not one to relinquish any 
undertaking until he had done his utmost to accomplish it. He 
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had g^ven up the theory that Donna Olympia bad been carried 
off by bandits for the sake of ransom. In that case she would 
have been heard of long ago. It was more like a case of abduc- 
tion, and he bitterly repented his precipitancy in setting out 
without any attempt to discover whether Don Pedro was better 
informed than he chose to say. He was already beginning to 
comprehend the world, or at least the male portion of it, for his 
lost bride was of course an angel still. But neither love nor 
experience would avail to fill his empty pockets, and his heart 
itself must go hungry unless these coDld be filled. 

In this condition of mind and purse he arrived before this 
little town, towards which he fancied or hoped thiEbt he had 
traced his bride. To his surprise, hovever, another obstacle 
barred his further passage. Through the road had been cut a 
trench ; and in front of the trench lay a barricade of felled trees 
and boughs, called by field engineers an abatis. No sooner had 
he pulled up his horse in front of a bullfinch that would have 
stayed the best fox-hunter who had ever followed the Beckfield 
hounds than two shabby and ragged men, armed to the teeth 
with knives and pistols, and dressed in what was meant to 
represent some sort of military uniform, advanced, one from 
each end of the barricade, and called upon him, most needlessly, 
to stand. One seized his bridle ; the other, with unmilitary 
politeness, riased his sombrero before he spoke farther. 

" Have you a pass, caballero ? " 

•* Why, what do you want with a pass ? If you are brigands 
— gentlemen of fortune, I should say — I have no money; if 
Custom-house officers, nothing to declare ; if it is the way here 
to ask for a passport on entering yoar town, I am a foreigner 
and do not know your laws." 

" That won't pass here, caballero. Every man, woman, and 
child who comes without a pass is a suspected spy, and must 
enter under arrest, whether he pleases or no." 

" A spy ? By whose orders ? Is that the rule of your town P 
I must say it is a strangely inhospitable one. What can you 
wish to conceal ? " 

'^By the orders, caballero, of the Lieutenant- General Don 
Miguel de Flores y Matamoras, holding this place under General 
BoUvar, Commandei>in- Chief of the Army of Liberty. If you 
are a foreigner you would know better than to travel without a 
pass in time of war." 

*' How on earth is one to tell when this inexplicable continent 
of yours is at peace or war P " 
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** There is something in that, caballero," said the soldier, 
giving a significant touch to the part of his dress where the 
pocket might possibly be. ** At peace yesterday — at war to-day. 
Dj rights, I and my comrade here should bring you before the 
Lieutenant- General as a spy — and we are not over-tender with 

spies. But still, if " and he held out his band with a courteous 

bow. '* We are soldiers of Liberty, caballero — and Liberty is 
poor." 

*' Which means you want to be bribed to betray your post ? 
Well, to prove to you that I am an honebt traveller, I am not 
provided with the first requisites of a spy — ^I have neither a pass 
nor a penny." 

" How *t " exclaimed the sentry, drawing himself up proudly 
and fiercely as he twirled up his long moustachios. '* How ? 
An honest traveller without a mwravedi ! An honest traveller 
talking of bribes to a soldier of Liberty ! You shall enter and 
excuse yourself to the Lieutenant-General for trying to corrupt 
the gaard. Dismount, and deliver your arms." 

The first impulse of the Englishman was to resist ; but, in 
spite of appearances, h^ had not, as yet, wholly lost his sanity. 
He was compelled to dismount, with a pistol at his ear, and to 
see his horse, his sole companion for months past, led ofE cap- 
tive, knowing too surely that he should never see him again. 
He was deprived of his arms, and his pockets were searched, 
with the result of much disappointment to his captors. Then 
he was marched ofE by four ragged soldiers of Liberty to a tem- 
porary guard-house, there to remain, as well as he could make 
out, till he should be brought before the Lieutenant-General. 
Under such circumstances one anticipates the worst ; and it 
teemed likely enough^ from what he had already seen, that the 
representations of a penniless man might not be received with 
implicit credence in that part of New Granada. Everybody 
knows what is done with spies. His search for Donna Olympia 
had not impossibly come to a very sudden end indeed. 

Not that he meant to yield to the very worst without a 
struggle. Under any other circumstances such a real adven- 
ture as this would have suited him to perfection. He would 
have trusted implicitly to his talent for falling on his legs, and 
have looked forward to an experience of the perils of warfare 
as something to remember and talk about for the rest of his 
days. But to be thus stopped short on the most promising 
track he had yet found was too bitter a disappointment. Even 
if he should get free in time he had lost his horse and his arms. 
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and would have to parsne his quest in a conntry distarbed and 
bewildered by war. Till his task was ended, he coald not afford 
to die : and the thought made him, who would otherwise have 
met with a light heart any conceivable twist or turn of fortune, 
feel towards death almost like a coward. 

But Fortune had, in her budget of caprices, at least one 
twist for which, even though he was seeking it^ he was the 
least of all prepared. 

Afler pacing the empty guard-room for the best part of an 
hour, revolving the chances of escape if the Lieutenant-General 
should prove a man of sense, planning them in case he should 
prove otherwise, and listening to the tread of the two sentries 
who, for full precaution, had been stationed outside, the door 
opened, and the same four ragged soldiers who had escorted 
him appeared again, conducting another prisoner. 

Before he fairly saw her he knew who had come. The door 
closed again. 

" Olympia P '' 

Why did she not come at once to his arms P He, in one 
moment, had forgotten even where they were. He had not 
died, and the lost was found. And yet-— she only drew back 
towards the door. 

He moved towards her — she held out both her hands as if to 
keep him at arm's length, and then, letting down her veil, made 
him the grandest of curtseys. 

^* Senor Francis,'* she said, '* pray forgive me for having 
given you so much trouble ! I suppose you will now go back 
to Buenos Ayres P Give my love to my father, and tell him 
that I had found another way to escape Santa Fe than marr^^ing 
you. He will understand. When I tell you that I am married, 
you will forgive me, I am sure. There — our comedy is over, 
and now we will be as good friends as you please." 

He swung round on his heel and turned away without a 
word. The comedy was over, and the tragedy had begun. No 
doubt she was incapable of comprehending the wound she 
gave : all is fair in love, and laughter is the privilege of winners. 
What pity could she feel for the dolt-lover in her drama, 
who had thus let himself be made her father's tool P Such 
love 18 his had been was not included in the shallows of her 
philosophy. 

But, fool as he may have been in her magnificent eyes, that 
even now could not refrain from making the most of themselves, 
he was not such a fool as to protest and plead. He was hardly 
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conscious of another visit from another soldier, who said to her 
with a bow, *' The Lieatenant-Gheneral permits the passage of 
yoarself and your husband," and who conducted her from the 
guard-room. He was hardly more conscious when he himself 
was marched by an absurdly strong force to a house proclaimed 
by the bustle round it and the flag above it to be the head- 
quarters of the Lieutenant- General. He knew, however, that 
he was brought into the presence of a handsome, olive-oom- 
plexioned man, who looked the only soldier in his own army, 
and who asked shortly and at once— 

** What is your name ? " 

" John Francis," he answered, like a machine.*' 

" Whence come you ? " 

" From England." 

** Have you papers ? " 

"No." 

" Your business here? " 

" To enlist in the Army of Liberty." 

And so the heir to the Earldom of Wendale, under the name 
of John Francis, became a penniless and desperate volunteer in 
the service of the Republic of New Granada. Less than ever 
had he the thought or the means of writing home. His silence 
was not, unnatural — it was inevitable : he had been outlawed by 
Fate, and he assumed, in the depths of youthful despair and 
self-contempt, that life and its duties were nothing to him any 
more. 

War, as seen from the ranks, is itself a dream. He did his 
duty as a soldier among the miscellaneous army into which he 
had been thrown. But he lived morally, as well as physically, 
from hand to mouth, and, as he never sought distinction, the 
merit of whatever he did was easily taken by other hands. 
Pride, the only invincible passion, forbade him to scramble with 
such comrades even for glory. He was present at the great 
battles of Bojaca and Ayacucho, always as a private soldier, 
and, when peace came at last, was left a beggar upon the face 
of the world. Then, at last, when his fever bad been cooled by 
such blood-letting, a passion of home-sickness came over him. 
He travelled on foot to Lima, and worked his way before the 
mast to Liverpool. Even then he did not write home. To 
whom sboald he write at the end of years and their changes P 
What he had to tell must be told either by word of mouth or 
not at all. Meanwhile, he too had been in Arcadia : and, if the 
heart had gone out of it, the eyes that had once ruled there 
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BtiU remained. Not eyen proved treachery can kill the ghost of 
Love — a ghost cannot be slain. 

Arrived in England, he foand that t^e reappearance of the 
lost Lord Calmont would be nothing less than a bombshell 
thrown into the great house at Beckfield. 

His father was dead — ^he did not dare to speculate how much 
or how little his own absence might have had to do with the pre- 
mature death of a strong man. His brother, by a decision of the 
House of Lords, was in possession of the title and of the estates 
also — and, by way of crowning complication, was married and 
the father of a son and heir : there was a new Viscount Cal- 
mont as well as a new Earl of Wendale. 

Casuists may find scope for argument in deciding how far 
the late Lord Calmont and the true Earl of Wendale was or 
was not justified in making others suffer for his own folly. 
John Francis did not think twice about the matter. In that 
house, family affection had always been singularly strong. He 
was not by nature ambitious ; he was accustomed to a harder 
life than that of a labourer on his own estates, and he was not 
one to find consolation in a coronet. He had died to the satis- 
faction of ey^rybody, even of the lawyers : and to remain dead 
was the best thing he could do for his own. , He had made his 
bed and sown his field, and so must he reap and lie. 

The decision was not hard, for he never dreamed of coming to 
any other. But, though it was easy for a gentleman to be 
generous, it was not easy for a home-sick man to banish himself 
Erom home. If he could only have gone once to Beckfield and 
openly prevailed upon his brother to accept his act of self- 
renunciation — but that was of course impossible. Judging 
others by himself, he put himself in his brother's place and 
answered himself in his own words. There was only one means 
of carrying out his scheme — the most guarded, the most rigid, 
the most consistent silence. Of course he must take as strong 
a vow against marriage as if he had been a monk — ^but that was 
nothing. He yearned for Beckfield, not for its possession. The 
only compromise he dared permit himself was to remain in 
England, where he might take an unsuspected interest in 
the family fortunes while remaining himself unseen and 
unknown. For a livelihood he could turn to advantage 
the talent for art that he had inherited through many generations 
of Calmonts and had long practised as an amateur — for recrea- 
tion, there was London. So, finding his way to that insatiable 
ocean, where he might lose himself more completely than among 
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the prairies, be spent bis mornings in doing sncb backwork as a 
drangbtsman in tbose days migbt find, and bis nigbts in 
gambling away wbat be bad earned dnring tbe day. His 
friends in tbe Army of Liberty bad gambled like demons of 
play : and even the most beartbroken mnst pass the time. Tbe 
pieces of a broken beart have always been admirably fit to make 
dice of, when they are fit for nothing else in tbe world. 

To have experienced what he bad experienced and to li^e 
as be bad lived upon notbing stronger than water would have 
been tbe only inconsistency of which man is absolutely incapa- 
ble. His daily work, bis nigbfcly excitement, his want of 
pnrpose, bis war with memory, bis solitude, all called for 
the Arch-Comforter — tbe Unholy Spirit who obeys no VaAe 
retro. But, if truth lies in a well, another proverb gives 
authority for holding that well to be a well of wine. 

It was tbns that once, under circnmstances that need no 
colouring, John Francis the (Gambler became Francis tbe Forger, 
whom we once met on the road from Weyport Ghiol. Trutb, 
looking up from her well, bade him in an unguarded and penni- 
less moment draw a cheque in favour of a luckier player upon a 
bank that would gladly have bononred it had all been known, 
and to sign it **Calmont," as he bad signed bis cbeqnes wben 
sober in former days. 

It was too late, however, to draw back now. He had enongb 
self-respect left not to let the prospect of a gaol bully or frigbten 
bim into breaking a deliberate silence that he bad hitherto kept 
in spite of every imaginable temptation. There was no attempt 
at heroism or consciousness of martyrdom in letting bimself be 
convicted as a forger for a slip of bis pen into truth. He was 
Rtill gentleman enougb not to betray bis tmst, though self- 
imposed, to save bis own paltry reputation. It mattered 
nothing wbat became of a man with no friends. But to come 
forward and say *' I am Lord Wendale, who proclaim that I 
have been leading tbe life of a blackguard, and who now 
destroy tbe moral rights of others acknowledged by myself for 
years in order to save myself from getting my deserts *' — tbe 
thing was not to be done. 

But not even yet was tbe battle over. Wben sobered by tbe 
discipline of a prison, the temptation came back in a new guise. 
Age was falling upon bim : the warmth of loyalty towards 
kinsmen whom be knew not was waning dull and dim. It was 
one tbing to face an nntried martyrdom boldly and with a 
young beart — it was another thing to face the world's and bfe's 
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October, a martyr with all the thorns and without the crown. 
He felt an unutterable longing to lie down and rest, even with 
an uncared-for coronet for a pillow. What other pillow might 
he find ? To choose between generosity and wealth is less hard 
than to decide between generosity and ease. 

Then it was that the discharged convict, wandering along the 
bank of pebbles, threw one of them at the floating piece of sea- 
drift that seemed to represent himself, the relic of a human 
bark gone down. Should that symbol of resolution, a missile 
sent straight to its mark, strike the wood, he would keep his 
resolve — should it miss, he would yield. Fate, to whom vows 
are made, is competent to release from vows. 

But Fate was inexorable — the sea-drift was struck fairly, as 
we know. It is sufficient honour to him that he did not aim 
to miss, and then call his failure the hand of Destiny. Then, 
committed to his vow of silence once more, not even the village 
spire of Gressford St. Mary, unseen for fourteen long years, 
not even its chimes, every note of which was a memory, could 
tempt him, even though for the sake of coming home again he 
sought in vain to become a day labourer in his own fields — 
though he took charity from his nephew, and, out of sheer 
hunger, was driven to steal a loaf of bread from a tenant, who 
would have left him to starve. 

He had his reward. When his own brother's son, for whom, 
though unknowing and unknown, he had chosen to give up 
even the name of an honest man, rode up in all the glory of 
youth and strength of beauty, the home-longing within him 
grew into infinite tenderness. Though all the right was on 
his side, and had he felt himself free in honour, his hand could 
never have thrust from Bayard's saddle the young man who 
represented all that remained of his lost home. And when the 
same young man, alone out of all the world, held out his hand 
to the pauper felon — how his heart brimmed over with tears, 
how he henceforth vowed love and loyalty towards him to 
whom he gave far more than he could ever receive, who shall 
say P He thought himself grateful, as givers are wont to do. 

And now, here in the drawing-room of a stranger, in the 
portfolio of a school-girl, lay before him the phantom of the face 
that had been the fountain of all these things. 

Even as the Caliph, at the angel's bidding, lived through al 
the events of a life of three score years and ten during the one 
moment of plunging his face into a basin of water, so did all 
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this history flash with reyived life through the heart of him who 
was now called Forayth before his sadden exclamation had made 
Mrs. Westwood and her girls turn round. By the time the four 
pair of eyes were upon him, the habit of silence had regained 
its power. The smothered exclamation had not left a tremor on 
his lips, and the quick light in his dull eyes had been unseen. 

'* This is rather cleverly done," he said, coldly. " I did not 
expect to find a brother artist in Gressford — a sister artist, I 
suppose I should say." 

** He is an artist, then," thought Mrs. Westwood, relieved at 
being able to place the old gentleman on his true social level, 
and thus to regulate her behaviour towards him accordingly. 
" I was sure he could not be one of the aristocracy. Oh yes, 
indeed," she said, with more ease than before, " that is one of 
Marian's. I was sure you would be surprised." 

'* Miss Marian's ? " he asked, doubtfully and disappointedly. 
" Is it possible ?" 

" Let me see it," said the great connoisseur. 

" Yes — ^very good, very good indeed — excellent. Allow me 
to congratulate yon. Miss Marian. Forsyth's hard to please, 
and I'm harder still." 

But he, too, spoke coldly. It was not Marian's drawings that 
he had come to praise. The young lady blushed ; but then it 
would look so foolish to make explanations about a trumpery 
drawing, and her mother would not be best pleased by her 
saying, ** It isn't mine, it is my cousin Olympia's." She had no 
opportunity. When, indeed, is there ever a good opportunity 
for confession in such cases, unless it is not found but made ? 

It was the entrance of Olympia herself, followed by Gerald, 
that, by diverting attention, may have baulked Miss Pender's 
act of justice. It was a simple matter, but simple things were 
getting uncomfortably entangled that morning. Mrs. West- 
wood, in the bottom of her heart, knew pretty well whom the 
Earl had really come to see ; and Olympia knew it too, and 
Gerald had his own jealous guesses. It was anything but a 
common morning call, independent^ of the fact that the momiug 
caller was an earl. Mrs. Westwov/d would have sung *' l^wio 
dimiitis " for such an honour two days i^go ; now she only 
prayed, " Dismiss my visitors." She was bitterly vexed with 
Olympia for two things; both for having stayed out so long 
considering who had been her companion, and for having come 
back so soon considering who was to be found at home. The 
two ofiences, beiug inconsistent, were doubly unpardonable, 
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seeing that neither conld be forgiven without nnforgiveneas of 
the other. 

Olympia saw the sonr look she knew so well come over her 
annt's face, and her own spirits rose accordingly. Her star was 
in the ascendant that morning. Her party was gathering force. 
She was qnite sure of Gerald, and almost sure of the Earl. Of 
Forsyth she was not qnite so sure. She could not get rid of the 
haunting consciousness that he was secretly laughing at her, 
and that ibbbed her of her ease. Had she known that he abo 
was in the drawing-room, she wonld not have been quite so 
ready to appear without preparation. 

The visitors stayed to lunch, Mrs. Westwood arranging 
everybody at table with an ingenuity through which Olympia 
saw, and which she resolved to defeat as soon as possible. Lord 
Wendale sat between the hostess and Marian ; Olympia on the 
same side, between Forsyth and her uncle, who had by this 
time lounged in from his all-absorbing and pressing want of 
something to do ; Gerald among his three sisters on the other 
side of the table, not displeased to see that Olympia was neither 
beside nor even in sight of the Earl. She thought Forsyth 
more disagreeable than ever: so far from attempting to continue 
his conversation of last night, he did not appear more conscious 
of her presence than if she had been made of stone. He talked 
stupidly to the Captain about trout in the Beck, and rather at 
random. After lunch, too, when they all strolled out upon the 
lawn, Mrs. Westwood managed very well. There is always a 
way of directing chance, and she was by no means unversed 
therein. Lord Wendale, in spite of his efEorts to the contrary, 
could not shake off Mrs. Westwood and Marian, whom she kept 
close under her wing; nor could Olympia get free from Forsym. 
It was as though he and her aunt were in league. The CaptiEiin, 
in his simplicity of soul, assumed that nothing could possiblv 
interest the landlord of The Laurels more than taking a look 
round; and he, too, aided the conspiracy by combining the 
various groups into one and inarching them off under his lead. 
Olympia took advantage of the opportunity to stay behind, and 
was about to escape into the house, when she found her Old 
Man of the Sea still by her side. 

^' What on earth shall I do with him P " she thought, as she 
vainly waited for him to break silence. ** If I say it's a fine day, 
I suppose he'll only say it's a wet one. I wish he would say it's 
a fine day : then I would tell him I hate fine days. Anyhow, if 
he wants to talk it's for him to begin, not me.'' 
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But she wronged her oompanion in setting down his silence 
to the score of stupidity. He wonld have been less silent had 
he been a martyr to shyness. When he spoke it was with an 
abruptness that startled her. 

" Miss Westwood," he said, " when I was turning over that 
portfolio on the drawing-room table, I came by chance on the 
drawing of a face. Your mother " 

" My aunt, you mean," she interrupted quickly. 

*' — Told me that it was drawn by Miss Marian — ^but she was 
wrong. It was by you." 

*' I daresay. But I'm sorry I left it about, for real artists to 
see. I suppose it was very bad ? " 

" Very. Is it a portrait ? " 

" A portrait ? No — who would it be a portrait of ? It only 
came out of my own head, that's all. And if it's so bad, why 
do you ask me ? " 

" Yes — but it must have come into your head first, before it 
could come out again. If it is not copied, you must have seen 
some face like that. Nobody ever yet created a new face, and 
never will. I am a painter, you know, and take an interest in 
things that come in and out of people's brains, however bad they 
may be. Where did you see that face P Think, if you can." 

" Sure, Fid tell you and welcome, if I knew." 

*' Then you really do not know ? Impossible." 

She coloured, for her temper was never very far away. "Why 
would I tell you I don't know if I do P I did it to please my- 
self, and never thought if it was good or bad till now." 

'* Forgive me — I only meant it was too strange to understand. 
You must have studied that face deeply, I should have thought, 
to make it so real. You have never seen any pictures. Lord 
Wendale tells me, and if you had seen any it is not likely that 
you would have met with any that are unknown to me — and, 
as I said, I cannot give you credit for being a greater genius 
than Raphael." 

Was he laughing at her again P She was beginning to get 
really angry. 

" And so," he went on, without noticing her deepening colour, 
'' I came to the conclusion tbat you must somewhere have seen 
that face, and at some time— that it must have fixed itself in 
your mind — that you must, perhaps without knowing it, have 
brooded and dreamed over it — that whenever you took up a 
pencil it was that face that always came— that it gradually took 
form and expression under your hand, until when the first — 
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stranger, like myself, saw it, he felt it to be a real womaB, not 
only to yonr fancy, bat one whom yon mnst have seen. That is 
all I meant to say." 

Some new accent in his voice made her feel that he was not 
laughing at her now, whatever his words might mean. She 
began to feel interested — it was a new sensation to be talked to 
about herself, and, though she comprehended nothing of what 
he said, Mr. Forsyth did not seem to be quite so stupid after 
all 

" Is it really so curious ? " she asked. " I thought it was 
all nothing at all. I don't remember when I did not draw that 
face whenever I got a pencil into my hand and drew jast what- 
ever came. I daresay you'ld find dozens like it, if you looked 
into some of my holes and comers." 

*' Jost what I thought. What is the first thing you remem- 
ber?" 

'* Is he a little touched ? " she thought, and looked round to 
see if she was within reach of aid in case of need. She had 
read, however, that even an undoubted madman is safe if you 
humour him, so she answered — 

"The very first thing? Oh, I don't know — I've always 
dreamed so much at night, that I never know for certain about 
things very long ago, whether they're real, or if I've only thought 
them. There was my coming over to England." 

" Ah, you were not bom in England, then ? " 

'* I came from New York, so Uncle John used to tell me when 
I've asked him what made me think of coming over the sea. 
And when I read about Indians and big forests, and even about 
fighting, I seem to have known them before I read of them ; 
and it's not so with other things. The first thing I'ld remember ? 
I'ld say it was being hunted on horseback by wild men with 
bows and arrows — if it wasn't a dream." 

" But there are no forests in New York, and no Indians.** 

" Aren't there ? Then I suppose I'm wrong." 

<< Miss Westwood," he said at last, after a pause, " I wish to 
try an experiment. I kk&n going to test your memory. How 
old are you ? " 

It was a singular question to put abruptly to a young lady, 
but the whole tone of his conversation had already made her 
take as a matter of course anything that he might choose to say. 
Besides, she would have willingly told anybody her age, what- 
ever it might be, if she had only known. She was not yet too 
old to be ashamed of never having had a birthday. 



196 OLYMPIA. 

*' Indeed I don't know." 

*' Never mind ; so muoh the better. It gives my experiment 
freer play. I have before me a picture that is somehow oon- 
nected with yours. If I am not right in thinking so, I will 
paint another, and so go on nntil yon see it as clearly as I. We 
are not in The Laurels. We are not even in Gressford ; we are 
farther ofE even than Beokfield. We are in a place — ^what shall 
we name it ? Perhaps it has no name. This lawn on which 
we are standing widens into an immense green circle, of which 
the edge meets the sky. Those white clouds above us pass 
away ; we are under an immense blue dome, with the sun for a 
window, through which we catch a glimpse of a golden sky 
beyond. You almost expect to hear the ripple of the gold as it 
streams through. But even that is silent. All is seen, nothing 
heard. I don't ask you to remember any such place — ^you, who 
have passed all your life at Oressf ord — but " 

" X ou mean, have I ever been there in a dream ? " 

" You have, then ? " 

'' Often and often. You are telling me one of my own 
dreams." 

" Did you ever read of such a place ? " 

'' No, never. I can't guess where you mean." 

*' And when you dream of standing in such a place, tell me 
what happens then. I am a connoisseur in dreams — I know 
them all; and I know what they mean sometimes." 

She opened her eyes upon him ; she began to be glad that 
Aunt Caroline had thrown the burden of the plain old painter 
upon her shoulders, if he took to painting for her her own 
dream-pictures. 

" Then will you tell me what mine mean ? " she asked, eagerly. 
" Oh, there are thousands of wonderful things. Only 'twas 
when I was younger I used to dream more— I don't so much 
now. I'm afraid to tell you what I dream of, it is all so strange ; 
and one can't talk what one feels like books do. If I had colours, 
and knew how to use them — ^but what'r'^he use ? One couldn't 
paint a rainbow. Then there are the people " 

" The kdy of the feoe ? " 

*' Not always. They used to talk in words that I knew what 
they meant, though I couldn't understand." 

" Let me see — ^it would be verse that a child would recall, of 
course. ' Al Bolir del sol dorado,* " 

.** Mr. Forsyth, you are a wizard ! " 

"Indeed. And why P" 
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" Tbey are the very words I have heard/' 

*' Did I not tell jou I am an interpreter of dreams P Yon 
say Mrs. Westwood is not yonr mother. Do yon remember her, 
or yonr father ? " 

She flnshed np once more, ready to fight npon her old battle- 
ground, though as yet no attack had been made. " My father 
was a soldier," she said, '' and he married a lady in America, and 
they're dead — that's all I know." 

'* Yon don't remember such a name as Sanchez P But of 
course not ; children would not notice surnames, and Olympia 
is your own name." 

" Oh," she exclaimed, eagerly ; " sure you don't mean you 
know more about me than Uncle John or Aunt Gar'line ? " Her 
heart began to beat ; she knew not what might be coming to 
her from him whom she now began to regard with the awe that 
attaches to mysteries. 

** No— I know nothing," he answered shortly. Silence with 
him must be absolute ; not a word must be let drop that might 
hereafter be gathered up again. ''Tell me, are yon happy 
here ? " 

" Oh, Fid be happy enough if I had my own way. Only 
everything is so mean and small when I read and think what a 
great world it is, with so much to be felt and done, and how 
nothing ever comes to me. But it's foolish talking like that to 
you," she interrupted herself. " You thiuk people ought to 
sit down with their hands before them, and keep their sheep and 
wait for what comes ; as if anything ever came to The Laurels, 
except the butcher and the baker. I'ld give the world to be a 
man ! " 

" It's clear she's heart-whole," thought Forsyth. ** How 
strange it would be if Fate had written an alliance between an 
Earl of Wendale and a descendant of Don Pedro Sanchez after 
all ! " He could almost fancy himself sitting once more in the 
paradise-garden of the quvnia. Bat there was one difference; 
and he felt almost tenderly towards the lost love of his youth, 
when he learned that she — for she it must have been — had en- 
tered the Palace of Truth whose gateway is the grave, and had 
left behind her one whose eyes were the same, but in whoso 
tones it was impossible for him, however prejudiced against 
speaking eyes, to detect a false ring. 

Yes — Olympia Westwood was the child of Olympia Sanches 
— ^that was clear. Her father, no doubt, had been one of those 
numerous adventurous Englishmen who had joined the foreign 



198 OLYMPIA. 

legion of bis old commander-in-chie^ General Bolivar. That 
would acconnt for the hnrried elopement of Don Pedro'a 
daughter ; that wonld aoconnt for his last meeting -with her in 
New Granada. What is there, on the face of this whole earth, 
more pathetic than the meeting of a man who has ontliyed 
passion with its phantom, still joang, while he is old P Oljmpia 
Westwood was veiy far from being an exact reprodnction of 
Olympia Sanchez ; bat she was the living image of what her 
lover had once believed Oljmpia Sanchez to be. She was the 
belief of yoath for once justified by the ejes of age. 

It is at such moments that one forgives ; and Forsjth forgava 
He was sitting by the side of his own youth, not in a dream, but 
in the flesh ; and the thought, like a sip from the cup that made 
Faustus young again, sent a long-forgotten thrill through his 
▼eins. 

As for her, having been so thoroughly interested in herself, 
she had grown interested in her companion, and not the less 
because he and his words set all her thoughts wandering astray. 
His sometimes sharp words had forced her into speaking out as 
she felt, just as it is the cold and cutting steel that strikes the 
hidden spark from the stone. She was sorry when her uncle, 
at the heaA of the rest of the party, returned, and when Lord 
Wendale, giving up at last all hope of improving his acquaint- 
ance with Olympia that day, sulkily escaped from Mrs. Westwood 
and Marian back to Beckfield. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Lore, by a hundred veils, his Sun 

Doth striTe to hinder and to dim — 
Bat myriad are the shapes that don 

His bright disgoise, who know not Him. 

''John," said Mrs. Westwood to the Captain, about half an hour 
after the visitors had taken their departure, *' I don't know what's 
to be done with Olympia. What a name it is, to be sure — I shall 
never get used to saying it if I live to a hundred. She's getting 
beyond my control." 

" Impossible, my dear. Why, she is but a child." 

*' I can manage most people, John 



» 



** Everybody, I should say, my dear." 
*'But there's a medium in all things, therefore there's 
medium to one's duty. It's disgraceful." 
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" What's disgraoef ul, Carry p " 

*' Do you mean to Ray, John, you can't Bee what's going on 
nnder your very nose ? Do yon mean to eay yon haven't seen 
how Olympia's setting her cap at Lord Wendale ?" 

" Bless my soul, no ! Why, he never said a word to her, 
from first to last. How could he, when he was attending to 
my improvements — and very proper too ?" 

'* John ! When did yon ever hear me say that Lord Wendale 
was after Olympia ? I said Olympia was after Lord Wendale. 
It was all I could do to keep her away from his heels — I should 
call it immodest if I chose to say such a word. And then 
there's Gherald — nohody ever called ma blind, and it won't be 
her fault if he isn't made a fool of too. I declare I'm afraid to 
let him out of my sight when that girl's by." 

" What ?" 

''Ah, I thought I should surprise you at last. Mark my 
words, John " 

" I can't believe it — I won't believe it. I'll be hanged if it's 
true — I wouldn't have it, bless my soul, not for a million." 

Mrs. Westwood stared to find her easy-going husband wake 
up into warmth about anything — but so much the better. 

'* I should think not, indeed ! But if anything happens, yon 
can't lay the blame on me, that's all." 

" By — Jupiter, Caroline, I'ld sooner see them in their 
graves than hear you say there's a chance of its being true." 

" I'm glad you see it in so proper a light, John — very glad, 
indeed. I wish there was somewhere we could send her to just 
while Gerald's here — ^not to speak of Lord Wendale." 

"Why, they've been brought up together since they were 
babies — how could anybody have dreamed of sich a thing ? " 
Mrs. Westwood's eyes opened wider and wider as he began to 
walk up and down in a state of agitation that certainly did not 
seem called for even from her own point of view. " Bless my 
aoul ! — ^How far has it gone P " 

'* Well, John, I hope not far — ^but young men are so easily 
infatuated. It's best to make sure, that's all — and as you're so 
opposed to it " 

" Opposed P I'ld cut my throat sooner, that's all. Why " 

'^And therefore, John, I've been thinking what she would 
have tQ do if anything happened to you or your brother G«orge. 
And so, as she'ld have to get her own living, it seems to me she 
ought to begin to leam. Other girls go out as governesses when 
they're years and years younger, and though I wouldn't let her 



20O OLYMPIA, 

teaoh the alphabet to one of my own children, if I had any 
yonng enongh, it's different of conrse with those who can't afford 
to pay high." 

" My dear, you gave me qnite a tnm ! Anything — ^anything 
— if there's a chance of what yon say; send her to Jericho. 
Bnt I can't believe it now.'* 

** John, did yon ever know me wrong since I was bom ? " 

'' My dear, if yon're right I shall go ont of my senses if she 
stays in the house an hour." 

And so Mrs. Westwood, too astonished at so rapid a victory 
to improve it by adding another word, had nothing to do bnt 
execute the orders of banishment she had received. What could 
have made her husband, who, in the nooks and comers of bis 
heart, loved Olympia, at least as dearly as he loved his own son, 
enter so headlong into her own fears with regard to Gerald ? 
She was almost disappointed at having to carry out what was 
the will of another rather than her own. She could only con- 
sole herself with making her battle-royal as public as possible, 
and bringing her great guns down upon Olympia in sight of all 
The Laurels. 

She seldom wasted a smile upon her own family circle, bat 
she never presided so grimly over the soup as she did that day. 
It was Julia that innocently fired the first gun. 

" Do you know," she said, to the whole party at large, ^' there's 
somebody staying at the Black Prince P " 

*' Indeed ? " asked the Captain, abstractedly. 

'' Yes. I heard it from old Mrs. Wicken. It's an officer, too 
— a Major Sullivan. They think he's recmiting. Don't you 
think it would be nice, mamma, if we asked him here ? " 

«< Major Sullivan ? " asked Gerald, looking up quickly, and 
glancing at Olympia. 

" Sullivan ? " said Mrs. Westwood. " Why that's the very 
man's name that saved Gerald when Olympia tried to drown 
him in the pond. I never forget names, never, though your 
fiibther was very close about it, and I never knew why." 

The Captain poured out a glass of wine, and Gerald, remem* 
bering the acquaintanceship claimed by the Major, saw that it 
was not with a very steady hand. 

" What — ^the Major here P " he said, nervously. " Yes, no 
doubt he's recruiting ; no doubt of it. But as for having him 
here, that's another thing — ^isn't it, my dear P " 

'* Quite another thing," said Mrs. Westwood, with decision — 
for once agreeing with her lord and master — '* Military gentle- 
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men are not at all snitable acqnaintances in a familj of gprls 
when they come withont proper introduction. Yon may call 
on him, of conrse, John, and judge if he*8 an eligible acquaint- 
ance. Not that I have any prejudice against majors — in fact, 
I detest prejudice, and I've known some majors at Clifton who 
were really excellent men — but then they were on half -pay. 
Only I don't and won't have it spread about over all the mess 
tables in England that a young man can't come to Gressford 
without having caps set at him. I'm sure it's disgraceful ; and 
that you know, John, as well as me." 

" Mamma ! " cried out the chorus, " what can you mean p '* 

^' I know what Aunt Car'line means," said Olympia. 

*' And pray what do I mean P " 

" That I want to be Countess of Wendale." 

'' It seems the cap fits better than I thought for," said Mrs. 
Westwood, and dead silence followed her words. The battle 
had come. 

''Nonsense, mother," said Gerald. "I'm sure Olympia 
doesn't think of any such foolery." 

"Don't be too sure of that," said Olympia, quietly and 
gravely. " Wait till he asks me, and then I'll see. I shonld 
like to be a countess. All the same, though, I'll wait and see 
the major first, before I make up my mind." 

GersJd drew a sigh of relief. He could read the jest in her 
eyes, that belied her words. But Mrs. Westwood did not choose 
to have the matter tnmed off with a jest, and she saw the 
colour beginning to fade out of Olympia's cheek — a sare sign 
that she was on the point of gaining the full advantage of a good 
temper, as cold tempers like hers are called, over a bad one. 

" I never heard anything so shamefaced ! " she exclaimed 
sharply. " As though lords and majors wonld look at a child 
like you twice with a pair of tongs ! If there's one thing I hate, 
it's girls that are always running their heads on young men. 
I*m glad all this has come out ; very glad indeed. I shall know 
what to do. Your uncle knows wlmt we were talking about 
just before dinner, don't you, John p " 

"I 1, my dear?" 

" Yes. And you said if Olympia did not mend her ways she 
must go." 

*' It was you said that, my dear. But still, why, of course, 
don't you know " 

'* What — did you say that. Uncle John p " asked Olympia, 
while he was tiying to bring out something, with the look and 
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voice of CaBsar, when he saw his friend among his foes. The 
Captain hnng his head, and silence descended once more. 

But Gerald was not going to stand snch a scene as this. He 
had a sense of justice — a yirtne that most men learn at sea — and 
it was outraged. He &oed his mother with his deepest Toioe 
and most manly air. 

" I don't know what's come to you all," he said, '^ since I've 
been away. There's nothing going on but quarrelling. I know 
Olympia better than anybody, and I won't have her put upon ; 
no, not if she wanted to marry all the earls in England, and all 
the dukes besides." 

This was speaking out ; it was a breath of honest sea^ir ii^ 
that house of little thoughts and little things. Olympia threw 
him a look of thanks that bound her champion to stand by her 
henceforth through thick and thin. 

*' There ! " said Mrs. Westwood, turning to the Captain in 
bitter triumph. *' Didn't I tell you so P Didn't I tell you that 
even Grerald isn't safe under the same roof with Olympia ? " 

Gbrald blushed crimson. Mrs. Westwood had made a few 
foolish speeches in her time, but that was the most foolish she 
had ever made. 

" You are unjust, mother,*' he began warmly. " I *• 

*' So it has come to this, has it P I am to be lectured by my 
own son ! He is to go against me for the sake of a girl who 
would make eyes at the coal-scuttle if no one else was by ! I 
suppose youll be wanting to marry her next, I suppose — a girl 
without a penny, that would like a boy like you for a pi9 aller 
when she can't get her majors and her lords." 

We have known Olympia out of temper before — ^but we have 
never known her in a rage till now. She had been accused of 
treason to romance — she had been called a rank and fortune 
huntress. In all the books she had ever read such had been 
held up to measureless contempt and scorn. But the shot that 
had enraged her made G-erald all at once hard and stem. 
He looked at her glowing cheeks and eyes, and his heart 
swelled — he began to realise the sort of life his old playmate 
had been leading at The Laurels while he was away, and did not 
realise that she herself might have been not wholly guiltless of 
her own troubles. 

** Mother," he said, glowing with eagerness, " I do think yon 
are unjust — I can't help saying so. Olympia is as good a girl 
as ever stepped, and I'm — ^I'm hanged if I sit by and not say 
so." 
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" Poor boy, poor boy ! ** sighed Mrs. Weatwood, with contem- 
platiye pity. '* I see how it is ; but it's only fancy, I know 
that, and it'll pass off when yoa'ye seen another girl or two. 
Bat— I have a mother's duty, and it mnst be done. Yes, I see 
you are so angry yon can't speak, Olympia, my dear, unless it's 
shame — ^and I hope it may be. I suppose you know that a girl 
like yon, who is so unfortunate as not to have a penny of her 
own, will have to make her own living ? Unless you think you 
are going to gorge on the fat of the Isuid for nothing at all. So 
your uncle fully agrees with me that it's time you should go 
away. I've done my duty, and given you an education like a 
lady, which is more than a common aunt by marriage would 
have done ; and now it's time you showed your gratitude by 
going out as a governess. Your uncle will drive over to Mel- 
mouth to-morrow, and see what's to be done." 

Still Olympia said not a word ; she was looking at her uncle, 
who avoided her accusing eyes. Mrs. Westwood was as con- 
vinced as a woman could be that she had both right and reason 
on her side ; nor, indeed, would it be easy to prove that she was 
wrong. 

"Then," said Gerald, "it is for my sake you are going to 
turn Olympia out of doors ?— I can't stand that — no fellow 
could that was half a man. Look here, mother, you must see 
that ! You must see there's only one thing to be done. If she 
goes, I mnst go too." 

" G-erald," said his mother, sharply, " hold your tongue — 
unless you're making an offer before my very eyes." 

He got up and pushed away his chair. " It means that if 
Olympia goes I must go too. She shan't go out as a governess, 
or toil and slave for my sake, while I've.got two hands." And, 
as he spoke of his hands, he laid one of them on the back of his old 
playmate's chair, as if already protecting her against the world. 

"John," said Mrs. Westwood, "perhaps you'll sit and see 
the end of this love passage. I shall go ; I ^ow what's due to 
myself and the girls." 

" Gerald," began the Captain, with a pale face, " your 
mother's right — quite right ; sit down this moment, sir, and — 
and — and don't let's have any more of this, don't you know. 
Olympia, my dear, I'm very sorry ; you don't mean it, of course ; 
but it's — it's — the long and short of it is, your aunt's quite right, 
and you must go." 

Olympia was proud of her champion, who had thus, even to 
her much-requiring eyes, proved himself a man. This was 



204 OLYMPIA. 

v^bat her heroes would have done, and she half forgot that he 
was but a boy. 

*' Then, IJnole John," she said, in a steadj voice, " if y(m say 
it, I will go. I won't be long packing, I daresay/' 

" Packing ? No, no ; no sach hurry as that, my dear. We 
must take a look round ; I mnst go over to Melmouth " 

'* Then, father, mother, are you turning Olympia out of doors 
because you're afraid of my tlunking her the best girl that ever 
was bom ? All right," the boy went on, who was almost half 
as wise as the poor girl whom he was protecting. '* Come along, 
then ; if you!re off, I'm ofE too. Look here, Olympia, I can't 
and won't have this, and I can't say all I want to, but if you'll 
take me — we've always been together, yon know — though you're 
a long sight too good for me, they*!! see you don't care a fig for 
lords and majors, and then 

** G-racious save us ! " screamed Mrs. Westwood, bewildered, 
as she might well be, at this unprecedented way of making an 
offer. ** You're all mad together. John, don't you hear ? Are 
you grown foolish ? Olympia, I'll take and turn you out of 
doors this very minute without a rag to your back if you don't 
say * No.' " 

If the purest chivalry had suggested the question, irresistible 
temptation prompted the answer. Without a moment's reflection, 
Olympia, thus dared to disobey, turned to G^erald and said — 

" And why should I say * No,' Aunt Car'line ? Sure Gerald's 
been everything to me. I'll say * Yes, and welcome.' " 

And so, in a moment of hot temper, Gerald and Olympia, 
hardly knowing whether they stood on their heads or their 
heels, became engaged. 

She had been carried on in a whirl, for her tongue, as must 
be plain enough by this time, was in the habit of outrunning 
even the heart that was far too qnick for her brain. There was 
the romance of the situation, the startling and crowning victory 
over Aunt Car'line, the sudden snapping of family bonds 
that left her boond by no dnty to consider even that weak- 
kneed deserter, her Uncle John, her utter ignorance of the 
extent to which she might risk mining Gerald's life, of what 
love meant out of books, and of what marriage means anywhere. 
In any case, the deed was done now, and neither she nor Gerald 
was likely to draw back from a step once made. 

But if it is lawful, in the midst of domestic tragedy, to use so 
homely a simile, the fat was most terribly in the fire. Gerald 
himself could not have exactly realised what he had done, or 
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eyen he, boj as he was, most have pansed before taking so 
tremendous a plunge. Mrs. Westwood sat aghast — the girls 
looked ready to sink underground. But an unheard-of spirit 
seemed to wake up in the Captain. He rose suddenly from the 
table, overturning his chair and sweeping two wine-glasses to 
the floor. 

" Ge-Gerald I " he stammered out, for, unlike Olympia^ his 
thoughts ran faster than his tongue, " why — why — what the 
deuce is to be done P Say you didn't mean anything this in- 
stant, sir, or, as sure as I'm your father, you — you'll sufier for it. 
By Jupiter ! " he groaned out as he sat down again in despair 
and wiped his forehead, *' it's awful to think of ! It's the most 
awful thing I ever heard of in all my days ! " 

** What is awful, sir ? " asked Gerald, putting the bravest 
face upon the quarrel that he could. '* Why shouldn't I marry 
Olympia P " 

" Why ? — ^My dear Caroline — ^you talk to him if he doesn't 
mind me." 

'* Your father means," said Mrs. Westwood, speaking coldly 
and in measured tones to the chandelier — '' your father means 
that if you ever marry that girl you must do so as a beggar. He 
can't say so for himself, because the money's mine, so he very 
properly leaves it all to me. You are quite right, John. Not a 
^nny of my money shall go to the daughter of your scamp of a 

brother Charles, no, not even Help my own son to marry 

a scamp's daughter, indeed ! I'ld send him. to the asylum sooner, 
and perhaps I will." 

Gerald was both hot and pale. *' I have my profession," he 
said. '* Come, don't take it like that, mother — let's talk it over 
quietly. You can't expect me to unsay what I've said, I know.'* 

Olympia was in no mood to be generous, and, if she had 
been, the mention of her father would have spoiled all. 

" Your profession ! " said Mrs. Westwood. " It brings you in 
twenty pound eleven a year." 

*' Then I must find another that brings me in more." 

Mrs. Westwood clasped her hands in despair — if her argu- 
ment to the pocket failed, what was left for her to say or do P 
She looked at her husband — not that she expected any aid 
there. What could he do if she had failed P 

*' Then," said the Captain, without regarding her look, '' find 
another, and be hanged ! " Down came his fist upon the table 
with a ring. ''And be hanged, sir — that's the word! And 
never let me hear another again." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

; 

Youth ! Tifl the siegB of life withoat a plan«— 

Ossas of tmth 'neath error's Pelion hurled-^ 
Sorrows that bless and fleeting joys that ban — 

A flaff of hope by hostile winds unfurled — 
A Mooa, oonfusincr Onght and Will and Can— 

A Universe, within a heart enourled 
That thinks a pair of eyes oan make a man, 

And that a pair of hands oan grasp the world. 

Whbn Forsyth and Lord Wendale left The Lanrels that morn- 
ing, neither seemed to he in a talking mood. 

" Of all the she-cats I ever saw, that unlucky fellow West- 
wood's wife is the most detestable," the Earl had said after ten 
minutes of silence. Forsyth said nothing — bis heart was full 
of the strange discovery of half an hour ago, and he wished to 
be alone. It was not till after at least ten minutes more that 
he said, in his turn — 

'* I suppose you are going back to Beckfield ? " 

Lord Wendale nodded, and, for a professional philanthropist, 
touched his horse rather sharply. 

*' Then I think I shall put up my horse at the Black Prince 
and take a turn in Gressford Wood. I want to make a study 
there, and this is just the light I have been waiting for." 

** Jast as you please," said the Earl, shortly. ** It's all the 
same to me." 

Forsyth did put up his horse, and did walk into Gressford 
Wood, but did not make any study of lights and shades. To 
have met the child of Donna Olympia within a mile or two of 
the house where he himself had been bom — ^that fact was won- 
derful enough, in all conscience, to absorb him for some hours 
to come. He wondered that he had not recognised the Dryad 
in the Green Walk, impossible as that would have been — he 
compared every look and tone of the Olympia of to-day with 
the Olympia of twenty years ago. Such fatalities never lead to 
nothing — ^whither was this to lead P Then he thought of his 
nephew ; if this Olympia were like her mother in other things 
than her eyes, the pity that he had bestowed last night upon 
Gerald might be extended to him also. Was a second of the 
family to fall into such a snare ? '* I wonder," he asked him- 
self, " whether, if I had come before the mother with a coronet 
0I4 my head and Beckfield in my hand, I should have become 
the father of a second Olympia more or less like that girl at The 
Laurels ? It makes one think that matters are best as they 
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are. Poor Don Sanchez ! — he mnst have had a bad time of it 
before I came." He jested with himself, bnt the heart of the 
man who had devoted himself to art and gold, not becanse he 
loved them, but becanse his sonl conld not remain empty, felt it 
still contained whole chambers unfilled. 

He did not go back to Beckfield that night. When in the 
country he was in the habit of wandering about just as the 
humour seized him, so that his absence for one night, or even 
for two, was in the natural course of things. He did not wish, 
prematurely, to become a confidant of the Earl's growing fancy 
for his pretty neighbour. His nephew was the only human 
being that was dear to him, and he must find out much more 
before he could tell how to use his influence in what might 
prove a very delicate affair. So he got a bed from Peter Pigot 
and slept as well as usual, in spite of a deep snoring that sounded 
through the wall. 

He could not very well call at The Laurels again before mid- 
day, so he returned to the Green Walk in Gressford Wood to kill 
time by really watching its lights and shades. The spot where 
he had first seen the child of dlympia Sanchez had a fascina- 
tion for him. It was somehow always beautiful weather there, 
as if in a natural sanctuary — every mood of nature suited its 
silent wilderness of trees, flowers, and weeds. He took his seat 
on the very tree stump — it had lain there all this while — ^from 
which he had startled the Dryad from her bower. There was 
nowy however, no face in the frame. But, while the old painter 
sat and recalled the picture that he had already placed on canvas 
by the light of memories and fancies that would now have made 
him treat it in very different wise, his cars, dull only when he 
chose, caught the sound of voices from the bower. 

There are times when the most honourable of men do not 

resist the temptation to eavesdropping. This was one of 

them ; for it was the voice of Olympia that he heard through 

the leaves. 

• ••••• 

** No ; if either, groes, it must be me.** 

" My dear girl, you don't know what you are saying. Yon 
are only a girl — I'm a man. You mustn't let me feel asluuned of 
myself. It's I must work : you must be worked for." 

' I know I'm a g^rl, worse luck ! But " 

" Worse luck, Olympia ?" 

•* Oh, I don't mean that, of course. I mean " 

^ I don't think you do know what you mean. The idea of 
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my staying at home in oloyer, or going to sea as if notiiing had 
happened, while you were drudging at Melmouth ! " 

'' Santa F6 ! " thought Forsyth to himself ; " it's lucky I came 
this way." 

** Bat I wouldn't be drudging, Oerald. I lay awake all last 
night thinking out a plan — a reid good one, that'll bring us 
more money than you'ld make in years, if it*s trae what Aunt 
Carline says about your pay, and if one really couldn't live on 
twenty pounds a year." 

'* That shows what you know about things. But your plan P " 

'' Do you know what Uncle John says — that people who paint 
pictures sometimesget hundreds of pounds ? You didn't see 
that picture Lord Wendale showed me at the ball " 

" Lord Wendale's an ass." 

" For shame ! Surely, you're not jealous now P Well, that 
was done by that ugly little yellow man that was here yes- 
terday." 

''The toll for listening," thought Forsyth; but he did not 
move. 

'* It's a fine picture, they say. I asked IJncle John, and he 
says he wouldn't wonder if he got ten pounds. Only think, 
GFerald, ten pounds ! " 

'* And suppose it was ten million, what has that to do with 
our plans P Yon don't think of stealing it, I suppose, and taking 
it to a pawnbroker's P " 

" Nonsense ! 'Twas but a girl's head, and not much at that ; 
I could do it myself just as well. I'ld go to some big place, 
like Melmouth, Gerald, and take a house of my own, and paint 
pictures and sell them for ten pounds; and then we could marry, 
and you could give up the sea, for of course we'ld have to be 
together then." 

The ugly little yellow man had seen and heard many strange 
fchings in his time, but this beat all. He had not heard of so 
wild a plan of taking the world by storm, even when he was 
serving with the Army of Liberty. 

'* Olympia, what rubbish I Why, what do you know about 
painting P And then " 

*' 'Twas Mr. Forsyth himself gave me the idea." 

'' Then Mr. Forsyth must be cracked, that's all I can say. 
What could you have been saying to him to make him advise 
you to take a house at Melmouth on nothing a year P And 
suppose you could get a hundred a-week, do you think I'ld live 
on you." 
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** Why not P Sure 'tis all the same thing. I'm sure I'ld live 
on you." 

'* Don't you know there's nothing more shameful than for a 
nan to live on his wife ? And if it wasn't, who is there in 
Melmouth to giye you ten-pound notes whenever you want 
them ? " 

^^ They wouldn't give them ; theyld buy. Anyway, one could 
but try. If ever I see Mr. Forsyth again, I'll ask him how to 
begin.' 

" Indeed, I won't have you do any such thing." 

" You vxynH have me ? " 

•* No — I won't have you. I know the world, Olympia — ^I've 
been half round it, and you've never been out of Ghressford. 
You must stay here and put up with my mother, and I'll go to 
London. I'm not strange to it now, and that's the place to find 
things to do. I'll look up Tom Harris, and he'll put me in the 
way in no time. He's something Hke a fellow, I can tell you, 
and as true as steel." 

*' I can't stay here, Gerald. Aunt Car'line '11 eat me." 

*' Nonsense. Don't you see when I'm gone she'll be glad to 
have you under her eye P And what should I do if I didn't 
know you're safe where you are ? " 

** The old story," thought Forsyth. *' The man wants to go 
out into the world, and c^ls it self-sacrifice — ^he bids the woman 
sit still at home to bear all the real troubles, and tells her to call 
it comfortable, and to be much obliged to him for his generosity. 
However, he seems a well-meaning lad — ^let us see what she wOl 
say now." 

A deep and audible sigh. '* Your plan isn't as good as mine, 
all the same. How loncp do you think it'll take you to make 
your f ortime in London P A year ? " 

" Oh, I don't know— one doesn't get rich all at once, you 
know, but we needn't be rich to begin. I might find sometlung 
in a day — say a week, and that'll give one time to look round 
and choose. I must arrange about leaving the service, and I 
daresay Tom Harris 'U lend me enough to get on with for a week 
or so. And, as soon as we get something we'll get married 
right off, and have everything our own way." 

" I don't think people ever get married in a week, Gerald.' 

'' Well, anyway, as soon as we can. And you'll be true when 
I'm ffone, won't you— even if it's weeks ^" 

^' If it's years ! Ill be like Tom Harris — as true as steel." 

It seemed a translation into English of the old story without 

p 
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even a oHange of nazne& *' Like mother like daaghier," ihonglit 
Forsyth, with a sigh. '' Mj nephew must be cured of this 
fancy as soon as may be. He is older now than I was then, but 
the eyes are as bright and the voice is sweeter — and the older 
the man the yoanger the fool : at least till he is as ngly and old 
and as yellow as L Well, I have heard enough now ; and it's 
a shame to play the spy — at least when one has learned all one 
wants to know." 

*' Poor girl ! '* he said to his former self, thinking, not of our 
Olympia, but of the Olympia of whom she had never heard. 
'' I owe her a debt. Things must have gone bitterly with her 
before she could have brought herself to trick one who, she 
must have known, loved her so well. How she must have hated 
me ! — and to think that it should have taken me twenty years 
and more to find out that she was right and that I was wrong ! 
Olympia with her ten-pound pictures, young Westwood with his 
fortune in a week, are a couple of Solons to me. I must smooth 
things for them somehow. Mrs. Westwood means to play the 
part of that miserable old humbug Don Pedro, I suppose. 
Then — ^Ah, I have it! Since the debt can be paid with 
money, it seems, I can pay it amply, and still remain unknown. 
Then " 

His pardon was complete. Satiety alone can turn love into 
hatred, and the passion that had burned itself out unfulfilled 
could leave nothing but shame for himself and forgiveness for 
her. This sudden meeting with the daughter of Olympia 
Sanchez, herself the heroine of a new love tale, had softened 
him with the remembrance of the sweeter portion of his Fool's 
Paradise ; nor was it easy to distinguish between the influence 
of to-day over yesterday or of yesterday over to-day. For, 
though he thought so, yesterday can never return ; an(( when it 
seems to come back freshly with the old charm, it may be sus- 
pected that while the hands are the hands of Esau, the voice is 
that of Jacob, the supplanter. 

hSi^^ then " his thoughts had arrived, thus to express an nn* 
expressed resolve, when he reached the *' Black Prince," where 
he was held in high honour. There, asking for pen, ink, and 
paper, he wrote a letter in the bar parlour that was always 
empty until evening. 

*' Beckfield, near Melmonth. 

'' Mt Dejlb Sir, — ^I need make no explanations as to why I wish 
to do what I propose. I am labelled odd enough to write over 
everything I do ' siei pro roHone volwnUu^* as you know well 
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enough by now. I have found an heiress ; bnt ifc is essenfcial 
that I should make her so in my own way. The lady is a Miss 
Olympia Westwood, the orphan daughter of a father and mother 
who died somewhere in America. Of all the circumstances I 
must obtain fuller information r but you must so manage matters y 
as no doubt you can, that the dowry — say £10,000 — that I de- 
sire to settle upon her forthwith, shall not appear to come from 
me. If things are as I think, she might be led to believe that 
I it comes to her as the representative of her mother, of whom 
she knows nothing. Her friends here of course must know : 
but I shall know how to deal with them. I shall not be in town 
for some time yet, or I would see you — I write now to ask you 
to think how this can be managed in the best way to suit my 
views. It must be done at once, and with the utmost secrecy. 
Miss Westwood is to be married shortly, and neither she nor 
her intended must have any suspicion that she has money, nor 
must anybody be able to connect me with taking any special in- 
terest in her. You are near enough my age to know that trees 
and men both scatter their whims in autumn* Pray answer 
this at once, and believe me, yours faithfully, 

" Walter Fobstth. 
<< O. King, Esq., Lincoln's Inn Fields." 

This being finished, he required an envelope : and while he 
went to get one at the bar, left the letter open upon the table 
to dry. The envelope was not obtained so easily as a glass of 
brandy-and-water would have been r and, when he came back, 
he found the fireplace blocked up, just as it had been ten years 
before, by a pair of broad shoulders and an ample girth that 
gave him the sensation of having done the same thing under the 
same circumstances a dozen tunes before. He seemed fated, 
even in the most trivial details, to tive his whole life twice over 
before he died. 

The broad-shouldered man turned lound^ gave him a dull 
look of recognition, and raised hiis forefinger to the front of 
his half military cap— even the cap looked bo older by a day. 

" Aha — 'tis the little owld schoolmasther once more ! bure 
I*m glad to see ye. Ye mind Mejor Soollivan, III be bound-^ 
Father Time's no match for th'owld cahmpeener. Will ye 
liquor P An* how's me Lord Wendle P " 

Forsyth glanced nervously for a moment at his open letter 
— but it did not appear to have altered ita position on the 
table. 
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" Thank yon, Major Sullivan," he answered, " I never drink 

and, if you wish to see Lord Wendale, yon will find him at 

Beckfield. What in the world can a fellow like that be always 
doing ataplace like Gressford?" he thought, as he sUentiy 
folded up the letter and left the roooL 

No sooner had the door closed than the Major for a full 
minute laid two fingers on the side of his nose, and then draw- 
ing himself up, addressed himself solemnly — 

'' The darlin' ! If ye're the 'cute boy J take ye for, there's 
pickings on them bones I " 



fiaok IX.— ficattts anb the fieaat 

CHAPTER I. 

A Friend I — In troth a gloriouB woid : 

The hand ne'er graaped in yain, 
lliat ffi^M thee h^>e, help, home, and hoaid* 

And nerer aeks again : 

And if thon'ldst hare thy friendflhip itand 

And nerer find an end, 
Aak all thin|fB of thine own right hand— 

And Nothug of thy Friend. 

Ones again Gerald Westwood found himself in the long gloomy 
cofiEee-room in Govent Qarden where he had come to look for 
life a week or two ago. It was life of another sort that he 
had come to look for now — ^not its pleasures, but the means of 
paying for theuL 

Something of the obstinate blood of his mother's ancestors, 
the Smiths— a resolute English race, as everybody knows — must 
have been mingled with the impulsive blood of the pupil of 
Olympia. After a final battle he had proudly declared his un- 
alteraole determination to throw up his profession and to carve 
out his own fortune in London with his own right arm. Mrs. 
Westwood left no argument unturned to prevent this piece of 
madness — ^but in vain. She told him he was the foolish victim 
of a cunning and good-for-nothing girl. She taunted him with 
his smooth boy's face, and tossed up her sharp chin scornfully 
when he talked bravely of all he meant to do. She threatened 
him with disinheritance and with the husks of the prodigal. 
Such reasonings, though based on practical wisdom, natuiaUy 
had the efiEect of a breeze upon the flame. It was not likely he 
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tronid be tamed aside by threats, or by doubts of his piwer 
to do all that he had the will to do. His father tried more 
soothing measures; but the Captain could hardly succeed 
where the Captain's wife failed. 

" Gt), then," said Mrs. Westwood at last, consoling herself 
with the thought that, in any case, he would be parted from 
Olympia. " When you come to the husks you will come back 
on your knees, and own that I was right alter all, and that I 
told you so." *^ He must he starved into obedience, John/' she 
said to her husband afterwards, with Boman dignity. 

" Certainly, my dear/' said the Captain, mournfully. And so 
it was arranged. 

" And you won't give him a penny, John." 

'^ Not a &urthing. Poor young fellow ! And I'll go over to 
Melmouth at once — that is to-morrow, don't you know — to see 
if I can hear of a place for Olympia." 

So Gerald, with just enough shillings in his pocket to reach 
Tom Harris, took a secret farewell of Olympia, embraced his 
bewildered sisters, and then shook hands with his father before 
he left The Laurels behind him. When he withdrew his hand 
he found a five-pound note between his finger and thumb. 

" It's all the ready cash I have, my boy,' said the husband of 
fifteen-hundred a year, with a heavy sigh, and in a voice so 
pitched that the brick walls might not hear. *' Your mother 
wouldn't like it if she knew, and you mustn't expect a penny 
more — I've promised her, don't you know. Only I didn% like 
to think of your going without your dinner, that's all. 

Gerald, man as he was, felt half inclined to cry. 

" It could be all right in a minute, father," he began eagerly, 
"if '' 

But the Captain was gone : and Gerald had nothing to do 
but pocket his capital and hurry ofE to the coach that was 
now due at the Black Prince on its way to London. Olympia 
peeped at his departure from the window — ^his mother kept her 
room, and had not even sent him a message of good-bye. He 
set out to his compaign with a heavier heart and a sharper feel- 
ing of domestic guilt than, in the excitement of the last few 
days, he had expected to feel, though his pride was unbroken 
and his courage strong. With five pounds in his pocket he was 
Burelv better qualified, he thought, to open London, that most 
formidable of oysters, than hundreds before him who had done so 
with much cheaper knives. He did not know what an unlucky 
sum of money he bore. If he had been wise, he would have 
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cHanged the note, thrown fonr Borereiffna, seyenteen shil- 
lingSy and six pennies into the first ditoh he came to, and have 
amved in Covent Ghurden with exactly half-a-crown. 

He was rich for to-day ; to-morrow he would begin to econo- 
mise and beat np his friend. So he dined comfortably, ordered 
his bottle of wine like a gentleman, and felt himself fit for any- 
thing that might ^11 in his way — so long as it did not require 
arithmetic, or book-keeping, or foreign langnages, or standing 
behind a counter, or meniid labour, or qnill-driving, or capital, 
or special knowledge, or experience. With these trifling ex- 
ceptions there was nothing to which he was not ready to turn 
his hand. That was enough for the meditation of a single 
evening. He ended by being rather pleased with his prospects, 
retiring into the smoking-room, and watching Fortune as she 
took shape from the blue clouds of a cigar. 

The next morning he lost no time in oalling on his friend 
Tom Harris, now staying with his people — the magician who 
was to catch Fortune for him, and hand her over, with her 
wings ready dipped, into his hands. Tom had just finished a 
very late breakfast, and began by carrying Gerald off to a quiet 
billiard-room where he usually killed his mornings. It was 
there that, having the room to themselves, Gerald opened his 
afEairs to his friend. 

" Tom, old fellow," he began, ^' Fm in a fix, and I want you 
to help me out of it." 

''AU right. Consider it done. What is it. Who is she?" 

Gerald coloured, wondering at his friend's power of pene- 
tration. 

" You've hit it, anyhow. Tm engaged — ^to be married." 

" What !" 

" I can't help it now, Tom. It's true." 

" That's something like a fix, by Jove ! I never went as far as 
that. No, hang it, spooning's all very well, but that's a step too 
far. Of course you want to get out of it. That's hard, though, 
sometimes. That's the worst of being down in the country — they 
do spoon a fellow so unmercifully there, and they've all g^t 
mothers. — Missed, by Jove !" 

Gerald began to feel a little ashamed. 

'' But it isn't that, Tom, at all. It's my own cousin, Tom, 
and I don't want to get out of it. I mean to marry her, and it's 
my own people that don't see it." 

'' You've been making an ass of yourself, Westwood, that's as 
plain as the canon Tm going to make if you'll stand out of the 
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way. Well, boys will be boys. She's got money, I suppose P 
Thea nm off wiih her, and I'll be best man." 

*' She hasn't a penny." 

*' Then, my dear f eUow, there's only two things to be done. 
Yon must either marry her, or yon mnstn't. My advise is 
— ^mustn't. But of course you'll do as you please — ^people always 
do. Shall we have a game P" 

" Well, we won't argue that. I must marry her, and the 
question is, how P " 

** Let me see ; there are things called banns, I believe ^" 

" Do be serious, Tom. It's very serious to me. I've quarrelled 
with all my people about it, and they're no more likely to come 
round than I am. The long and short of it is, I'm turned neck 
and crop out of doors, and I must get my own living, and enough 
to keep a wife besides — ^now, this minute. That's what I ask you. 
What's a fellow to do P Of course I leave the service •" 

Tom Harris stopped in the middle of a stroke. 

'' The Devil ! " he said. " Then youVe come to the wrong shop, 
I'm afraid. If you'd out-run the constable, I could have told 
you where to raise the wind — I could have got you out of any 
i)other with women — ^let me alone for that — and I would too, 
for I'm your friend. But you've ruined your look-out — ^you 
couldn't raise the wind now if you tried. You want to marry 
a cousin that's as poor as Job. Your people are quite right, 
Westwood. I won't interfere." 

**• Tom ! I daresay you think me a fool bnt you might advise 
a fellow, all the same." 

<« I'm hanged if I do, though. I won't help a man to run his 
head against a brick walL There — I've had enough of the balls. 
Fve got an appointment with some fellows in half an hour, and 
must be ofE now. By the way, cash is tight just now, old 
fellow — I don't want to mention it, but I suppose you haven't 
forgotten you owe me a fiver P " 

Gerald took out his crumpled five-pound note and gave it to 
Mr. Harris — Tom Harris no more. 

" There," he said bitterly, '* keep your appointment. I won't 
trouble you again." Tom sta^d, but took the note. How should 
he know that there were no more P 

Gkrald had paid one debt, but it was at the expense of an- 
other — ^there was his dinner of yesterday, his bottle of wine, his 
bed, his breakfast, and his cigar. A great deal has been said of 
the shame of the first visit to a pawnbroker, but Grerald, when 
be parted with his gold watch, was thinking too much of the 
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vanity of friendship to find room for personal sbame. He was 
ashamed of the nniyerse. 

He settled his bill with the air of a millionaire, and gave his 
old acquaintance the aatomatio waiter a tip that very nearly 
made him stare. Then, having arranged to leave his tmnk at 
the hotel imtil he should send for it^ he went out with a few 
pence in his pocket to look for something or other that would 
enable him to support a wife like a lady. If Mrs. Westwood 
could only have seen into his pockets she would have. had the 
fatted calf killed instantly ; or, if that might be thought extrava- 
gant, have ordered at least an extra pound of steak from the 
butcher for next day. 

She certainly could not have entertained the bare possibility 
of his determination to starve literally before going home a 
beaten man — ^his resolve to return either with or upon his shield. 

There is nothing like walking the streets to make one feel 
that one is doing something very energetic without the trouble of 
doing anything at all. In the City the lounger feels himself 
to be a busy man, walks hurriedly, and fancies that he, too, is 
interested in the rate of discount and the ups and downs- of 
shares. The instincts of the sailor led him past the tower to the 
waterside. 

It was evening : and since breakfast-time the young man had 
tasted nothing but a glass of beer in the billiard-room, while he 
had igpiominiously failed in finding out how to take the very first 
step in the complex art of finding something to do. His chiuices 
of finding food and shelter, for even a single night looked worse 
than doubtful. Even his feeble arithmetic was strong enough to 
teach him that he had been a little premature in paying Tom 
Harris — Mr. Thomas Harris — ^twenty shillings in the pound. 
Had he stood as alone in the world as he stood in London he 
might have gone to sea before the mast if unable to get employ- 
ment on board ship of a kind more befitting his birth and 
breeding. But there was Olympia to be thought of now— she 
must not be the betrothed of a common sailor. It might be 
necessary to turn his hand to anything for a day or two whDe 
looking out for something better, but he must not forget that 
Olympia was a lady, bred and bom. 

There were not many signs of labour about him just then, for 
the warehouses were closed. He was staring at the river from 
the edge of one of the wharves almost in solitude. There is no 
call for alarm, however, he was very far from taking a desperate 
plunge into the great sewer. He was only thinking of a certain 
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joint at Home, and donbting the snperiority of a dinner of herbs, 
nnder any cirenmstances to a stalled ox, even though there might 
be diBoord therewith. While thus engaged he was accosted bj 
a good-hnmonred jonng fellow whose arm bore the badge of a 
warerman. 

"Wantaboat,BirP" 

" No, thank yon. That's your boat, down there P " 

'* Thaf s she, sir. Yon'd better take her — 1*11 have yon over 
in no time, if yon don't mind waiting for a party." 

A thought struck Gerald as he looked at the boat and the 
waterman — a man so rich as to be no doubt able to treat himself 
to beer as well as to bread and cheese. That was just the sort of 
work he conld do, and it would be no degpradation to poll on the 
river for a few days while looking out for something better suited 
to the husband of Olympia. 

*' I suppose you make a pretty good thing out of her ? " he 
asked. 

'* Bless your heart, sir, no— what with the bridges and the 
new steamboats, we're the dog that's had his day — lots of work 
and little pay." 

*' You see all sorts of people, I suppose P " 

*• Bless you, sir !^-eyery sort alive — bnt you're a navy gentle- 
man, begging your honour's pardon P I thought so, sir — IVe 
got to know most sorts of cuts by now.'* 

'* I suppose so," said Gerald, absently, beating round the bush 
and thinlong how he could best learn all about a waterman's call- 
ing without making the man stare by coming at once to the point. 
One does not forfeit the touched hat and the title of " sir " 
without a blush and a pang. He wanted to ask what the man 
made — and he did ask — 

*' What are the queerest sort you see P " 

" That's hard to say, sir. Chinamen are a queer lot, and 80 
are the French. Bat you'ld never guess, your honour, what's 
the queerest lot I ever scnlled over — and that's the party I'm 
waiting for now. He comes over every evening — and the chaff 
I get over him, me and my mate — ^yould split your sides, beg- 
£^^g your honour's pardon. 

" And who is he P " ^ 

" You'ld never guess, sir. Now, which would you say — man 
or woman P " 

•• Man P " 

"Ha ha ha! No." 

*• A woman, then P *• 
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" No — ^nor a woman ! " 

" Then I give it np." 

" I thought yon would, sir. 'Tis a bear ! You never heard 
of a bear in a boat before, I'll be bound." 

*' A bear ? '' asked Oerald, opening his eyes. 

"Yes, sir — a bear. If your honour will wait a minute, youll 
see him, and if you like to cross too — 'tis wonderful how he be- 
haves like a Christian beast. I didn't half like such a customer 
at first, but it is beautiful to see how quiet he keeps in the stem. 
And there he is, sir, just coming round the corner ^ 

And, sure enough, Glerald looked round and saw, coming 
towards the edge of the wharf, a party of three. One was Oscar, 
another was Monsieur Drouzil, and the third was — ^Firefly. 



CHAPTER II. 

Haflt iboa not heard thoM men, my Julian P ThoM 

Who keep the mle becanae they make the law. 

And when they'll break the law, reform the role : 

Who then, with modest jnstioe, jndge themselYee, 

Qaoting that Caoea follow Giionmstanoe, 

And that what* s wrong for Jack is right for JUl, 

And what is tme in May is false in Jmie : 

Who'll find ten loopholes in the Deoalogae, 

And, when close poshed, will gentlT smiue, and aay, 

" I'm human—therefore, not infaUible— 

And yet — I know not how— bat so it is, 

I'm fuwavs right, and yon are always wrong P ' 

Yet, in their own oonoeit, they're honest men. 



i» 



When Forsyth had posted his letter he returned to Beokfield, 
80 timing his arrival that he might catch Lord Wendale in his 
dressing-room before dinner. He had something very serious 
to say; and though the half-hour before dinner is the worst 
possible thirty minutes for talk out of the whole f our-and-twenty 
hours, it was his only opportunity. He felt bound to protect 
his kinsman, benefactor, and friend from making such a fool of 
himself about an Olympia as his uncle had done in former times. 
One of that name was surely enough to last the Galmont family 
for another generation to come. 

The Earl was not in a good temper. 

" Oh, it's you, Forsyth, is it P " he said, from the sofa. " Did 
you ever know of such fatality p My ass of a valet has just 
broken that pitcher I brought from Venice. I wouldn't have 
had it happen for anything you could name. I shall clean my 
china myself for the future. Nothing has gone right since that 
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confonnded ball. Yon were quite right to make jour escape 
yeeterdaj ; Beckfield isn't a place for a pig. There's a ooxx- 
foanded county air about it that I hate and abhor." 

Forsyth smUed with compassionate sympathy. 

" I quite agree with your lordship/' he said. '' When do yon 
mean to go busk to town ? " 

*' Town's just as bad. There's a confounded London air about 
town." 

" True," sighed Forsyth. 

" Hang it, Forsyth, you're as bad as Polonius, with his * 'Tis 
like a camel,' and ' Very like a whale/ Well, I hope yon found 
Oressf ord Wood more interesting than Beckfield." 

" A great deal more. Not only did I find squirrels and rabbits, 
but I lighted on a little romance besides." 

" Bah ! — ^there's no such thing." 

'* Perhaps not ; and yet it was a talk between a pair of lovers." 

" What P— Phillis and Corydon ? " 

'' Exactly. Phillis and Corydon wanted to be married — not 
very idyllic, perhaps, but highly proper. Unhappily there are 
cruel parents in the way. She has no money, nor has he — that, 
at any rate, is Arcadian. So what do you think Phillis coolly 
proposes ? That she should go to Mantinea — Melmouth, I mean 
— set up a studio, and paint any number of fancy portraits for 
ten pounds apiece, on which she would keep Corydon in idleness. 
She presumed to think she was the rival of Apelles. Well, 
Love invented painting, or aUhonettea at any rate, so perhaps she 
may succeed as well under his inspiration as an old bachelor 
without it. But Corydon, who seemed a sensible sort of fel- 
low " 

" The deuce take your Phillis and Corydon ! You don't mean 
— You are not talking of Miss Westwood ? " 

« Which Miss Westwood ? There are four, I believe." 

*' The other three are not Miss Westwoods. And if they were, 
you talked to her long enough to know who I mean." 

" Well, then, Phillis was Miss Olympia, and Corydon was the 
cousin." 

" What I — ^you heard her say all this to that lout of a boy ? 
Why, I hardly looked at the fellow. Let me tell you that girls 
like her cannot care for boys like him. It's unnatural — im- 
possible ! " 

" In the name of Venus, why P '* 

*' I always thought you had more common sense. It's out of 
all psychology. Why, she's the only girl I ever saw that had 
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an ounce of brains — and yon're rather hard of hearing, yon 
know, Forsyth; it's some stupid fancy, that comes of being 
mewed up in a place like The Laurels." 

" You seem to take a great interest in this little idyll. I felt 
sure its simplicity would amuse you." 

" Forsyth, I always thought you had one great fault, and now 
I know it. You have no chivalry — ^no large-mindedness — no 
spirit of self-sacrifice. I know such virtues are not fashionable 
nowadays, but I was bom after my time." 

'* You need hardly tell me that, my lord," said Forsyth, sadly. 
It was a little hard to be told by the very man for whose sake 
he had given up a coronet and a fortune that he had no spirit 
of self-sacrifice : such pricks, however unintentional, were hardly 
part of his bargain. " And who but you," he asked, sharpening 
the irony of circumstance with his own hands, " would expect 
to find chivalry in one who— " 

" How often have I told you that it is inst in men like you 
that I should expect to find it — ^men who have been taueht by 
their own misfortunes to take a large view of everything r And 
yet you — even you — can you, in cold blood, see a girl like that 
sacrificed to a lout of a hoy that doesn't know so much as how 
to lounge in a doorway, and has all that cock-pit style that to 
me is worse than pipe-clay ! Fancy a girl like Miss Westwood 
tied for life to some dolt of a gouty half-pay lieutenant who has 
no more sympathy with art, or literature, or beauty, or great 
ideas, than his own wooden leg ! " 

'* Well — such things have been. And, after all, is it not an 
open question whether a wooden leg may not have just as much 
to do with a happy marriage — supposing there to be such a 
thing — as art and literature and ideas P " 

'* And you call yourself an artist 1 ** 

" I beg your pardon — ^I call myself a painter. But there 
is this difficulty-^what can we do P You do not propose 
to carry ofE this princess for the sake of chivalry P Forgive 
me ; I do know your chivalry, seeing what it has done for 
me. But it seems to me that marrying one girl to save her 
from one gouty half -pay lieutenant is ooth an imperfect and 
invidious measure. In logic, you ought to marry M, while by 
marrying one you put it out of your power to save some other 
who may be doomed to marry two wooden legs instead of one. 
And then, if chivalry is to be the only guide, are you to leave 
unprotected those who are already married, who of course are 
the worst ofE of all P " 
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*' This is no joking matter, Forgyth. I have been thinking a 
great deal lately about some of the duties of my position that I 
tear I have rather neglected in attending to others. For a man 
in my position a wife is as necessary as it is for a physician to 
have a brougham." 

" Oh, if you put it on the ground that a countess is as neces- 
sary for an earl as a brougham is for a physician, that is another 
matter. It was the importation of higher motives that I was 
objecting to." 

'* Don't think I've been caught at first sight by a pair of eyes. 
I've gone through all that kind of thing. I'm really in earnest, 
Forsyth, from a purely common-sense standpoint. I've always 
intended to make what people call a vrUsalUam/ie. One should 
always choose one's friend from a little above oneself and one's 
wife a little below. I can't follow the rule about the friend, but 
about the wife I can. Now, what are the qualities I ought to 
look for in a wife P She must be a lady — she must not be of 
high rank — she must not be rich — she must be a little younger 
than I— one who is at home in my own county — ^wbo is not 
spoiled by the world — who has a taste for art — who can sympa- 
thise with my own career " 

*' And, above all, who is marked vrith the small-poz P " 

" With the small-poz P What on earth do you mean P " 

" Don't you remember what Talleyrand said to Mirabeau P I 
mean, above all, one who is named Olympia Westwood." 

** Bubbish. I only mean there is only one girl I ever met who 
is all these things." 

*' ' So convenient is it,' says some book or other, ' to be a 
reasonable creature, since it enables one to find or make a reason 
for everything one has a mind to do.' " 

*' Gosiound it^ Forsyth, you are going too far. Of course I 
have a mind to do what is prudent for myself and generous 
towards her. If the thing wasn't too absurd, I should almost 
think you had some reason of your own for dissuading me 
from doing a wise thing. You certainly had a long enough talk 
with her " 

'* Why this is love at first sight — ^it's jealousy and all ! And 
do you seriously mean to coucn your lance against a good and 
worthy young man for the sake of a queen of beauty whom you 
don't even Imow — without rank— or fortxme — or bearable rela- 
tions " 

" This is unbearable. I won't listen to it any longer. Every 
word jju say confirms me in my own opinion. I do know the 
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girl, I can read any face like a book, and hers is open. A.nd she 
shall not be sacrificed to that midshipman. As for rank, an 
Earl of Wendale has enough for two ; and as for fortune — why 
I should be ashamed to think of such a thing if I were a 
labourer on the road/' 

" Then I will say no more. Well," he thought to himself^ 
'* perhaps it is best to let things take their own way. The sooner 
he knows his doom the better, and the sooner I shall know if 
the ring of Olympiads voice is true gold or only shauL" 

In the mean time, while Glerald was wandering about the 
streets of London, Olympia was undergoing troubles to which 
his were nothing. She was the one who was left behind. 

The Laurels was not a cheerful house at the best of times ; 
but now it would be hard to find one that was gloomier nearer 
than Weyport OaoL The Captain wandered about whistling 
without time or tune, wondering why so much worry and bother 
should be heaped upon the head of a well-meaning man. The 
three Miss Ponders kept their heads close together like frightened 
chickens, and wondered at the strange and unaccountable de- 
pravity that dared to rebel against their mother's will. Mrs. 
Westwood, for the present, kept her room : and the house was 
given to understand that she was heartbroken. Olympia began 
to feel as if burdened with the weight of some awful crime. 
Dreaded by her only companions, timidly avoided by her uncle, 
and guilty of her aunt's martyrdom, she, who had lived alone 
all her life, first realised what it means to be alone. She had 
been the means, and not the innocent means, of turning Gherald 
out of house and home, of costing him the profession that he 
had chosen out of love for it, and of making a whole household 
wretched. She could not even write to her future husband, for 
even she knew enough of the outer world to be aware that the 
address of '* Gbrald Westwood, Esquire, London, or elsewhere,'' 
would be a little too vague. 

She had not even the heart to carry her treubles into her old 
green asylum, where the trees and flowers would only rebuke 
her now. *' Oh," she thought over and over again, a hundred 
times in the day, *' if only I were a man and Gerald were the 
girl ! " It seemed unnatural as well as miserable that she, the 
leading spirit of the two, should have to bear the passive part 
of sitting down and of letting him work for her. It shamed 
her so much that she could look nobody in the face, not even 
the foxgloves and nettles that disgraced her by fulfilling all 
their destiny. 
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The natural and normal condition of open war wonld have 
been infinitely preferable to the oppressive peace that reigned 
at the dinner table that day. Scarcely the soup itself interfered 
with the Captain's constant whistling, and his wife was not 
present to call him to order. He did not lose his appetite, for 
he was one of those upon whom trouble has the effect of bitters ; 
but he did everything so dismally that Olympia, waiting till the 
other girls had gone into the drawing-room, summoned up courage 
to approach him humbly. She wanted to say something very 
much to the purpose, and managed to bring out — 

*' I am so sorry, Uncle John." 

" Of course, of course ; so am I, mv dear. I wouldn't have 
had it happen for a thousand pounds. And he escaped from 
the room without giving her the chance of saying a word 
morCt 

As she lay awake at night, however, she made up her mind to 
have a thorough explanation. The Laurels was evidently no 
place for her now : she would make her uncle go to Melmouth 
at once and find out what governess's place she might be able 
to get there, as her more ambitious plim seemed to have &llen 
to the ground. So, in the morning, she made a resolute attack 
upon the Captain in the very citadel of his study, where she 
found him softly whistling over an account book that he hur- 
riedly closed and shoved into a drawer as she entered. 

'* It's you, is it P " he asked. " I thought it was your aunt 
again." 

She noticed that his eyes looked bloodshot, as though he had 
not been able to obtain much more sleep than she. 

'' I want to speak to you. Uncle John. You know Aunt 
Carline thinks I ought to get my own living. Please manage 
it as soon as you can, and 111 be ready to go to-night if you 
please." 

He looked at her nervously, but gratefully. '' Perhaps that 
will be best. I'll speak to your aunt " 

'* No — don't do that, please ; or aiwhow, don't tell her the 
idea comes from me. Sheld think I meant to do something 
wicked. Please do it yourself, without asking Aunt Car'line. 
When'U you be driving to Melmouth ? " 

She might have known that she might as well have asked him 
to take a flying leap over the moon as to drive into Melmouth 
without asking Aunt Car'line. 

'* All right, my dear ; plenty of time, plenty of time, don't you 
know. But your aunt must know, don't you know» Only do 
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fire up thinking about Gkrald, there's a dear good girl. Bj 
apiter, you don't Imow "what you're doing, you and he. It's — 
it's awful. I know it's not your fault, my dear. It's mine ; but 
how the deuce could I know ? " 

" Your fault P How your fault, Uncle John P " 

'* Never mind, my dear." And he fell to whistling again. 

" But if you'ld only tell me, perhaps " 

*' Hold your tongue ! No, I don't mean that ; but when one 

sees a gaol on one side, and on the other Gkxl bless my soul, 

I*m going out of my wits, and no wonder. Did you ever know 
the feeling that you'd like to take up the poker and knock out 
somebody's brains P Because, I'm hanged if you don't I do. 
No, my dear, you needn't look scared ; I don't mean youra" 

** A gaol, Uncle John P You see a gaol P " 

*' Bless my soul, no. Did I say I saw a gaol P Of course— 
I meant — ^well, one does see Weyport, you know, from the 
downs. There, go along ; Pm busy now." 

" Have you — ^have you heard from Gerald P ^ 

" Not a word." 

** And you wiXi see about a place for me P If it's a cook's I 
won't care." 

'*A11 right, my dear. Plenty of time. We mustn't hurry 
your poor aunt, don't you know. She's awfully cut up. She 
didn't let herself sleep a wink last night, nor me either. 

^' Please forgive me. Uncle John." 

''All right, my dear. It's only deuced unlucky, that's all. 
Holloa ! What is it now ? " he asked nervously, as the page 
brought a card into the room upon a silver salver. '' Bless my 
soul, what the deuce is to be done now P Look here, my dear. 
And your aunt in bed, and me in my old jacket and all I Where 
are Garry, Julia, Molly P At the school P Confound the school ! 
I can't see him, that's dear. What's to be done P " 

«' But who is it, Uncle John P " 

*' Bless my soul, look there—the Earl of Wendale ! ** 

•* Wouldn't it do to say we're all out P " 

" That's true ; thank you, my dear. Say I'm out, William. 
Or you go yourself, my dear. He may be come on business, and 
if it's very importajit you can let me know quietly somehow, and 
I'll manage to be just come in. Will you, my dear P You'll do 
me a great favour, you will indeed." 

Olympia was certoinly in no mood to see the Earl, but her 
consciousness of guilt in great things bound her to be officiously 
•oiuplaisant in small. She went slowly to the drawing>room. 
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without BO mxLcli as paying a visit to a looking-glass on her way. 
Yet perhaps Mrs. Westwood, had she known who was about to 
receive the Earl all alone, wonld not have been quite so ill. 

This morning fate was on the side of Lord Wendale. Con- 
sidering the large family at The Laurels, he could hardly have 
expected to find nobody at home but Olympia. He had looked 
forward to a difficult game at hide-and-seek with Mrs. West- 
wood, and to have found so clear a field looked like a fortunate 
omen 

Olympia blushed and curtseyed ; the Earl bowed gracefully. 
He was always at his ease. 

'* I am so sorry," he began^ with less regard to truth than to 
courtesy, " that Mrs. Westwood is unwell. I hope I am not 
responsible — the ball, I mean P " 

'^ Oh, no. I'm sorry they're all out — ^my uncle and all ; but 
he told me to say that if it was anything about business ^ 

He smiled : she was clearly no adept in the art of telling 
polite lies. 

*' Business P No ; I only looked in on my way, and," he 
went on, a better excuse for a special visit striking him, " to ask 
vou when you could come over and see my pictures. I shan't 
be down here much longer, I expect, and I must be the show- 
man P When will you come P " 

" Ah^ I don't know. You must settle that with Aunt Garline 
and the others. I'm going away myself soon — ^to-morrow, 
may be." 

" You — going away — ^to-morrow P " 

" I hope so." 

" You mean it, really P " 

" Yes. Ah," she began, more quickly, suddenly remembering 
that a talk with a great man like Lord Wendale was a chance 
not to be thrown away, " perhaps you can tell me something I 
want to know. It's settled I'm to be a governess, but " 

*' What, you a governess P " he asked, looking at the face and 
figure that he was unable to associate with any place lower than 
a throne. '* Surely, Miss Westwood, you are not serious P " 

•' Sure I am, though. Why wouldn't I be P " 

'* Because — because you don't look like one." 

" What do they look like then P " 

" Why, you'll have to hide those large eyes of yours under 
blue spectacles, to drudge with stupid children — the idea's 
horrible. You don't mean you're obliged to work for your 
HvingP" 

Q 
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'' Wbyld I have to wear blue speotaoles P And why won1dn*t 
I have to work P But all the Bame, lid rather do bettor than 
that if I can. I want to be an artisti and I want to know how 
to begin." 

Lord Wendale called to mind Forsyth's idyll. It was tme, 
then, about her cousin, the midshipman, and he felt both scorn 
and envy of the boy upon whom this girl had thrown away her 
fancy. That she had thrawn away her heart he could not 
believe. Was not he, Lord Wendale, within a hundred miles P 
But the existence of a rival was more than enough to add fuel 
to the fire. He had had his own way in all things too long to 
endure losing it now ; and, afber all he had said to Forsyth, 
victory was as much a matter of honour as of desire. The hero 
of the whole picture-trade was not going to let himself be out- 
bidden by a midshipman. If love at first sight is uncommon, 
fancy at first sight, or even before sight, is common enough to 
make up for it, and is far more impulsive than the real thing ; 
and then, as Forsyth had suggested, the Earl was one of those 
happily constituted people who are able to find lofty motives for 
everything they have a fancy to da There are no such slaves 
of passion as self-cmalysts ; and the piquant romance of a 
m^BoUicmce could not fail to find favour with one who prided 
himself on making the world stare at his advanced ideas. He 
who had chosen an interesting convict for his bosom friend was 
likely to find an interesting governess equally to his mind. 

The popular form of hypocrisy, which consiste in pretending 
to be worse than one reallv is, was too common and stale a trick 
to please him. He took the ieix more unusual course of piquing 
himself upon always acting wisely, justly, and well, and upon 
always making inclination agree witn duty. So his hearty or 
his fancy, having made itself up, he had little or no difficulty in 
deciding that he was doing right by himself in marrying out of 
his sphere, and right by her in making her disloyal, for his sake, 
to her plighted work. 

*' I don't know how to begin," Olympia had said, little guess- 
ing what was X)assing behind the eyes that regarded hers so in- 
tensely. It was scarcely her fault that her own eyes, like those 
of Olympia the First, were in the habit of saying a great deal 
more than she was aware. 

'* I should think not, indeed I How on earth should a ^rl like 
you know how to begin the world P Don't think of it. Such as 
you fulfil their lives by being beautiful and charming, and 
nothing more ; by inspiring others to do great things." 
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She opened her eyes very wide indeed. This was a new view 
of life altogether, and its application to herself was not a little 
bewildering. Then she was really beantifnl, after all. She 
had lately begun to guess as much ; and, coming from such an 
authority as Lord Wendale, it must be true. She blushed 
with pride, and it was not from false modesty that she did not 
know how to reply. 

** Do you know you are the most beautiful woman I oyer saw P " 
asked Lord Wendale, warmly, thinking he had lighted upon her 
weak point — ^perhaps not altogether wrongly. Was she not the 
same Olympia who had once stolen the cream in order to make 
herself fair p " What is more* since I saw you — since we talked 
together before that picture of your chUdhood — I feel as if I had 
known you all my life long. Ah, one can never mistake that 
inborn sympathy between two minds — two souls." She had 
never heard this kind of nonsense talked before, though she had 
read much of it, and it came effectively. How could she help 
gratefully looking up, with blushing eyes, and then down again, 
in a Cushion that he could interpret in only one way. The pale- 
ness had leffc her cheeks, and she looked even more beautiful 
than at Beckfield ; and Lord Wendale's fancy grew towards love 
by at least the distance of two blushes more. 

He came nearer. His love-making was rather rapid, consider- 
ing that it was but his second interview with her ; but what 
reason was there for delay when she seemed not unwilling, and 
when he had made up his mind P Already he felt that there lay 
between him and her only the barrier of one unspoken word 
that need not take long to say. 

Every moment that passed assured Lord Wendale more and 
more that she would make a countess who would do no discredit 
to Earl Gophetua : and, more clearly than another Lord Wendale 
had spoken it to another Olvmpia, he spoke the word. 

'* When I said sympathy, he said, in a low voice, " I meant 
something much more tluun sympathy. Can you understand 
what I mean P I am sure you must." 

'* Sympathy," said Olympia^ profoundly interested, as a matter 
of course, in any talk that seemed to soar above The Laurels, 
*' is very wonderful. But it's like most things I read about — ^it 
never comes to Oressf ord." 

" How could a girl like you expect to find it in a hole like this, 
where all the people are fools, and boors, and bores. *' Yours 
is one of those natures that must expect to go through life with- 
out sympathy unless chance brings you across the one man who 
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has been bom to understand bj instinot all jou think and feel. 
I, too, despaired of ever finding one who could sympathise with 
me till I saw you. We care for the same things — we have the 
same tastes, the same opinions, the same feelings— except for 
each other we are alone in the world." 

The difference between the solitude of an Earl of Wendale 
and the solitude of an Olympia Westwood did not strike her — 
ner face crimsoned, and her eyes glowed with pride and 
pleasure. 

" Is it true ? Have I found a friend — a real friend ? " 

" A friend ! When two people like us have found out that 
they are friends — ^that they are made for one another — that is 
not Friendship — that is Love, Olympia ! " 

For a moment she stood amazed. Without having included 
the Grand Cyras in her course of reading, she had an idea that 
Loye is made according to rule, and that, even when it is bom 
at first sight, its confession implies delay. 

'* You should not be astonished at my telling you so suddenly. 
There — ^it is out now. There is nothing sudden when there is 
sympathy. We knew one another before we were bom. But^ 
for Heaven's sake tell me that — tell me at once : with us two 
there is no need of waiting." 

What coald she do or say ? Of course there were, as usual, 
exactly three courses open to her. She might have answered 
her second offer of marriage by saying, "I am very much 
obliged, but I am engaged." Or she might, more wisely, have 
said, " Yes," at once, seeing that Gerald was only Gerald, while 
the Earl was an Earl. Or she might have referred her mag- 
nificent suitor to the Captain. But to take either of these 
courses implied presence of mind : and her powers of reflection 
were like Lord Wendale*s valet — always at hand except when 
wanted. 

He naturally read her silent bewilderment in the way that 
pleased him best, and did not reflect that one who could so 
easily change her lovers at a moment's notice could scarcely be 
worth the winning. She let him take her hand, scarcely know- 
ing that she did so, so absorbed was she in the very prosaio 
effort of seeking for something to say. That she, Olympia 
Westwood shoald all in a moment be told by the greatest man 
in her universe that he loved her the third time he had ever 
seen her — ^the second time he had ever spoken to her ! Was 
she awake or dreaming P As usual, her words came first, even 
before an impulse had time to set itself free. 
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*' Do you mean you Tvant to marry me ? Oh, what would 
Annt Caroline say P " 

'' If yoa will have me, Olympia." So he said, but his tone 
meant, '* I intend so far to honour you/' 

A wild vision of glory rushod through her brain* 

She to be suddenly transformed from the poor relation into 
the lady of Beckfield — into a countess — ^into the wife of such an 
earl ! It was overwhelming, and her ambition rose at the bait 
like a fish at a fly. She with Aunt Garline at her feet — that 
would be no less glorious to behold! She would graciously 
pardon her aunt, for such a triumph would be all-sufiBcing re- 
venge. And what a great lady in all things she would be ; she 
saw herself at once in the position of all the great ladies she 
had ever read of : in her vision she even saw herself presiding 
at tournaments, defending castles, surrounded by courts, ful- 
filling all the destinies of all her heroines whether in ancient or 
modem times. All the school-children in Beckford should have 
a feast — ^the church shoald have a new organ — and Oerald 

Down came her castle with a run. 

She drew away her hand and hung her head with shame. 
There was one thing her heroines had never done, and could 
never do. They could not throw over a poor man for the sake 
of an empire. She remembered Gerald's sacrifice of all things 
for her — of his home by sea and land, of father and mother — 
all for her : and here she stood listening to the words of another 
lover before he had been gone away two whole days. 

Why should men, or women either, be so off-handedly con- 
demned for want of faith when it is sometimes so terribly hard 
to be true P The Earl was one whom she could not hate, whom 
she might easily think she loved, and who offered her the fulfil- 
ment of all her soul's desires : and all this she was expected to 
give up for the sake of an engagement that everybody con- 
demned. Had she been a self-analyst like Lord Wendale she 
could have easily found a hundred good reasons for breaking 
her word. Oerald would be a very contemptible sort of hero if 
he sought to keep her to an engagement that would interfere 
with such a marriage. He was too young to break his heart. 
He was a first cousin — that is to say, she might consider i 
wrong to marry him if she pleased. That occult sympathy of 
which Lord Wendale spoke has transcendental claims. She 
could do Oerald more good as his patroness than as his wife. 
Peace would be restored to The Laurels. The parish, the 
county, the kingdom, the world be the better for such a 
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ooantefls as she would be. Lord Wendale's bappiiiess ongbt not 
to be •ignored. Bat tben, alas, sbe was not a reasonable girL 

** O^ wbat can I do P wbat can I saj ? " sbe asked, witb 
tears for tbe downfall of her castle just beginoing to show them* 
selves in her eyes. *' I am so sorry ! Oh, Lord Wendale, if 
you only knew — sure I'ld marry you if I could, but it can't be." 

'* What ! '* he exclaimed with a look of amazement to which 
hers had been nothing. ** Pray, don't play with me — I want 
you to say ' Yes,' and now." 

'* Indeed I would too. But it can't be. I wish you*d never 
seen me, if you really care.'' 

^' Olympia 1 You don't know what you're saying. Have 1 
taken you by surprise ? Do you wish for a day to think it 
over ? " 

"No, it isn't that, indeed. If you asked me in a year, Fid 
only say the same." 

He did not plead — ^he thought of the midshipman and 
frowDcd. 

'* There is only one thing that can make you dream of saying 
' No,' he said. '^ And that is something that must not inter- 
fere. No, don't speak yet," said this fluent and coherent young 
man, who could not lose the habit of finishing his sentences, 
even when passion had got the better of temper. *' I have 
heard something — and I tell you at once that I will let nobody, 
whoever he may be, persuade yoa into throwing yourself away." 

" You mean Gerald P " she asked, beginniDg to feel a little 
afraid of a lover who, contrary to all her precedents, seemed to 
bid her throw herself at his feet instead of throwing himself at 
hers. 

*^ Gerald — \a that the fellow's name P Then I suppose I do 
mean Gerald. Surely, you don't mean to sacrifice yourself and 
me to a boy P " 

Her eyes had grown wide before, but they grew wider now. 

*' If you tell me it is so," he went on, beginning to walk up 
and down quickly, '* I teU you it is not so. There may have 
been a boy and girl fancy — ^that's human nature : one doesn't 
expect one's wife never to have had a flirtation. But anything 
more I can't believe. Such entanglements are made and thrown 
up every day, until the real thing comes. I will kneel at your 
feet, if you like ; but before you have said ' Yes,' before you 
have obeyed your own heart, I will not go." 

Had he enjoyed the advantage of Aunt Garoltne's experience 
he would have recognised a gleam in her eye that had already 
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dried np the gathering tears. He must have known far less of 
the meek Olympia than he thought if he really believed this to 
be the right way to woo her to take even a queen's crown. He, 
however, only observed the flush and the silence, and advanced 
another footstep upon her treacherous calm. 

" No — I will not go, though I stay here for a year. Who is 
^our cousin that he should part us r I saw him at Beckfield, 
if he was the young man who did not know what to do with his 
hands and his jealousy. He fit for you ! He would never be 
able to understand you, or the smallest bit of you, in a hun- 
dred years. I should think the very word * Ait ' was Greek 
to him. Your husband must have a soul above tar and ropes' 
ends. Think what we could do together — what we could do 
for art — for philanthropy — ^for all the great things worth living 
for *' 

" Yes I I am to be married to Oerald ; and when you hear 
that perhaps you won't abuse him to me,'' she broke out, losing 
all her shyness in a moment. ^ That isn't the way to make me 
false, anyhow ; and the less he's thought of the more I'll stick 
to him. I've never had anybody but him, and he's got nobody 
but me now. Sure there's not much sympathy between us if 
you speak ill of a boy because he's poor, and think I'll stand by 
and hear." 

He was not so jealous but that her wakened spirit showed 
him that she was even better worth the winning than he had 
supposed ; and he was as nearly being ashamed of himself as 
his nature allowed, at having so utterly mistaken his ground. 
Even now he could not conceive that her indignation came from 
love for Gerald : no doubt she would have stood np for an 
absent cat, he thought, just as bravely. 

** Forgive me, pray I " he said, eagerly. " I know nothing of 
your cousin — but when men love as I do they can't pick and 
choose their words. I quite understand — ^you consider yourself 
bound to this-^this — ^young man. I honour you : true in one 
thing, true in alL But I don't despair. I won't allow the sacrifice. 
Just think — ^if you wish your cousin weU, think how much better 
it will be for him to have the influence of an Earl of Wendale at 
his back than to be hampered with a wife — he shall have a ship 
when he's served long enoogh — ^he will be an admiral in time. 
Think what hell lose if you keep him bound — ^think what he will 
gain by your breaking a bond that only your thoughtless 
promise keeps you to-— that your heart has broken long ago." 
** What— you want Gerald to sell me P Ah, I'ld do anything 
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for the poor boy, but Fid rather held starve than I*ld make him 
do what's mean." 

"Olympia!" he said, angrily "yon mnst be mad — do yon 
think one of my name, a Cahnont^ wonld propose anytlunfir 
mean — ^wonld ask another to do what would disgrace himself r 
What I suggest cannot be mean. Well, if you prefer to ruin 
Gerald, to crush your own heart, to make three people wretched 
for life, all for a stupid scruple — I will give you five minutes to 
reflect, and if you say * No,' then " 

" And what'U happen if I say « No,' then P " 

Such an offer sounded like a threat, and he saw that she took 
it so. 

** I mean I do not ask twice " 

" And I mean I don't say * No * when I mean * Yes ' — ^that's 
all. I've promised to be true to Gerald, and true I'll be. If I 
don't give in to Aunt Car'line 'tisn't likely I'ld give in to you. 
I*m sorry if you care for me^ but I don't think you'll care long. 
And for myself, saying ^ No,' is as easy as saying A B G." 

That hsMi not been true — ^but it was true now. She had 
worked herself up into greater pride at having refused a coronet 
for the sake of loyalty, than if she had been crowned a queen in 
full sight of a whole legion of Aunt Gar'lines. 

As for Lord Wendale, he could scarcely even yet realise that 
it was a real girl who had not only rejected him but had done sa 
almost with scorn. Not only love, but vanity had received a 
formidable wound. 

'^ You will be sorry for this," he said, with an accent that 
seemed to mean " And I will take care that you shall." 

She did not reply, for she had nothing more to say. Lord 
Wendale had received her answer — why did he not take it and 
go P That self-possessed young man was standing before the 
girl who had once been awe-struck by his earldom as if it were 
he who did not know what to say or do— how to leave or how to 
remain. It was incredible that he should have been refused, 
and yet he felt that if he had stood there for a thousand years he 
would only get a thousand " No's " for all his pains. 

To the relief of both, Mrs. Westwood came gracefully into 
the room. Her retreat had been hideously disturbed by the 
news that the Gaptain had been so unutterably stupid as to have 
actually arranged a iSte-a^tete between Olympia and the Earl, 
and she had hurried upon the scene. 

Lord Wendale at once put a fair face on the matter, but 
Olympia made no attempt to recover her lost serenity. Mrs* 
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Westwood would have been blind had she failed to see that 
something ont of the common had happened among the mice 
while the cat was away. 

Her gness was confirmed when Lord Wendale took np his 
hat even before she oonld snfficientlj express her sorrow at 
not having been in the way to receive him sooner. She began 
to suggest something about lanch and the girls, but he only 
said — 

'* I am afraid I have already stayed too long. Pray remember 
me to them all. I only called to — to see Captain Westwood, 
and he is ont I hear." And he was gone before Mrs. Westwood 
conld ring the bell. 

'' Olympia," she said, sharply — it was the first word she had 
spoken to her since Gerald went away — '* what is it ? I insist 
on knowing directly." 

'* Oh, nothing. Lord Wendale asked me to marry him, that's 
all • 

" Heavens ! Toi* f " 

" Yes, me." 

" Impossible ! Preposterous ! *' 

" So I told him. Aunt Caroline." 

" What — ^you mean to tell me you refused the Earl ? " she 
cried out in a state of the most utter astonishment that anybody 
ever felt since the world began. 

** Am I not engaged to Gerald ? " asked Olympia, who felt 
bold enough now to face all the world. " So how could I marry 
Lord Wendale too ? " 

Mrs. Westwood could only hold up her hands and stare. 



CHAPTER IIL 



Thelhteheit 



ContsUna (holdittg up a mirror). Behold I 

Art thou content therewith P 

(after a long pause). Aye—as content 

Ab Faith wi& falsehood 1 
Comeliue. Now I breathe on it — 

What see'st thon now ? 
The Dneheee. A lefir«nd, that doth read 

" Gi>od Faith m Word is ojt Unfaia «» DeedJ 



If 



Gerald's mother ought to have been highly gratified that her 
son had outrivalled an earl. Indeed it would have been with a 
very half- sort of satisfaction that she would have welcomed his 
escape from a penniless marriage at the price of having to see 
Olympia made Countess of Wendale. To be step-aunt by 



a34 OLYMPIA. 

marriage to a real countess would have been snblime, and no 
doabt Cinderella's step-mother benefited in the long run by the 
adventnre of the glass slipper. We read that her own dangnters 
married great lords. But still, we may be sure she never got it 
out of her head that there had been some blunder in the 
measurement of the girls' feet afber all, and that her Marian had 
really the smallest foot in the family, if the truth were known. 
So Mrs. Westwood bore the result of 01ympia*s perverse and 
unaccountable conduct with tolerable equanimity, even though 
it postponed Qerald's escape from his entaglement. The Earl 
would, no doubt, call at The Laurels again, and then she would 
take care that he should see more dearly which of the girl^ 
best deserved the golden appla Meanwhile she did not tell 
the Captain of this episode-— he would probably do some- 
thing stupid and spoil any hand that she might see her way to 
form. 

The Earl rode back to Beckfield in no amiable frame of mind. 
Had he read in a story-book of a girl refusing a rich lord for a 
poor sailor, he would no doubt have been touched by a generous 
sympathy, and have expected the nobleman to retire gracefully 
from the field and to become the friend and patron instead of 
the lover, in order to avoid being branded as the villain of the 
tale. But, though people may be fond, like Oljmpia, of identi* 
fying themselves with the heroes and heroines of romance, who 
ever suspected that his own conduct, whatever it might be, could 
possibly identify him with that wicked nobleman whom we know, 
m books, so well P '^ Briae le miroir if^dele Qui votu cache la 
vSrite " — by all means, if infideU means '* faithful " and ii cache 
means " shows." 

So Lord Wendale, very naturally, told himself that he was a 
singularly ill-used man. Olympia was, of course, still worth 
the winning, simply because she was stiU unwon : it was poor 
Oerald who was the villain of the piece, by selfishly keeping the 
girl from her true lover. The Earl, in short, kept a conscience 
— that is to say, a continual apologist and never-failing talisman 
that saved him, in his own opinion, from ever doing wrong. As 
he approached Beckfield — 

" Confound that fellow Forsyth ! " he thought. " I wish he 
was back in London : I as much as told him what I was going 
to do. I wonder what he and she were talking about all that 
morning. She must be under some strange influence that I 
don't understand. The idea of such a rival as the cousin — it's 
too absurd. It's an insult to me in my own county." He had 
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reached Iiozney and was refreshing himself with a glass of wine 
in the library when Forsyth himself retomed from hi? forenoon 
wanderings. 

" I beg yonr pardon," said the painter, " I did not know you 
were here. I only came in a for a book. — And how are our 
friends at Gressford P " he asked, with a more carekss air than 
usual. " Did yon manage to keep clear of the Dragon this 
time P Have yon brought off the imprisoned damsel P '* 

" If there's one thing that's more contemptible than another 
it's a joke out of season. Gan't I be alone in my own house for 
five minutes, if I please P " 

Forsyth apparently deserved the uncomplimentary nickname 
that he had gained among the studios. So far from resenting 
his patron's ill-tempered rudeness, he retired at once without a 
word, beyond saying to himself — 

" Thank God 1— She is true gold after all ! " 

In the afternoon he also found his way to The Laurels. Such 
constant comings and goings between the great and the little 
house ought to have filled Mrs. Westwood's heart with pride, as 
it was herself and not Olympia whom the Earl's friend and 
guest on this occasion asked to see. 

Olympia also was at home: but her days for assisting at 
morning calls from BeckGeld had now been numbered. She 
heard that Forsyth was there, and her heart beat. She some- 
how suspected that her never-to-be-forgotten interview of the 
morning was connected with this speedy visit of the Earl's 
Mephistopheles-in-waiting. 

The visit lasted a long time. It passed the formal quarter of 
an hour ; then the friendly twenty minutes ; then the twenty- 
five that showed the two were not boring one another; the 
thirty that marked an interesting conversation ; the forty that 
made the visit no morning call at all. It must be a negotiation. 
The Earl, having failed in person with the ward, was making 
love by proxy to the guardians. The others girls grew curious, 
and made occasions to pass by the drawing-room door : but the 
two voices spoke in such a confidential tone that they could not 
catch a word. Some plot was plainly brewing against Gerald 
that would require all Olympiads wit and stubbornness to subdue. 

The visit seemed interminable ; but at last it came to an end. 
Olympia was walking up and down near the shrubbery when 
she heard the house-door close, and, looking up, saw Forsyth 
shake hands with her aunt and walk at his usual slow pace 
down the carriage drive. Her first impulse was to retire among 



236 OLYMPIA 

the slirabs whence the house derived its name ; but it was just 
too late: Mephistopheles had seen her, and she conld be no 
open coward. 

'^ So," he said, with a different sort of smile on his plain face 
than any she had seen there before, *' I hear you have refused 
to be a countess P *' 

That was coming to the point, at all events, and she nerved 
herself to do braver and perhaps harder battle with the ambas- 
sador than with his principal. 

*' And if I have," she began, with something saucy at the tip of 
her tongue, when she suddenly paused. The new smile on his 
face faded away, and was followed by a yet newer glance that 
seemed to answer her unspoken words. 

^* You are a good girl," he said. *' Keep your word like a 
lady, and let nothing turn you aside. 

He took her hand for a moment, made a few steps forward, 
and then returned. 

'* By the way,'' he said, '* that face we were talking about 
was ill-drawn after all, and I can't bear to let people draw 
badly. I am idling away my time here, and I'll show you how 
such things ought to be done. Oh, never mind Gerald. I am 
no handsome young earl, and you'll run no risk of hurting what 
an acquaintance of mine would call such an old campaigner as 
I am ; unless I find you a more hopeless subject than I fancy I 
shall." 

The old fellow, then, was deeper than she had thought him. 
He had no doubt come over her aunt somehow, and now she 
was to be exposed to the treacherous society of a pretended ally. 
Why should a man like Forsyth wish to waste his time in giving 
her drawing lessons ? Why should he have called her a good 
girl for refusing his friend? What meant these new looks 
and new words r She was more scornful than angry at the 
easy way in which these conspirators thought she was to be 
taken in and kept in an atmosphere of covert persuasion and 
treacherous espionage. But it would not do to let them think 
that she saw through their plot, especially as her quickened 
wits caught, in a flash, a way to divert their own stratagems 
against themselves. She would take Forsyth at his word. She 
would learn to be a real painter ; and then, as soon as she had 
learned all that he could teach her, she would put in practice 
her grand design. 

" Oby you are too good ! " she exclaimed, eagerly. '* No, 
Gerald, poor fellow, won't mind ; and if he did I wouldn't care. 
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When will you begin ? Now P Bat what will Annt Oar^line 
say?" 

'* I have already spoken to Mrs. Westwood," he answered, 
thns confirming all her suspicions. " We will begin to-morrow. 
So good-bye till then." 

If her suspicions had not rendered her proof against surprise, 
she would, five minutes afterwards, have been yet more aston- 
ished. Mrs. Westwood came out to her with a beaming smile. 

''Olympia, my dear," she said, with no more sharpness of 
voice than was natural to her, '* how can you be so silly as to 
think we were vexed with you, your Uncle John or me. Of 
course we were put out about you and Gerald, because we 
couldn't think it anything but a fancy ; but to refuse real 
aristocracy for my boy's sake ! My poor dear girl, how fond 
you must be of him, to be sure ! I don't know another girl 
that would have done such a thing. You're headstrong, my 
dear, and self-willed, but that runs in the blood. Your heart's 
in the right place, and that's the great thing. I always knew 
that, and it's pleasant to think I have always done my best to 
put it there." 

So they were to humour her until they had acted out the 
fable of the sun and the wind. 

** What, Aunt Gar'line," she asked, '* you mean I'm to marry 
Gerald, after all ? " 

" How can you ask such a thing P Do you think I want to 
break the heart of my own boy and girl P " 

" Ah — but when'U he come back. Aunt Gar'line P " 

*' My dear, I shall write to him this very day." 

" What — do you know where he is then, after all ? " 

"Didn't I tell yon P How forgetful of me to be sure. Yes, 
we had just a line from him on his way to London to say he was 
to be written to at the care of T. Harris, Esquire, Bi.N., at 
number something, somewhere, London — ^I've got it down." 

" Uncle John told me there hadn't been a word." 

''Well, my dear, your Uncle John does go wool-gathering 
sometimes." 

*' I think m write myself, Aunt Garline, if you'll tell me 
where." 

'* No, my dear. I think you'd better not, till he's heard 
from me. ' 

" I see. Very well. Aunt Gar'line." She could not help 
smiling with scorn at a trick so palpable. She was not to write, 
but to be put ofE with promises, and '* I don't think/' she 
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thon^Hty '* well see Gerald yet awhile if he*8 to be bronglit back 
by a letter from Anxit Car'lina" 

" Mj dear, how happy I've made yoa look ! But yon mnstn't 
call me Annt Gar'line any more — yon mnst call me mamma 
now." 

'* Annt Car'line 1 " Olympia, fresh from her own little pieoe 
of hypocrisy towards Forsyth, stood aghast at the thorongh- 
ness with which Mrs. Westwood seemed resolved to play her 
role, 

*' Yes, my dear,** she said as she kissed her with sharp and 
frosty tenderness. " IVe always felt like a mother to yon, and 
now yon*ll see. There's only one thing I mnst beg of yon as a 
personal favonr." 

'* What's that, Annt Car'line P " Not even for the sake of 
poliOT- conld she make her tongne frame the new title. 

*^ That yon won't say anything abont all this to yonr Uncle 
John. He is still very angry, my dear — yery angry indeed. A 
father isn*t a mother, my dear, and never was, and never wiU 
be, and he insists that Grerald shall be the fibrst to hold ont the 
olive branches '* 

** Bnt snrely, Annt *' 

** Now do call me mamma." 

*' Snrely Uncle John will think what yon d0| won't he P *' 

*' My dear, yon don't know yonr Uncle John. He's qniet, and 
all that, bnt he's as obstinate, if he once takes a thing into his 
head, as a flock of mules. Indeed he's more so. Therefore, I 
shall write to Oerald, without saying anything about it, so that 
the first letter may seem to come from him. There's a tact 
in doing these things, my dear, and though I can't bear close- 
ness, still you know we're told that the means justifv the end. 
All's well that ends well, you know, my dear, and that s the right 
way to look at such things." 

This was so original a view of the Captain's character, 
that Olympia could only hold her tongue and watch events as 
they came. 

All at once, from the hour of Forsyth's visit, she found her 
position at The Laurels entirely changed. There was no talk of 
her being sent out as a governess now. The half stormy, half 
frosty atmosphere that she had hitherto breathed there changed 
to an all-pervading and even monotonous sunshine that, though 
it might be treacherons, was undeniably a pleasant variation. 
Mrs. Westwood not only left off provoking her but took to abso- 
lutely petting her. Marian herself was thrown into the shade. 
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IToihing was too good, no trouble too great, for Oljmpia. The 
Captain himself could not help noticing the transformation! and 
in spite of bis ignorance of its cause, could not help expanding 
in these halcyon days of peace and quietness. He never made 
any attempt to understand his wife, and had always been in the 
habit, whenever he opened his mouth to receive the fruits of her 
rare good humours, of shutting his eyes. 

Mrs. Westwood had written to Gerald — at least, so she told 
Olympia — and was daily expecting his answer. Meanwhile, 
Forsyth had called, according to appointment, and had given 
the first of those lessons which were to render Olympia inde- 
pendent of plots or conspiracies for evermore. She threw 
herself into her work with a will. 

A week went by, and still no sign from Gerald. '' Just as I 
thought," said Olympia to herself, and went on. " He's making 
his fortune in his way, and I'll make mine in mine, and we'll see 
which is the better plan." She was no more anxious than when he 
left her, for his silence proved that her suspicions of her axmt's 
good faith in promising to write to Gerald had been perfectly 
well founded. It was true that Mrs. Westwood began to grow 
fidgety, and to express alarm lest he should have run away to 
sea before the mast ; but Olympia was not to be taken in by 
acting, however well it might be done. 

'* I shall go out of my senses, my dear," Mrs. Westwood said, 
at the end of a fortnight. *' I have written to him four times. 
What in the name of goodness is to be done P What do you 
think has become of him ? " 

She spoke with an accent of such real distress, that Olympia 
almost admired the hypocrisy that disgusted her. 

*' I'll tell you what I think. Aunt Caroline : Gerald has never 
got those letters, and never will. But I'm not afraid. He was 
always the boy to fall on his legs, and I wouldn't like him to 
come back again just because he's forgiven, like a good boy. 
He'll be back soon enough when he's made himself his own 
master, never fear." 

*' Well, of all the girls — I declare one would thidk you didn't 
care for him." 

** Why, he was once away three years, and I wasn't afraid—* 
why would I be now ? " 

*' You weren't going to be his wife then. It's your duty to be 



anxious now." 



** Who'd care for a boy that can't be trusted to run alone ? I 
envy him, Aunt Gar'line ; and as for his not writing, I don't 
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think that need be very odd to yon.** So Mr& Westwood had 
to digest her anxieties alone. She wonld not quarrel, and was 
not idlowed to complain. 

Meanwhile, daring this fortnight and afterwards, a new and 
complex relationship, little understood by either, was growing 
up between Olympia and the great painter who condescended to 
be her drawing master. A Httle to her surprise, he made no 
attempt) even indirectly, to speak to her of Lord Wendale, 
though she tried many times to force him to show his hand* 
His being a conspirator against her peace and loyalty did not 
prevent the necessary result of her finding herself, for the first 
time, in almost daily companionship with one who was in all 
things her master. After a time, shyness began to take its 
place among her numberless failiugs. She found out 'that he 
whom she had once prided herself upon shocking and bewilder- 
ing had been amusing himself, not with the originality, but with 
the childishness of her fancied heresies, and she was ashamed 
whenever a chance allusion reminded her of her ball-room follies. 
His was by no means what the Earl would have called a sympa- 
thetic souL Presently, instead of merely listening to her non- 
sense, he took to setting her down sharply. The scoldings, 
without which life to her would have been unintelligible^ were 
transferred from her aunt to him. He had special crotchets. 
He would not allow her to use the word " flirtation," which so 
experienced a novel-reader could not fail to employ once, at 
least, in a few weeks' time. " Aiming a loaded blunderbuss 
at one's friend and killing him," he told her, *' is not murder if 
it can be shown that it is only done in fun, even though the most 
utter fool must know the almost certain risk he runs I suppose 
remorse for killing one*s friend for a joke is considered a more 
severe punishment than hanging ; but what ought to be the 
penalty for chancing the murder of a man's life instead of nothing 
but the man ? I wish you would call things by their right 
names." This was the only remark that she could twist into an 
allusion to her rejection of Lord Wendale. For the rest, she 
rather liked being scolded than otherwise — at all events in this 
new way. " How I wish," she thought sometimes, "that For- 
syth was not a friend of the Earl, and that Aunt Car'line would 
be as she used to be ! " 

She used to rise as soon as it was light, and to remain till 
breakfast time at her easel. Soon afterwards her master came, 
and they worked together out of doors whenever the weather 
allowed, or indoors if it was not a day for the woods and fielda. 
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When he left, Mrs. Westwood used to take her hand, showing an 
amiable desire for her niece's oompanionship in her village and 
honsehold occnpations that wonld not be denied. But the after- 
noon gave time for work again : and the evening was devoted to 
books, not from the library of The Laurels, that she had known 
bj heart years ago, but from Beckfield. That looked like an 
attention on the part of the Earl; but she was fighting her 
enemies with their own weapons, and did not scruple to use any 
that oame to hand. Such a life as this, into which she threw 
all her energy, gave little time for brooding. Even Gbrald soon 
ceased to be in her mind all day or even every day. 

There was nobody in the village to make a gossiping romance 
out of these constant visits of a middle-aged gentlemen to The 
Laurels. No doubt the servants formed their own opinions and 
discussed them with one another ; for the relation of teacher 
and pupil was not comprehended in Gressford St. Mary beyond 
the limits of the village school. Caroline, Julia, and Marian, 
however, interpreted Olympia's unaccountably sudden reception 
into their mother's &vour in what seemed to them the natural 
way, and made mild fun of Olympia and her elderly hec^. 
Whenever he was announced in the morning they looked mean- 
ingly at one another, and, when asked what it was all about, 
exploded into their coffee-cups in spite of their mother's frown. 

** I was only wondering what Gerald would say," said Marian, 
still the licensed enfomt terrible of the family, wiui an unlimited 
capacity for saying the very oddest things. But on this occasion 
Mrs. Westwood revoked the licence. 

"Marian! I'm shocked at you. Why, Mr. Forsyth's old 
enough to be Olympia's father." 

'* He doesn't seem too old for a flirtation, though. And those 
old flirts are the worst of all." 

'' Marian, you are letting your tongue g^t the better of you. 
What you say is very improper." 

" "Mr, Forsyth is not old," said Olympia, who had not been 
out of temper for so long that she was ready to accept the first 
challenge as eagerly as a practised duellist who has been too 
long without an affiur on hand. " He isn't a day older, I'm 
sure, than Uncle John. And I hate the word * flirtation ' — 'tis 
like killing a man with a blunderbuss for fun — I wish, Molly, 
yould call things by their right names." 
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OHAPTBEIV. 

Fun well Sir Ooj knew liow to yUy 

Wolf, BoebaoK. Boar and Bear- 
Bat to eee Ik Bab oit tnm to baj— 

Whftt ooQld he do bnt atareP 

FoBSTTH and Olympia were one da j returning from an expedition 
into tkose recesseB of Ljke Wood where their acqnaintance 
had begun so inauapioionsly. She was in high spirits becanae 
her work that morning had receiyed half a dozen words of 
scarcely qnalified praise— he was never in high spirits, but his 
manner had of late become less studiously and consciously 
reserred. He had at all events laid aside the inward-looking 
smile that had originally prejudiced her against him and had 
told her that they were natural enemies. 

*' What,'' she asked suddenly, *' do you think I shall be able 
to paint really well ? " 

" Suppose I were to say, * Never at all ' ? " 

She stopped aghast. 

" If I thought you meant it Fid take and throw everything 
into the Beck, that's all." 

" What P Do you find no happiness in work, then P Are 
you so ambitious ? Suppose I were to tell you more — ^that no 
woman ever reached the front rank in art — and that, if she 
could, she would be so unutterably wretched that it would be 
better for her never to have been bom P " 

'"Then I hate myself for being a woman. Yes, I have long 
known it : I was meant to be a man." 

" And Gerald P " 

*' Poor fellow I If Fd been a man, he'ld have been in no 
trouble for me, and weld have been the best friends in the 
world." 

" This is not much like love," thought Forsyth. " I do think, 
somehow, that a woman who loved would not wish to be a man : 
even if that man were Michael Angelo. I will try her anotiier 
way. But suppose I were to say — I don't say it, mind — ^you 
e<m paint : you have genius — ^what then P " 

''What then P Oh, say it even if you don't quite mean it — 
say that I can do only half as well as I try ! " 

" Indeed I won't though. I want to know what vou would 
do." 

'*DoP I'ld leave The Laurels: I'ld paint pictures: Fid 
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Bell them : I*ld be a great man : I'ld be more famous thazi 
yon " 

"Andthenf 

"Oh, I'ld die at last, I suppose, and they'ld write xny life and 
bury me in Westminster Abbey — No, I'ld be buried in Oressford ; 
it would be splendid fun for me ta see Aunt Car'line staring at 
my tomb and wondering that the grand epitaph should be a]£)ut 
me." 

" And Gerald P " 

" Oh, Oerald, of course. Fid marry him, somewhere in the 
begpbming, or middle, or end. It's him Tm working for,, you 
know." 

" Olympia, I want to talk to you very seriously about (herald." 

"Now for Lord Wendale," she thought, " at last ! " 

" We know one another well enough to talk freely now. I 
have got a crasse into my head that we are father and daughter : 
let it be so, for this hour. I think you are a good girl, tibough 
you have more faults than I oould very well count in a day. 
1 ou are obstinate : you are wilful : you are hot-tempered : yon 
are rash : you are disoontented : you are a little vain : you are 
iutolerant ; I am not sure you are not a littllB uagrateml,. c(m- 
sidering all your uncle and aunt have been to you. At any rate 
you are thoughtless. No, you need not fire up with me r you 
know in your heart that I should not have stiuiied your faults 
without liking you a little in spite of them — ^because of them, 
perhaps. And so " 

He need not have warned her against anger.. She was 
bewildered by an indictment that out-Aunt-Garlined Aunt 
Car'lina 

"And so— I want to knaw if you ever asked yourself — 
your real inner self, I mean — whether some of these &ults of 
yours, rather than the love of a girl for her future husband, 
have not led you into an engagement that does noA seem to fill 
your heart half so much as your dreams of being an impossible 
she-Raphael." 

It was out, then. She seemed to see the cloven hoof itself as 
she answered bluntly, and with contempt for his short-sighted 
cunning — 

" I suppose you mean I ought to marry Lord Wendale P ^ 

" Gt)od Heaven, no I" 

" Then please tell me what you do mean. I've said I^d 
marry Gbrald," she said, with a sigh, " and there's an end. Let's 
talk about something elsOi please. One would think to hear 
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people talk there was nothing bnt marrying going on in the 
world. I wish I oould write, and then I'ld make a book with- 
out any love in it, jnst for a change." 

*'I see. If yon made the year, yon would leave ont the 
spring. Bnt wnat would you do for flowers P " 

" I would have none. They should all be trees, and all the 
women should be men. I suppose I'm in love — and where are 
the flowers, lid like to know P '' 

They wandered back to The Laurels silently, without the 
talking of something else that Olympia had proposed. She 
was tiering to work out a problem. What had he meant by 
almost telling her in so many words that she was false to (herald, 
if, as the tone of his exclamation had told her, the idea of 
her marrying Lord Wendale was really strange to him P She 
was not angry with him for giving her a list of her &ults. 
The very want of somebody with an admitted moral right 
to scold her had been one of her thorns. Like all rebels, 
she wanted a despot, and as yet had found none. Like all 
women, she craved for a master, and had only had to deal with 
those before whose spirits her own could not stoop to bow. 

Thev reached the gate of the carriage-drive ; and, though 
everyming looked as usual, the never-mistaken feeling that 
something had happened fell over her before her feet had 
touched the eravel. Wandering thoughts catch invisible trifles, 
without the help of eyes. Perhaps the gate was open an inch 
more or less thui usual : that would be more ground than was 
needed for a presentiment to grow in. Forsyth remained at 
the gate for a moment to bid her good-bye till to-morrow. He 
wished to say something more than good-bye, but knew not what. 
Not since that evening in Don Pedro's quinta had his words 
and his thoughts been so utterly divorced from one another 
as now. 

*' I only hope you will be always true to yourself," he said, 
^' whether that means being true to Gerald or no. It may bo 
that in keeping the letter of your promise you may be more 
&lse than if you had accepted Lord Wendale. I shall see you 
to-morrow, and then we will mention this matter no more." 

She went slowly up to the house. Nature is but the echo o£ 
our own moods ; and the air, though fresh and bright enough, 
felt heavy to her, as though charged with an unseen cloud. 

Her aunt's feuoe was at the front window ; as she approached 
up the drive it sudde nly disappeared. No sooner had she entered 
the hall than Mrs. Westwood, whose conduct grew stranger 
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day by day, tbrew both ber arms round 01ympia*8 neck and 
kissed ber on tbe cheeks with lips that for once were almost 
lukewarm — ^nay, her eyes were moist, unless Olympia was 
dreaming. 

" My dear, dear Olympia ! Gbrald has come home ! " 

Her heart should have bounded at the words — and it grew 
&int and chill. 

*' Gome home ? " was all she could say. *< Where is he P — 
WhendidheoomeP" 

" Isn't it sudden P But I knew he wonldn*t be away long. 
Would you believe it P he got all my letters at once ; that Mr. 
Harris never took the trouble to send them, and Gerald never 
thought to enquire. Poor fellow, he looks quite pale and iU. 
But we'll soon have him well again, won't we ? Toull find him 
all alone — and he's dying to see you. I*m going to find your 
uncle, my love, to tell him the good news. And mind, my dear, 
I think long engagements are very wrong. I never put off 
either of my own marriages — ^therefore you shouldn't, either. 
So, if Gbrald says anything, you have my consent to name the 
day as soon as you please. There, I won't keep you now. No, 
don't go up stairs first, my dear ; I'm sure everything's in the 
right place, and you look all you ought to. Bless you both, 
my love ! " and, kissing her future daughter a second time, she 
went off to look for the Gaptain. 

Olympia paused at the parlour door, from which Gerald had 
not run to meet her as soon as he heard her voice in the haU. 
Why could she not feel overjoyed at Gerald's return P Perhaps 
the suddenness of the unexpected news had taken her breath 
away. But what rose up before her was a blank vision of the 
end of her work — of her talks, of her advancing journey into 
the world of a mind that was at any rate higher and larger 
than her own. Somehow her life of late had sdemed as though 
it would never come to an end ; and now, without warning, her 
end had come. Poor Gerald \ No thought of being false to 
him entered her soul. She had not refused a coronet for his 
and for Truth's sake in order to ask herself, after all, whether 
love and loyalty are necessarily one and the same thing. 

She was about to be clasped to her lover's heart affcer many 
weeks of parting, and she stood there irresolutely thinking how 
she should behave. But she opened the parlour door at last 
and went in. 

There stood Gbrald, leaning against the mantelpiece, with his 
back to the door. He turned round quickly when he saw her, 
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bat did not mn forward with his old bright smile, and tafca 
her in his arms. Thej stood and looked at one another as if 
embarrassment had tied their tongnes. Mrs. Weetwood had, 
indeed, told the tmtih when she reported him as pale and ilL 
His eyes looked as if they had not been closed for at least two 
nights before, and he looked changed in other ways besides. 
Something told Olympia that he was a bey no more. 

She was the first to find her texine. 

" So yon are come hack, Oerald r " she said, falling back upon 
a stnpid platitude for the sake of breaking silence. 

** Yes — ^I am back a gai n." 

*' Isn't it strange f Who woold have thought it only a month 
ago?'' 

" Only a month P Is it possible P It seems to me three days 
— or else thirty years. Olympia — i^y mother tells me yon have 
refused Lord Wendalef " 

" Of conrse I did.'^ 

** And — really for my sake P "* 

** Whose eise P ** Yo« see yon were right, and the skies did 
&11." 

'* Jnst as though I thought — Olympia, can you think me such 
a cur as to stand in the way of your being « countess P I am 
ashamed to look you in the isLoe *" 

" Ashamed P What can you mean P " 

She, who had only of late learned what shyness means, felt 
less at ease with her old playmate than she had been with Lord 
Wendale. As for him, he scarcely seemed to know what he was 
saying. He had evidently begun to repeat a prepared speech, 
for long and formal sentences, like those which Forsyth em- 
ployed as a sort of conversational armour, had never been in his 
line. Her interruption, however, seemed to put him out, and 
he broke down. 

** I mean — give me up— there's a good girl.'* 

" Give you up P Sure you're joking, Oerald." 

" Not a bit. I was never so serious — no, not even when I 
asked you to many me. You shan't throw yourself away upon 
me. I won't rob you of your chances. I'm not worthy of you 
•^-and Lord Wendale's a million times better fellow than me. 

This was unheard-of generosity — it out-heroed all the heroes 
of whom she had ever dreamed. It was, then, the struggle of a 
sublime self-sacrifice that made him so confused and pde — so 
fitraogely changed ! 

** Oh, Gerald I " she ezclaimed, lighting up all in a moment 
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witli admiration, '* then if that's it Til never think of a sonl but 
yon. lid say • No ' to the King! " 

'* I won't have it ! " he said more eagerly. *' Yon shall not 
tiirow yourself away — Vm. not fit for you — I'm " 

*' But you are, though — ^I mean it's me that's not fit for you. 
Who ever heard of anything so grand f " 

" You reaUy love mo, then, Olympia P You. are quite sure P ** 

** Oh, with all my heart. Didn't I love yon when you where 
a baby, and would I leave off dow P " 

" ^d it was because you love me that you wouldn't take the 
Earl?" 

'* Why else P Didn't I promise to be true to you always P 
And so I will." 



^* Then — ^then there's nothxng more to be said, Olympia," he 
said, with a sigh that conveyed no meaning to ben ^' It's enough 
for me that you've thrown away being a countess for me. I be- 
long to you — so there. That's over. When shall we be married, 
and ffet it all done P " 

" Oh, there's no hurry, I suppose. We do very well as we are, 
yet awhile. Have you made your fortune P " 

" Well— no. What's that noise P " 

^'Hush — it sounds like Aunt Car'line listening outside the^ 
door. She had on her silk gown this morning, and I might 
have known sheld listen when she said she was going after 
Uncle John." 

But Mrs. Westwood was not listening — she was opening the 
door. If she expected to break in upon an interesting scene, 
she was disappointed. C^erald had returned to his place by the 
chimney-piece ; Olympia had not stirred a step from the spot of 
carpet where she had first taken up her stand half-way between 
her lover and the door. 

" Gerald — Olympia ! " she said. " Why I never saw two such 
fevers in my life : I'm sure that's not how I stood and stared, 
neither time that I was engaged. And why shouldn't you 
marry at once, pray P You have my consent — and that's enough 
for everything, I suppose. The -course of true love never runs 
smooth, as my poor old governess at Taunton used to say, but I 
should like to know how much smoother you expect it to be P 
Come, don't let me have any more such nonsense. Some people 
are never pleased, I'm sure. When you didn't know your own 
minds you were in such a hurrv it was ^uite improper, and now 
you stand shiUyshallying. If there''s one thinr I abhor it'fl 
putting o£E to to-morrow what you can do to-day. 
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It bad not stnick Ol7izi{)ia that there was anything Btrange in 
the readiness wherewith her lover had accepted her suggestion 
that there was no hnrry. She knew nothing practically of the 
orthodox procedure in such matters, though she had lighted 
often enough in the course of her reading upon distinctions 
between the maiden coy and the eager swain. She took it quite 
as a matter of course that her will should be his law : and her 
mind was too much absorbed in greater mysteries to find room 
for one more. 

*' You are yery good to us, aunt,'' she said ; '' but I do know 
my own mind. I made it up long ago. I only " 

^' There, you see, Gbrald. It's you, then, tliat don't come to 
the point. Why, you're as good as half-married already : it isn't 
every young man that's preferred to a nobleman. I wish your 
father would come in. I want to have it all settled, so that I 
may see both my dear children married before I die. Yes, my 
dears, it's quite right to speak of such things. I once knew a 
gentleman at Clifton that died suddenly without making his 
will, which shows we ought to take warning. But where is 
your father, Gbrald? I've looked high and low. Yes, you 
may come in now, Marian. They mustn't expect everything to 
be tSte-a-tSte till the honeymoon." 

'' Then it's all settled P " asked Marian, who had already seen her 
brother. " Oh dear, what will that poor old ^ntleman say P " 

'' What old gentleman P " asked Gerald, pricking his ears. 

*' Ah, you don't know what a flirt Olympia has been while 
on were eone. See how she blushes ! Never mind, Olympia, 

won't teu tales. Only I must say it's hard on somebody we 
know. 

That was Marian's idea of an excellent joke ; and it told all 
the better by making Olympia's cheeks a shade warmer than 
before. 

" Marian," said Mrs. Westwood, sharply, once more taking 
the part of her step-niece against her own daughter, ** I'm 
ashamed of you. Don't listen to her, Gerald. Mr. Forsyth's 
an excellent man ; and the idea of his flirting 1 If s too absurd. 
And girls don't flirt when they're engaged, Marian. It's most 
improper, and I won't hear you spoEkk of such things. You 
might just as well talk of Gerald flirting." 

" But who is "Mr. Forsyth, mother P " asked the once frank* 
JEMsed young man hurriedly, and looking nobody in the eyes, 

** Mr. Forsyth, Gerald, is a very distinguished gentleman, a 
friend of Lord Wendale, who has been good enough to give 
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Olympia drawing-lesssons without charging a penny for them. 
He's a little odd in his ways ; but then he's an artist, so it's 
qoite proper. I do hate girls never thinking about anything but 
flirting and matchmaking. I'm sure I never did, and I won't 
have it now. Where's yonr father, Marian P " 

" I don't know, mamma, but I rather think he's gone to the 
Black Prince. I heard from old Mrs. Wicken that the Irish 
Major's there again. 

Mrs. Westwood's face darkened. ^'It's very strange," she 
said, '' but quarter-day never comes round without my hearing 
of that Irish Major. It was so last time, and the time before, 
and now it's again. And yet I've never set eyes on him, and no- 
body seems to know his business — ^not even your father, Marian. 
It's very odd if it's about recruiting, as he thinks ; for there's 
never been a young man gone for a soldier, except the Yeomanry 
Cavalry, since I've been here. Whatever your &ther can want to 
see him for is more than I can say. That's his great failing, 
my dears ; he was alwavs going off to billiard-rooms and places 
and keeping what I call low company ; for low that man must 
be, or held have brought him here. If he has to swear him in, 
as a magistrate, he ought to have him respectably into his 
study, like Mr. Lee, and not go running after him into the 
village. I declare all things are at sixes and sevens now ; and 
if your father, my dears, ever thought of keeping a ghost from 
me, rid soon have got at the bottom of this recroiting. But if 
it means cigars and brandy-and-water, of course one might just 
as well try to get at the bottom of the moon. He's a low, 
vulgar man, that Major, and smokes clay pipes with the farmers 
—that much I do know." 

'' And they say, mamma," went on Marian, *' that he's a great 
friend of Lord Wendale." 

" No ; that I can't believe. Who says so P The aristocracy 
don't mix with people that stay at public-houses and smoke 
pipes with farmers. Election time's different, of course ; my poor 
father, that knew all the aristocracy for miles, used to shake 
hands with people he wouldn't have known by sight on other 
days." 

" And, mamma, " went on Maxian, bent on opening her whole 
bundle of Gressford gossip, '' they say" — but talking of the Gap- 
tain brought the Captain home, especially as it was lunch-time. 
He, also, did not look particularly happy ; indeed, considering 
how prosperous and coznf ortable a man he ought to feel himself, 
he always wore a curiously hang-dog look about quarter-day^ 
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^Blefls mj Bonl, Oerald I oome home again P Fm glad to 
Bee 70Q9 mj boj — ^vezy glad, indeed," he said, in a , voice of 

** tiien I think yon might seem a little gladder, John/' said 
his wife. '^ Gkx>d gracions me, how yonr coat smells of tobacco ! 
Yes, Gerald's oome back, and now, my dear John, there's nothing 
left to be done bnt to name the day." 

" The day, my dear P What dav P" 

" John, how can yon be so dnU f Why, ilis day." 

*' Yes, sir," said Gerald, '^ I am come back, to marrj Olympia, 
as I hear I have yonr and my mother's leave." He spoke almost 
as gloomily as the Captain himself, and took Olympia's hand 
with an air of defiant resolntion. She submitted silently and 
with downcast eyes. Mrs. Westwood put on the most winning 
of smiles. 

*' There, John," she asked, "isn't that a picture to make ns 
feel yonng again P^' 

The Gaptaon breathed hard for an instant, and his inexpressive 
face grew nnntterably long and pale. For at least a quarter of 
a minnte he stood tlms, as though turned into a wooden image 
by excess of paternal emotion. Mrs. Westwood waited for the 
benediction that, at her bidding, was "sure to come. She knew — 
and her knowledge had often made her jealous — ^that her husband 
furtively loved Olympia as if she had been his own child, and 
guessed what it must have cost him to forbid the match ; what 
joyful relief it must be to him to follow his own heart in sub- 
mitting to his wife's will ! Gbrald and Olympia also waited for 
their doom. 

At last he thrust both his fists deep into his pockets, and the 
paternal blessing came: — 
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It was the £rst impolite word that he had spoken sinoe his 
wedding-day without begging his wife's pardon on the spot ; the 
first good round oath that had burst franklv out from a full chesty 
and without mincing, since Lady Pender nad taken his slippery 
tongue between her nipping finger-nails. 

It was more than an oath — ^it wastk bombshell. Mis. West- 
wood was hit too hard even to ^aoalate " John ! " Marian almost 
screamed. Ajb for Olympia, ^e was in a mood that was in- 
consistent with surprise even had a real cannon-ball daahed 
through the parlour window. She only felt that Gerald started 
and let go her hand. She, whose nerves had been charged as if 
with a coming thunderstorm even before she saw Gendd, waa 
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the only one of them all who seemed calm hef ore this prodigious 
ezplosioxi. 

Mrs. Westwood was the first to reooyer her tongae, thongh 
the shear panic of the bally when his victim tnms had taken 
her breath away. She instinctively clapped her hands to her ears. 

" John, yoa have been drinking with that Irishman ! " she 
cried ont, and taking her hands &om her ears, she raised her 
handkerchief to her eyes. She was cowed in a moment, and it 
was only instinct that enabled her to make this 'feeble charge. 

** Drinking P I'm as sober as yon are, Caroline, worse Inck. 
I wish I was drank, by GFeorge I This is awfol — ^horrible I Yoa 
don't know what yoa've done with year meddling " 

" John ! My meddMng f Was that the word i " 

Bat, if Mrs. Westwood was astonished at the Captain's rebel- 
lion, she was not haif so mach astonished at what he had said 
and done as he. His explosion was spent. CiLstom and disci- 
pline are a match for most mutinies, and he awoke to the 
enormity of his first oatbarst of temper daring a married life of 
one-and-twenty years. Nay, even before he had ever seen Lady 
Pender, the dolt of the Hector of Hithercote's family had never 
been known to atter a hot or hasty word. He did not know 
himself; bat he knew only too well that he had rashly displayed 
a standard which he had no reserves of wrath to sustain. He 
hang his head, and woald have whistled if his lips had ceased 
trembling with the terrible word that had jnst left them. 

'^ Caroline, my dear," he said at last, " I didn't mean 
meddling. Gerald — Olympia — Fm very sorry. Bat I have— I 
have the greatest possible objection to the marriage of consins. 
Yon know yon have the same yeorself , Caroline. Yon said so 
jast before (herald went away." 

^* John, how can yon say sach a thing 1 I'm svre I never did ; 
and so far from objecting, I approve of it highly. If I said 
•objected' — ^wHch 1 didn't — I meant *• approved,' and yon 
oaghtn't to catch one np for a sHp of the ton^ne. I've known 
most excellent matches between consins. We re all coasins, if 
it comes to that, if yoa go back ias enoagh. I've seen it 
proved." 

•' Very well, my dear; bat the difierence of age. Why, she's 
old vdoagh to be his elder sister 1 " 

•' John ! Which is the older of «s two P Not by mach, of 
coarse ; bat if yoa mean to say that what difference there is is 
on the wrong side, I think yoa'd better have thought of that 
before." 
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** Bui, my dear, Gerald isn't twenty-one." 

*' All the better, John. A young man oan*t marry too soon." 

*' Then," exclaimed the Captain, ^* there's only one thing to 
be done ; and if yon won't hear reason, Caroline " — the perspira- 
tion was beg^inning to stream from his forehead, for he was 
plainly in the pitiable position of being oompelled, for some un- 
known reason, to assert a weak will against a strong one— 
" Caroline, GknJd shall not marry Olympian He can't marry 
without my consent^ and he shan't have that^ by — ^by — by 
George!" 

Could this be the Captain P or were Mrs. Westwood, Marian, 
Gerald, and Olympia ear-witnesses of a miracle P The two 
lovers could only stare at one another, not knowing what to say 
or do. 

" John I You say ahcmH to me P " Mrs. Westwood almost 
screamed out. " Then I say BhaXL ! " 

Her husband looked round as if appealing to some unseen 
help in his extremity. But none came. With a groany he 
escaped from the room, leaving his family gazing at one another 
in blank amaze. 



CHAPTBB V. 

Oano/r. Attend 

Within the outer wall there hangs a door : 
Beyond the door, a gate : and from the gate 
There runs a roacL Steal ont by door and gat»— 
Hand fait in hand, if so it pleaseth yon — 
And pass along the road, auU hand in hand, 
Until Toa oome to- 

JttZwm. Whither, pmy, good Caspar P 

Oiuptur. Whither P— And thon a loyerP— Answer thoa 1 
We Imew the road te dinroh when I was yonng. 

Julian. Nay, Lore most answer me— and Lore is duab. 

The Captain's wrath might seem a paltry olond, bnt it had been 
enongh to throw into chaos all Olympia s sky. Everything was 
now tnmed wrong side npward. Here was her natural enemy, 
her aunt, doing all she conld to bring abont a marriage between 
her only son and a penniless orphan to whom she had hitherto 
shown no liking. On the other hand, there was her nncle in 
open and nnaoconntable rebellion against his wife, and suddenly 
changing his very nature from easiness to obstinacy, and from 
passive kindness to active tyranny. Aunt Caroline's conduct 
was improbable enough, but Uncle John's was impossible. 
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And then tbere was G^nJd, come back more like a victim than 
» lover, willing, if not anxious, to give her up to a rival : such 
self-sacrifice was surely more noble than loving. And mean- 
while she herself did not feel very warmly on the side of her 
own will. Was it perhaps because she could not bring herself 
to accept the alliance of Aunt Car'line even in her own cause P 

The Captain had escaped to his den, and had not emerged. 
ISja wife, however, was not likely to let him barricade himself 
out of the way in solitude. She attacked him in his own lair, 
leaving Gerald and Olympia once more alone. 

" So,'' said Gerald, at last, "you see it's no use— it can't be. 
I shall go back to London ; lots of things may happen before 
I'm twenty-one. And till then I'll leave you free." 

'' You can't do that, Gerald. You know 111 wait for you till 
you're a thousand and twenty-one." She would not accept 
sacrifices without making a full return. 

Gerald sighed. " You are indeed a good girl, Olympia. Well, 
it's for you to decide. After what you've given up for my sake, 
there's notlung for me to do. But, all the same — if you should 
ever change your mind " 

" Never." 

" Then," he said, resolutely, " I'll keep my word, come what 
may. We've gone through too much, and given up too much 
for one another, to change now." 

*' Never fear, Gerald. Uncle John won't hold out long against 
Aunt Car'line. And even if he does, I*m yours now, as you say, 
come what may." 

'* All the same, Olympia^ I can't bear to think you've thrown 
yourself away." 

'* Please don't mention Lord Wendale again. I own I liked 
him at first, but I hate his very name now. Oh, Gbrald, for 
shame, to think I'ld have sold myself to be a queen ! " 

" One thing more," he asked, eagerly, as if catching at a last 
straw, '' are you sure it was only for my sake you refused the 
BalP" 

^' Of course it was. I think very likely Fid have said ' Yes,' 
without thinking, if it hadn't been for you ; I'm sure he tried 
hard enough to make me." 

*' Then say no more. It must be, and there's an end." 

" Poor boy," thought Olympia, looking at him proudly, " I 
never heard, no, nor read, of a man that tried so hard to make 
a girl give him up for her own good — and Gerald, too : I'ld 
never have thought 'twas in the boy. Sure, I'll never find 
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another like him if I go through the world. He mayn't be ynsB^ 
or dever, or one to look np to ; but one that would act like him 
is better than wise. There, Gerald, dear, are you content now P 
And well wait quietly, if it's ever so long." 

" I should be a cad not to be content with a girl that loyesme 
like you," he answered, with a lamentably forced smile. And 
so— there's an end. Ah, here's my mother again." 

Mrs. Westwood re-entered the room quickly, with an unusual 
colour on her cheeks, as though fresh from a battle. 

'' I never heard of such a Siing — ^never, in all my bom days. 
Tour other's out of his seven senses, Gbrald. I always knew 
he was as obstinate as a March hare, but like this ! — ^Reason's 
thrown away on him, like talking to the wind. I can get 
nothing out of him but ' No.' I do hope it's nothing on the 
brain. I've half a mind to send for the doctor. I declare it's 
too shocking to think of, and those asylums oost hundreds and 
hundreds bdore you know where you are." 

'* Well, then, mother, we must wait, that's all," said Gerald, 
with much resienation. " Olympia is willing, and so am I." 

'' No I " said Mrs. Westwood. '' The idea ! I won't have my 
children's happiness sacrificed to incipient insanity. Obstinacy 
I abhor, and my way 111 have, or 1*11 know the reason why. 
fRiere's something in this more than meets the eye, and if s my 
opinion that man at the Black Prince could say something about 
it if he pleased." 

*' But, muother, what can we do P If my &ther doesnt con- 
sent, we must wait till Fm of age." 

^ Wait till you're the age of a fiddlestick, Gerald ! What's 
your father got to say to it, I should like to know P Which does 
the money belong to, him or me P He hasn't a word to say. 
It's all settled on myself, and I may leave it just as I like. And 
so I told him, and he couldnt deny it. I'm set on this mar- 
riage, my dears ;. and though obedience to one's father is quite 
proper, obedience to a mother is commanded also, and where 
they differ children ought to follow the one that has the most 
reason. As for obeying an uncle,, that isn't oi^ered any- 
whera" 

** Aunt Carline, what on earth is it you mean P " 

" You may well ask that, my dear. If s shameful — ^positively 
shameful. There's no other word. I hate tyranny, and I won't 
have it brought into mfvy drawing-room. Your father, my dears, 
has shown himself capable of such obstinacy that I didn't think 
was to be found. He won't change his mind — ^that's the great 
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peculiarity of obstinftto people; and be won't g^ye a reason, 
because lie knows he's got none. Therefore, my dear Gerald, 
Yon must either wait till you're of age, or — ^well, my dears, I'd 
better not say anything more, because I'd better not. But all I 
can say is, you best know your own minds, and I have no 
thought but for your happiness — ^thafs all." 

'' Why mother," said Gerald, with a poor attempt at a joke, 
" one would think you were hinting to us to run away/' 

"My dear, dear boy, don't for gracious sake go saying J ever 
put the idea into your head, that's all." 

Olympia considered for a moment. ''You've been very 
good to me of late. Aunt Car'line ; will you do something to 
please me very much indeed P " 

''Certainly, my love; anything in my power." 

" Then, please Aunt Car'line, tell me why you've been so good 
to me, and exactly what you want me to do»" 

" Olympia ! Shouldn't a mother try to be kind to the girl 
her son has chosen P It shall never be written on my tombstone 
that I couldn't get (m with my daughter-in-law." 

" And what do you want me to do P ''^ 

" My dear to be happy." 

" Then 111 go back to my painting till dixmer." 

She left Oeiald with his mother and went to her own room. 
Not to paint, however — she had to recall her wits from their 
sea-voyage. Two things alone were clear. Gbrald had bound 
her to him by his noble attempt at self-sacrifice, and she must 
admit no thought of breaking her word. And yet the bond felt 
heavy, and the thought was knocking to get in.. 

Much must be remembered before we su&r ourselves to feel 
ofiended by finding, not the soft hand of June, but the cold 
fingers of November belying the course of life's seasons and 
bringing the year into blossom. 

The quality that in book biographies we praise as originality, 
and, in reading our friends and relations, blame as eccentricity, 
had carried her in comparative safety through a course of edu* 
cation that ought to have turned her into a fourth copy of the 
Miss Fenders. But the collision of character and circumstance 
had compelled her to believe that everything she said, thought, 
or did was necessarily wrong. The IautbIs being the natural 
and obvious standard of propriety, she was forced, judging her- 
self by the only standard she knew, to admit that she deserved 
a bad name. It was in very serious jest that she had wished to 
have been bom a man. 
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Meanwhile, siadying life and love in her hooks, she had 
grown up without applying to either the test of knowledge. 
There are many people, according to one who knew his fdlow- 
creatnres well, that would never have loved had they never 
heard tell of Love ; still more numerous are they who loye strictly 
according to form and rule until they find him out for them- 
selves, and then they take him for hate, or fear, or enmui^ or any- 
thing that he is not^ until it is often too late to recognise him at 
all. Olympia's engagement to Gerald had been strictly accord- 
ing to romance roles. There were the cruel parents, the poverty, 
the enforced waiting, the glory of self-sacnfice on both sides. 
What bat love, according to her book theories, conld all this be P 
And yet it was not from G-erald, but from another, that all her 
experience of kindness, happiness, and interest in life had come. 
And it had come against every conceivable rule. He whom 
her heart had not named was no longer young ; was plain in 
speech and hard in manner; was reputed rich, that worst of 
sentimental sins. He treated her not as a mistress, but as a 
child. She suspected his motives. He was praised by Aunt 
Caroline. But then it was with him alone that her natural im- 
pulses of thought and speech might discover themselves without 
shame. It was he who had taken her hand, however coldly, and 
had led her out into another and crander world; who had 
taught her that Art is no dream, but uie interpreter of dreams. 
It had been easy to refuse a coronet, though worn and ofiered 
by the handsomest young man in England, for the sake of her 
romantic creed ; but to give up the companionship of a plain, 
odd, crabbed, reserved old man, for the sake of what she took 
for Love himself, was to resign much more than a crown. With 
all her desire for manhood, she was woman enough in heart to 
turn instinctively towards the only hand that was strong enough 
to rule her without provoking her to rebel. 

Thus the return of her lover seemed to have brought frost 
rather than sunshina She caught herself wishing that he 
had never come back — ^that it had taken him at l^ist a year 
to make his fortune, and even that he had found in some 
other eyes an excuse for faithlessness to hers. It was a mon- 
strous thought, for it was treason to the commonest and most 
natural vanity ; and she shut her ears to it as if it had been 
treason to truth and honour. She had nobody to interpret her 
heart to her, and as for common-sense, she knew not the word. 
iJhe longed to do something — anything, so that she might cut 
every knot at once and get into free air, away from the mys- 
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teries and incompreliensible complications that slie felt closing 
round upon her. 

She was walking backwards and forwards np and down her 
room, as if struggling to escape from cobwebs that the stupidest 
of the three Miss Ponders could have broken through with ease, 
when she heard a g^tle tap at the door and the voice of her 
aunt asking — 
' " Olympia, are you there P May I come in P " 

She sat down hurriedly at her working table, so as not to be 
caught wandering about in the middle of her maze. 

iSurs. Westwood entered, without waiting for an answer. 
<< My dear," she said, " I am come to speak to you very seriously 
indeied. I have been having a long talk with GenJd, who is 
sadly troubled about your uncle's unaccountable behaviour. 
Tes, and I've been talking to your uncle too." 

'* Well, aunt ? " she asked, assuming that the Captain had 
given way, but by no means overjoyed. She waited to receive 
sentence. 

" It's enough to make a saint angry. His own son — his own 
brother's child ! I never heard of such unnatural tyranny. Ah, 
it takes years to know what's inside a man. Do you know what 
your Uncle John says ? " 

" Whai^ aunt P Whxxi does he say P I shall go out of my 
wits with all these secrets. Tell me what he says, and have 
done." 

" Ah, I don't wonder you're in a temper, my dear. I've half 
a mind to be in one myself, and I will too if your uncle doesn't 
mind. I don't like to tell you what he says. You heard him 
use the most shocking language yourself, but it's nothing to 
what JTve been hearing him say. My dear, he said held sooner 
be in his gprave than see you engaged to Qeialdi Those were 
his very wordu.'* 

"Then " 

" And worse than that ! He said that I — ^J, my dear ! — didn't 
know what I was talking about. To think I should live to hear 
such words from a man that owes all things to me I — Wait a 
minute, my dear — ^there's more still. So I said, and I'U keep to 
it, though it might have been hasty — and no wonder — Thei*e- 
f ore, if you cut ofE Gerald from your paltry ten thousand for 
marrying Olympia, I'll cut him off from my fifty thousand if he 
doesn't marry her, though he's my own son — that's what I said, 
and that's what 111 do.'^ 

And then, after this startling preface, she gradually unfolded 

s 
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the most extraordinary plan that inconsistency itself erer pro- 
posed to a bewildered ear. 

Space and time are short, while Mrs. Westwood's style of 
explanation is long. But, thongh her style was florid, it was 
seldom, if ever, thrown away npon nothings, and generally 
reached a very definite goal in time. By slow degrees — too 
slow to linger over, Olympia made out that a greedy woman, 
who worshipped the proprieties, was proposing a runaway match 
between her hnsband's penniless niece and her own son. 

Olympia knew too little of life as it is to be surprised at the 
proposal itself. For anght she knew to the contrary elopements 
might be in the ordinary conrse of things. She had read of hun- 
dreds. Besides, people are said to be never surprised in dreams. 
But that the proposal should have come from her aunt — that 
her aunt and her uncle should have thus exchanged roles — that 
was enough to surprise the most inveterate of dreamers. She 
was not grateful for her aunt's astounding energy in her cause. 
The sudden transformation of a hard stepmother into a more 
than generous mother should have made her shed tears of grati- 
tude, considering how much prejudice and dislike the mother 
mtLst be sacrificing to ensure the happiness of hbr only son. 
But she listened dully and coldly as Mrs. Westwood expounded 
her plan — ^how Gerald could not wait till he was of age — ^how 
it was improper that he should do so— how the whole house- 
hold would have to live in a wretched atmosphere of mutual dis- 
trust and anger till all was over — ^how an immediate marriage 
would put an end to all difficulties — ^how this cruel and tyran- 
nical Captain must give his consent when it was too late to 
withhold it — how, in fine, she had irrevocably vowed that 
Gerald should not have a penny of her money unless she had 
her way. She was vague about the marriage laws, but both 
she and Olympia knew all about Gretna Green. 

Her arguments, though ill-expressed, were by no means ill- 
chosen, as Olympia was driven to feel and own. How could 
her uncle, who had always been hitherto her champion and pro- 
tector in his feeble way, be the one to act so capriciously and 
unjustly, without deigning to give a reason, or even to whisper 
in her ear that he had reasons, and that all would be well in time P 
Bi tUf Brute ! As for Gerald, there was nothing for it but to 
accept her doom, however it might come. He was the only one 
now to whom she owed the slightest pretence of duty : and 
something told her, faintly, that if she was to remain as true to 
him in thought as she was in will, the best thing she could do 
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would be to fly from her life at The Laurels and from the neigh- 
bourhood of Beokfield without an instant's pause. All would 
be over then, and she would know her destiny for the rest of 
her days. 

Finidly, so sudden and irreyocable a plunge looked, from the 
shore, like the imknown Something that she was longing to do. 
The poor girl was as yet but a hcM^dstrong child — steel against 
the tyrannical and the harsh : wax to the cunning who were 
clever enoiurh to be kind. 

'' Aunt Gar'line/' she said at last, after a long pause, '' I 
can't believe it yet of Uncle John. Ill do just wnat Gerald 
pleases " 

" There's a good girl, Olympia. There's nobody to talk, thank 
goodness, and you'll never repent to your dying day, and I 
believe your xmcle would be pleased in the bottom of nis heart 
if you would only take things into your own hands and save 
him the bother. That's just like those obstinate men — if they 
once say ^ No,' they're ashamed to say ' Yes,' though they're 
longing to all the time. It's different with me. I have good 
reasons for what I do. Tve talked it all over with OenJd: 
he agrees with me, every word. And it is well for him he does, 
too. For what I say I stand to, right or wrong. I wen't have 
my children ruined for whims. There, my dear, wipe your 
eyes, and come down as soon as the redness is gone. Thank 
you, my dear. I always knew you were a good girl, and I'm 
not often wrong." 

One thing Olympia could now quite understand. She knew 
her aunt well enough to know that when she spoke of disin- 
heriting Gbrald she was throwing out no idle threat^ but was 
asserting a fixed resolve to have her own way. It depended 
upon Olympia to decide whether he should be his father's or his 
mother's heir. She had, therefore, at least one thing to be 
thankful for. Gtorald's attempted self-sacrifice would not go 
imrepaid. 

Never, surely, was a girl in such a situation before. She 
had tacitly promised to run away with a man against her secret 
wishes, and seemingly against his also, at the request of his 
mother, who had apparently every reason to oppose the match 
altogether. Where was the conspiracy to make her marry the 
Earl P Had Mrs. Westwood really been in earnest, after all ? 
Then Forsyth's conduct must have been falsely suspected also. 
That thought was welcome, but she was half sorry that she had 
been wrong. The conspiracy had been something intelligible to 
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liold by, and its passing away had left her hopelessly at sea, 
and in a fog besides. 

All she conld do was to go straight forward — to give sacri- 
fice for sacrifice, and to keep her word. 

She followed her annt's advice about washing her eyes, and 
then went down stairs again to see (herald. One flash of sober 
common sense fell upon her by the way. She wonld see her 
nncle first, and test how far her annt's incredible report of his 
stubbornness was true. He was still in his den when she tapped 
at the door. 

But her visit told her nothing new. The Captain might 
find it hard to play his uncongenial part, but he kept to it, 
flinching, but not swerving. 

*' My dear," he said at once, " don't say you've come to speak 
about &enild. Fm master here, and I won't have another word," 
he went on, taking refuge in the show of anger that stands for 
the firmness of a weak man. But she was no judge of cha- 
racter, and took him at his word. All that Aunt Car'line had 
said, llien, was true, and he was her soft-hearted uncle no more. 

" Fm not going to," she said, proudly. " I only came to " 

Her excuse was not at hand, and she shut the door behind her 
sharply as she left him. He angry — and with her ! It was too 
bitter a blow : and she also took refuge in the anger that stands 
for the callousness of one who will not show her wound. 

But Gerald was the strangest of them alL Whatever had 
taken place between him and his mother, their talk had ended 
with the result reported by Mrs. Westwood. He told Olympia, 
as though talking of a funeral, that if she was willing to bring 
matters to an end he was willing too ; that nothing would be 
more easy than to reach the land of easy marriages, especially 
as Mrs. Westwood had supplied him amply with funds and 
would take care that any attempt at pursuit should be too late. 
That very evening he would have Peter Pigof s trap to carry 
them the first stage of their way northward. 

'* Only are you sure," he asked, always returning to the same 
string, *' that you are giving up nothing — ^that you still wish to 
take me as I am P " 

'^Anyhow, I will," she said, leaving unanswered the question 
as to her wishing. 

" Then," he said yet again, with another last sigh, ^ it shall 
be done. To*morrow we will be on our way." 

"To-morrow, (herald? That is too sudden I I've got so 
much to thiok of — so many things to do." 
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Which meant, ** To-morrow was to have been my next drawing 
lesson : I can't lea^e my old life without bidding it good-bye." 

" The qnicker the better, Olympia. The sooner it's over the 
sooner it's done." 

And she felt he was right, whatever he might mean. The 
world was spinning ronnd with her, and there was nothing to do 
bnt spin on and ronnd with the world. 



CHAPTER VI. 

The dnuna thqr are beating, the flf ee gailv play- 
Hie Boldien are ooming— ^Jaiok mardh and away I 



heart, how 'tia bonndixis their bogle to hear— 
indi< 



Were my kerofaief a oozalet, my epindie a spear 1 

O'er hill, orer Tallqri wifh step firm and tme, 
rid maroh through uie oo mi ty to batUe like yoa ! 
Like yon throngh the f oeman rid charge in the yan^ 
Oh jqy without peer if a maid were a man \Sgmoni, 

Thi very next morning, then, Olympia was to reach at a bonnd 
that conventional end of all romances at which fiction ends and 
life begins. There was no need to indulge any of the feelings 
or to go through the rites and ceremonies prescribed by the 
traditional mbnc composed for snch occasions. There was no 
battle between love and duty — ^between the family affection that 
feels like a bordensome nothing nntil it comes to be broken 
through, and the passion that is half ready to tnm to hate when 
it demands its crown. Nor, though marriage was to her nothing 
more than aname^ was she about to enter upon an unknown life 
with a stranger. What life would mean with Gerald she knew 
tolerably well. They would always be excellent friends and, 
when all this trouble was over, she would settle down into a 
quiet life at The Laurels, first as daughter of the house, then as 
its mistress, for the remainder of her days. She would be Joan 
the Shepherdess after all. She mus t gi ve up all thought of being 
anything more than Mrs. Qerald Westwood of Oressford St. 
Mary, and there, as her future husband himself had said, was 
an end. 

Bnt how about him, ugly, elderly, and harsh as he was, who 
had first unwittingly taught her that to be Mrs. Gerald West- 
wood of The Laurels was not to fulfil her destiny — that the life 
she had vaguely dreamed of with her book in her hand was not 
a dream — ^that a marriage between herself and Gerald would be 
nothing more than a word, even though it might be the watch- 
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word of lojralty P She was mnnmg away from home after all — 
from the woods that were her true house and home. She would 
walk in them many thousand times in days to come, but she 
would live in them never again. They had long ceased to be a 
place for chasing squirrels and butterflies, even if she had cared 
any longer to chase outward instead of inward things. If she 
could only have waited long enough to wish the father of her 
new mind and spirit good-bye, she would have been a little more 
content ; but she could not persuade herself that such farewells 
are better left alone. 

But she could at least wander out to say good-bye for ever to 
the woods and lanes in the midst of which she was to spend the 
rest of her days. She obeyed the impulse, knowing that she was 
really bidding a last farewell to what must henceforth be new 
woods, and never more the old. There was time still left before 
the inevitable dinner-bell would call her back to the house from 
her out-door home. 

So she escaped from Gerald and everybody, and went out 
alone. There was no thought in her of giving chance an oppor- 
tunity to bring about another meeting with him to whom she 
had resolved not to say good-bye. She was honestly on her way 
to pay a last visit to the bower in which her new life had seemed 
to begin. She was only doing what any girl would do in her 
placeh--deliberately seeing, hearing, and touching all the home 
details she could find, because they would no longer belong to 
her homa Only with her the voices of the woods took the pmce 
of those of sisters, the bushes of cupboards, and the trees of 
birdcages. 

It may be remembered that to reach the broad walk of Gbess- 
ford Wood from The Laurels one must cross, first the back 
garden, then the paddock in which Olympia's Bucephalus used 
to graze, then g^ a little distance along a bye-lane, then cross the 
road that passed through the village, and then, after going 
through a white gate, pass over a piece of rough and broken 
ground. Olympia was crossing the road when, some little way 
ofE, she caught sight of the figure of a man walking at a very 
leisurely pace from the direction of Ghressford. Looking twice, 
she saw it was a stranger. Looking a third time, she recognised 
the great Gressford enigma. 

In a word, she saw Major Sullivan ; and she knew also that 
he had seen her. 

She entered the white gate that opened into the broken ground 
— ^the same gate where Lord Wen£je had once thrown to his 
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vncl^ the price of a glass of beer. Tnming rotind on reaching 
the top of the knoll, she saw that the Major had also entered 
the white gate and was also crossing the broken ground. 

Was he following her ? It was not likely, bnt the thought 
was not agreeable. Though she had not seen him since she was 
a child, his memory was not pleasant, and G^rald^s account of 
him had not made her anxious for his closer acquaintance. But 
he seemed to be quickening his pace ; so she quickened hers, and 
went on. 

Soon, howeyer, the suspicion that she was being followed 
became a certainty. She had now reached the beginning of the 
broad walk, and felt, without looking round, that the distance 
between them, in spite of her quickened pace, was g^wing 
smaller. That is one of the things one sees with the eyes that 
lie in the back of the head, without having to turn round. She 
was brave enough — rather too brave sometimes. But to be 
deliberately tracked by a stranger like the Major into a lonely 
wood, and thus openly pursued, made her act like a coward. 
Without thinking — as usual — of what was prudent or impru- 
dent, sane or insane, she obeyed her panic just as at other times 
she obeyed her temper. Like Daphne before Apollo, she took to 
her heels and ran. 

To her dismay, the Major followed out the simile. He, though 
no light weight, and carrying years as well as flesh, and his 
famous top-coat besides, began to run also. 

No help was at hand to turn this Daphne of Ghressford into 
laurel, foxglove, or fenu She ran more lightly than the Major, 
but it was in vain. His strides were longer ; and, if Fear lends 
wingpi, he also takes away the breath to use them. Not a yard 
was between them when she stumbled and would have fidleni 
had he not caught her arm. 

*' There, I've caught y'up," he panted out, while she stood 
and looked at him with eyes from which anser was driving out 
useless fear. " Ocurcmha ! ye're good at gomg, anyhow. Sure 
ye're not frightened of an owld cahmpeenin' Mejor P Ye've 
taken all the powder out of me with tryin' to get up to ye. 
Just wait a minute till I'll get*m back again." 

*' How dare you follow me like that P If you don't turn back 
this moment, Captain Westwood shall hear of it ; and he's a 
soldier, and '11 do what lid do mvself if I were a man." 

" Oh, the bright eyes ! Ah, I Id know'm among a hundred. 
It does an old cahmpeenin' heart good to be scolded by eyes 
lik them. And whatld ye do, now r Scahlp me, and broil me« 
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and eat me, as I*ye seen tbem cahnibalB do scores an' scores of 
times P Faith, I think ye would, and it's prond Tld be too. 
There, don't be mad, my darlin'. Denis SooUivan wouldn't let 
ye drame of a tear. An, to think now of the girl ye've growed 
— and me clane out of mind as if I hadn't nursed ye on my own 
knees, and made ye laugh before ye knew how to cry. Ah, 'tis 
a brave little maid ye used to be in them owld times. Ye 
wouldn't run off from a Blackf oot then, let alone an owld sowl- 
dier that loved ye." 

*' The man hu been drinking ! " thought Olympia, now iax 
too terrified to move, and thinking whether it would be wise to 
scream. '' Oh, pray let me go." - 

" Let ye go, when it's been so bitter crule to let ye go so 
longp — Faith, it's cmle— bitter crule — ^when Fve kep* off ye 
all them years ; and when I saW ye just now, faith 't wasn't 
in flesh and blood to keep off ye then — no, not to be made fayld* 
marshal" 

" Keep o£E from me ! " she exclaimed, growing desperate with 
indignant terror at what seemed like drunken love-making. A 
wild instinct drew her hand to the pocket of her dress, where 
she kept a schoolboy's broken-bladed knife that Gerald had 
once given her in their playmate days. 

He saw the movement, and smiled. But it was an odd and 
almost tender smile, and she could have sworn that his eyes 
glistened with what looked like tears. 

" Oh, glory ! " he cried out, " 'Tis the very trick of ye — 
don't I mind it well P and how we all laughed once when ye 
drawed on the Dutchman down at Yerba Buena P Ye haven't 
forgotten the owld ways after all. But them divles of Yankees 
an* Spaniards an' Mexicans have learned better than that now. 
'Tis now shoot first's the word, an' kape off after. But 'tis 
pleasant to see ye feelin' after the stiletto ; faith, ye shall try'm 
on me top-coat an' welcome, just to show y' haven't forgotten 
them dear old days — ah, 'twas a good tima But there — say 
ye've clane forgot me, an' I'm gone. But don't, now, darlin', go 
to say ye've forgot Danny, that ye used to put yer little arrums 
about the throttle of, an' kiss'm as if ye loved'm P " 

" Danny P" 

*' Aye, Danny. Ah, Time's a bitter bad wearin' thing. Pli 
trot me owld coat against'm any day, an' win. And ye've forgot 
the par'ht that said ' Kiss Polly,' an' another word I wouldn't 
say to a growed-up young lady not to be King o' th' Injies P 
An' ye've forgot that free fight up at Gatamarcas — an' all them 
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KmgBp Well^ maybe— * ill BMr' an' th' 'Yaller Gala' an' 
aU— 

Sure 'tis jonr own self nsed to Bing'm like a skylavk : none like 
ye ; an' 'twas me own self that tanghf m ye. Ah, an' * Molly 
Bawn/ that I nsed to call ye in them owld daya^ 

Obh. MoUt BawB, don't ]*▼• me piiiin', 
AU Umeij waitixi' here for 70a— 

Them's the words, and the tone too. Sure, Danny isn't olane 
forgot hy IfbUy Bawn P " 

It was Forsyth who had interpreted her fading cradle dreams, 
and had painted them for her in the colours that lingered after 
tiiie morning rainbow had &ded away. That she had lived 
somewhere before she lived at Clifton she knew ; and, by much 
efEort and by the following-back of fragmentary footpaths, that 
previous existence had taken some sort of coloor and form. 
6at what are snch footpaths without sound P Our ears wake 
before our eyes. They tJone of aJl the senses know no forget- 
ting. We hear of bad memories for £Ekces, and we know that 
voices change, but who ever heard of a memory so bad as to be 
capable of forgetting a song when repeated by the voice, rough 
or sweet, changed or unchanged, that first gave it to the ear, 
however long ago P 

The tune, half droned, half hummed, by the old campaigner 
in the solitude of Ghressford Wood, acted like a talisman. It 
made her recall nothing in detaO, but everything at once, as 
though her eyes were dazzled by suddenly coming from utter 
darlmess into a brilliantly-lighted room. " Danny ! " — ^the 
baby-name was the touch that set in motion a long-silent chord ; 
and then the connection between her uncle and the Major — a 
wild idea seized hold of her brain. 

*' Good God ! " she cried to the disreputable soldier of fortune, 
forgetting the inconsistency of his brogue with her thought, 
" you are not my father P " 

" No, darlin' — but, praise be to glory, ye know me now I " 

She sighed with reUef — it would have been too cruel to find 
Mrs. Westwood's theories as to her father's manners and customs 
so completely confirmed. She was ashamed of having insulted 
her father's memoiy by the thought. But her fear had almost 
vanished — perhaps he was really bound up with her earlier life, 
perhaps at the bottom of the mysteries that surrounded her 
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now. And ao, with parted lips, she waited to hear more^ 
charmed to attention by a word and a broken tnne. 

^' Yes, I'm Danny 1 Not qnite yonr father, bat yerj near : 
nearer ihan if I was, maybe. Ah, it's high time I came back 
to ye— lid h^ve been content to keep prowlin* an' scontin' about 
the place and havin' a look at ye every now'n then, an' seein' 
how ye growed, like a soft-hearted owld cahmx)eenin' fool as I 
am — but that's over now. There's other fish to fryi an' I'U frVm 
too." 

'' Yon followed me to tell me— what P Who am I P What 
has happened P Who are yon to me, if yon are not my father P 
For Heaven's sake, let me find somebody at last that knows how 
to speak ont and say what he means ! I'm heart-sick of being 
fooled Mr. Snllivan, or whoever yon are, I won't move from 
here till I know everything in the whole world." 

" Sure, now, don't be so keen. Isn't that what I'm come to 
tell ye P Only don't call me that name, please. There — Fm 
better now," and he gave his eyes a rongh rub with his sleeve. 
" It's natural bom foob we iJl are, an' Fm the worst of 'm. 
But I don't bate about the bush, anyhow. D'ye mind the big 
battle of Oarabobo P " 

'* I never heard of the name." 

*^ I^ever heard of Carabobo P Sure, the schoolmaster's abroad 
— anyhow, he isn't at home. 'Twas just the biggest thing in 
bullets that ever was, though I say it that shouldn'^ seein' I was 
there. FU never forget that day, nor how them roy'lists Id 
have whipped us out of our skins if it hadn't been for G-in'ral 
Bolivar, and somebody else 't would be consate to name. But 
I'U tell ye the Irishmen did their duty that day, and I was to 
the fore of 'm. Ye see, GKn'ral La Torre ^ 

«< Have I anything to do with General La TorreP " 

*'No, darlin*^ " 

*' Then, please, never mind him, and go on." 

<* Sure I am— but if ye don't like Gin'ral La Torre I'U skip'm. 
So the long an' the short is we kiUed some six thousand of tnem 
murderin' blagyards, me and the other boys, and we took their 
guns an' their baggage — and we wanted that last badly, I can 
toU ye : and we sent off La Torre with his taU betwixt his legs 
— faith, 'twas death an' glory that day, an' we had the glory an' 
^' baggage too. On to Caracas was the word — there was no 
sittin' down in them days, let alone the half of us had nothin* 
to sit in. Fd got seven buUets under my own skin, and a sabre cut 
that half spUt me down — ^there's the mark of 'm. But 't wasn't 
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the Majorld say ' Halt ' when the Qin'ral said ' Forward.' Ahi 
them was the times ! " 

"And where was ail this P And what has it to do with me P '* 
she asked as the Major paused. 

" 'Twas in a place called America. Sure, if ye haven't heard 
of Carabobo, yeVe heard tell of GKn'ral Bolivar — ^him as bate 
the King o' Spain P " 

'' Was my father there P Was he in the battle P Was he 
killed?" 

"Deuce a bit! An' ^th, if he had been I wooldn't have 
known. 'Twas every boy for'mself an' th' Divle for all or none 
that day. 'Twas all chargin' and trahmplin' down th' infantry 
an' spikin' gmi& I'd enongh to do, I can tell ye, to look after 
me own skin an' drill holes in skins that wasn't me own, and so 
had we all. Bnt we was on to Caracas — and 'twas empty enough 
when we got there. I never saw such a sight of nobody. I 
guess they took us for cahnibals, they'd got such a scare — every 
man, woman, an' child had cut an' run, and left nothin' for 
pickin' but the pavin' stones — an' them bare. Well, 'twas on 
that same way to Caracas we'd halted one night not far off the 
battle where some o' them blagyards o' king's troopers had made 
a stand — brave boys they were too, out of a paek o' rascals that 
had heels for hearts : a bit o* th' sangre omL^ I cahloulate ; an' 
tisn't for a owld cahmpeener thaf s fought on every side ye can 
think of, turn an' turn, to speak ill of an enemy that's as like as 
not to be a brother in arrums. So, thinks I, bein' provost- 
marshal o' th' British volunteer layg^on, that did all the fightin' 
an' got none o' th' pickin's, I'll take a look round and see after 
some o' the boys that'll be pokin' an' prowlin' about among them 
poor divles o' troopers ; for the pistolss weren't too flush, I can 
tell ye, an' th' pockets of them that loses is mostly better lined 
than them o' them that wins." 

" Well — and yon — yon found my father among those brave 
men P " 

" Deuce a bit of it" 

''What did you find, thenP " 

" You." 

Olympia started at so sudden and unexpected a dSnoiemevd to 
a ramblmg histoiy of the battle of Carabobo, of which she had 
never heud the name till now. She was heedless of how the 
minutes were flying^the mere mention of a real battle by one 
who had been there had warmed her heart like the bc»t of 
a drum. Forsyth had never entertained her with his military 
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experiencoBy and Bbe would as soon have lihonght of zaaoxaaAasMg 
him with the art of war as the Major with the art of painfang. 
She would ha^e been &8cinated even if she, too, had not been 
apart of the battle of Garabobo. 

" Me P " she asked breathlessly. *' On the battle field P " 

'"Twas a poor senora, holdm* a babj in hei arms. She'd 
been ffettin' ont of Caracas, poor lady, as it might have been 
ont of the fryin'-pan, and had sot into the fire. Eaith, what with 
one thing an' anotJbier, her soul was half way ont of her body 
before I came up and stopped it going farther with a dose o' 
brandy." 

'* Was she my mother P " asked Olympic solemnly. It was 
her father of whom she had always thought and heard, and her 
mother was a new idea. 

"Poor lady, as pretty a black-eyed senorita as a owld 
cahmpeener, that* s seen a few, 'Id care to see. Ah, 'twas sad to 
a heart that had a soft spot in'm in them old days to see a dyin' 
lady and a livin' baby lym' there sJl no-how among them dead 
troopers. It made a man think a bit, and the fightin' somehow 
turned sour on me stomach after gein' down." 

" And what did you do ? " 

"I couldn't leave a pig like that, with them boys about $ 
'twasn't the provost-mar^ial had an easy berth out there. So I 
just looked after me pistols, an' took'm right away to me own 
quarthers — and them was all the pickin's I got that day — a dyin' 
woman and a baby. Didn't the boys grin when they got to 
know." 

It had happened to Major SuUivan of Castle Sullivan to be 
once or twice suspected of romancing, or of talking with a 
purpose. Forsyth, for example, would have given him an 
exceedingly bad character in that regard: Gerald, if he was 
any wiser now than he used to be, had eveiy reason to suspect 
his every word. But Olympia, though she had learned to 
suspect everybody else, did not suspect him. 

While Forsyth was leading that life of concealment which 
gave him a perpetual air of having something to conceal ; while 
Captain Westwood was outraging his own proper nature ; while 
Mrs. Westwood was plotting and counterplotting under the in- 
fluence of some inexplicable motive ; while Gerald was talking 
as if he meant one thing and behaving as if he meant another ; 
the bragging Major — ^to use no harsher word for his eccentricities 
-^was, thus far, as obviously telling the truth as the others 
had been telling or acting lies. She could not have given a 
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reason for believing in all this romance, bat she was justified by 

a contrast that wonid have convinced all who have any instinctive 

power of reading the manner of men. 

^* 'Twasn't much, was it, after fightin' so hard P " he went on, 

looking at her almost pleadingly, as though still half ashamed 
of not making a better use of the opportunities of which he, 

as a maintainer of discipline, had gone out to deprive others. 
'^ Well, there was no help for it — an' th' poor senora died right 
away before next day was through. But she was a mahried 
woman, no doubt of that, an' she told me quite enough to put 
me on the trail. But 'twasn't the time to send ye home just 
ihen : and how could I leave y'on the road, poor little brat that 
ye were, that smiled up in me face and had nobody to give ye 
crust or crumb P Ye weren't much use on a march, not to say 
ye weren't more trouble than ye were worth till I got used to 
ye. • 

" What — ^you mean you " 

'' Was just your own father an' mother, darlin', an' brother 
an' sister an' nurse an' all, till I sent ye to your ^ — ^unde, me 
friend the Captain at The Laur'ls — at Clifton, then. Oh, but 
that went crule hard I — A quare life we led of it, for ye went 
with me wherever lid go, up from Cape Horn to Hudson's Bay : 
but 'twas a rare good time, and I was just broken-hearted to purt 
wid ye — ^but needs must when the Divle drives." 

''Major Sullivan" she began timidly, holding out her 

hand. 

" Say * Danny ' just once, darlin'— 'twill be like the jew to a 
owld cahmpeenin' sowl to hear the owld word again." 

'' ' Danny,' then ! — ^I wouldn't let ye kiss me once," she said, 
almost falling back into her long-lost brogue. ''But ye may 



now." 



'' An' sure I will ! " he said, and touched her forehead gently 
with his grizzled beard. 

" But, oh, why haven't ye told me all this before P " 

" Ye're wonderin' P Sure, 'tis because I want to save ye 
again." 

It is hard to say how, but there was an imperceptible change 
in his manner — it lost simplicity. 

"Ye're goin' to be mahried, I hear, to that young chap I 
saved once from drownin'. Never mind how I know — I know 
more about ye than ye think for. Tisn't for nothing I've been 
pottherin' about here four times every year — at odd times, I 
mean. Well, ye see, up goes Master Oer'ld, the young scamp, 
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to Lcmdon, mighty dape spoons on 70, 111 be boniAd — soup* 
ladles, may be, an' smaU shame to'm " 

"What do yon mean — are there more riddles? Shall I 
never oome to an end P " 

'* Faithi 'tis no riddle at all. There's a yonng friend of mine 
np there — a mighty pretty girl she is, too---an' snre ye know, a 
boy's but a boy." 

'^ Then I won't know what yon mean. Gerald's as true as 
steel." 

'* Pr'aps he is — and steel's tme to anybody that takes'm. Boy 
nor bowie can't be tme to two at once, ye Imow. But the g^rlVi 
as poor as Job— K)r the Major; 'tis all one. No, I won't name 
nameSy nor tell tales. If ve won't believe the man that saved 
ye from dyin\ on his livin an' dyin' oath, I'll say no more." 

" And I don't want names nor tales," she said proudly, though 
with a chill at her heart. " (Gerald's as true as — ^me." 

" The young blagyard ! I wouldn't have believed it ofm — 
'tis just like a brute baste to go fortune-huntin' before your 
wild oats are sown." 

" What^ love one and marry another P Sure you're laughing 
at me to tell me such a tale." 

'' An' why wouldn't he ? Love the poor and marry the rich 
— ^tis the way of the world." 

'* You mean he loves me and wants to marry her ? " 

«Deuoe a bit I mean he loves her and wants to marry 
you. 

*' Thank you kindly for telling me I'm a fortune. I'm sure I 
didn't know it, nor Glerald. It's me that marries the rich, and 
him that marries the poor." 

*^ What— -don't ye Imow you're as rich as a Jew P Don't ye 
know there came a letter m>m them lawyers in Lincoln's Inn 
Faylds to say ye'd come in for your mother^s fortune in Buenos 
AyresP" 

" I ? Sure you're mad, or Fm dreaming ! " 

*' Deuce a bit of either at all. I've not tasted a drop since 
momin' Pr'aps ye'll believe me when I tell ye I've seen a 
letter — ^never mind where — but I know me owld friend the 
Captain, ye know : and most of what he knows, I know too." 

She would have been an idiot if she had continued to doubt 
or disbelieve. She was listening, not to the mere words of 
Major Sullivan, but to the light with which they instantly 
flooded all that her eyes had seen and her ears had heard that 
day and the month that had gone before. The possibility of 
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her liaving snddeoily grown rich meant, in itself nothing. Bnt 
the change in (Jerald, her annf s hitherto nnaeoonntaUe trana- 
formation, the secret oonyersationa between the two^ all things 
except her nncle's stnbbomness, were more than easily aooonnted 
for by her hayiag become rich. There was no room for wonder 
why she had been kept in ignorance of her inheritance until it 
was safe in the hands of Mrs. Westwood's son. She flushed up 
for an instant with the natural jealousy that needs not love to 
grow in, and with bitter disappointment in QenJd's loyalty, 
wherein she had belieyed as fully as in her own. She behoved, 
not because the Major had told her to believe, but because she 
believed what she herself had seen and had not till now seen 
through. 

" Oh, what shall I do ? " she cried out, feeling the g^und 
sinking under her and letting her fall into an abyss of deceit 
and treachery. There was none left to trust, not one : not even 
Qerald, whose pretended self-sacrifice, now that it was laid bare, 
left him only an object of scorn, both in his own contemptible 
character and as his mother's passive tool. The thought of 
being rich conveyed no other thought to her, who knew as little 
of money as of marriage. 

** Whatll ye do, darlin' P Sure, here stands Mejor Dionvsius 
SoolUvan, of Gastle Soollivan, County Sligo, ready an' willm' to 
stand by ye against all them blasyards — ^undes, aunts, cousins, 
an' all an' more. Ah, 'twas a bad hour when I let je get 
among that crew — ^it broke me own heart, that loved ye like my 
own little gurl, and it's nigh breakin' yours. — D'ye mind now 
what a free life we had of it when ye was nothing but me own 
Uttle gurl P " 

She no longer stood still, but began to walk up and down 
before him in as open a revolt against all civilised mankind as 
if she had never left her far Western cradle. 

" Ah, 'twas a mistake, indeed ! I'm not made for them and 
their ways — ^it's always been the case since I was bom. If I 
don't mind the old times — I feel them, and I'll have them again. 
Aunt Oar'line bade me run away — and I will." 

" Me own brave gurl ! »' 

'' 111 not be tricked and tossed about any more. They may 
keep my fortune, but my fortune's not Me. If that's what 
Gendd wants, let him take it, and marry every girl there is, if 
he wants to. Oh, if I wasn't a woman ! why wasn't I bom a 
boy?*' 

The Major looked as if he had raised a spirit that rather 
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alaimed him. Bnfc snddenlj, as quickly aa they had riaen, the 
signs of the storm vent down. 

'* Take me to London," she said, qniokly and shortly, bnt 
quietly, like one who has made np her mind. 

" To London P I didn't look for ye to take it all as hot and 
sharp as this, anyhow." 

"Say •Yes' or *No.' You don't know from what you've 
saved me — and to think that to-morrow " 

'' Sore, rid take je to the world's end ! '' 

" But to-night — ^it will be too late to-morrow. Now, before I 
see any of their faces again." 

•' Ye mean it P Ye bBlieve all I've told ye P Then praise be 
to glory ! I've but to strahp my valise, an' there I am. But 
you'll have some traps, I guess P An' how'll ye get them sent 

" I haven't got anything, and I won't have them sent down." 
" I'll get Payter's gig, of coarse — ^but howll I meet ye ? " 
" Drive to the sign-post beyond Stackworth. It's about a mile 

beyond Morse the balror's. FU be there by the time you come." 
" What ! — ^ye'll be there in the dark-— all alone P A young 

ladv like you P There'll be the deuce to pay an' alL 111 tell 

ye how. I've been thinking as I came along " 

" No ! I'm going to have my own way now, all the rest of 

my days. Wait at the sign-post; and when ye see a young 



man " 



"A young man P An' who'll he be P " 

" Wait for a whistle ; and if ye hear it like that — ^three times 
— stop and wait. I'll be with ye the moment after. The 
dotheell be (Gerald's ; but never mind. I'll pay him some day, 
if he's so fond of money. No woman was ever good for any- 
thmg, wasn't I told but this morning P Say ' No,' if you like 
— I'U be off in my own way all the same. — ^And didn't I say then 
• I hate being a woman ' r " 

Her shattered faith in Gherald's loyalty, her scorn for all the 
human beings that surrounded her as their defenceless prey, her 
discontent, her ambition, her longing for unfettered life, her 
old disgust with her own sex, and the heritage of liberty to 
which, as the Major had painted it, she had been bom — fused 
into one grand impulse that carried her away like a hurricane. 
" I wish I were a man," she had often said ; but now, in the 
moment of impulse that came upon her like a revelation, she 
exclaimed — 

'<Iii^beaMan!" 
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CHAPTER !• 

Andreas. — Oyeg/ OyeM/ Oy««/ 
Good folk, I pray you aO draw nigh, 
With gaping monta and sealM eye. 

And Bee what Jove shall eenoL 
I'm Medicorwn MedictUt 
And onre all qnalmB without a f naa — 

Oye* /—Old names to mend ! 

Gulp down a dose of glamonr pills. 
And straightwi^ ohaff the hnn^py fills. 

Blades white, and losing wins. 
For aoes tnm to doable six. 
And Madame Golombina's trioks 

Beoome Sir Harlequin's. 

Thebb is no need to dwell, in this age of the world, on the 
effect of Aunt Carolines and TJncle Johns upon natures and 
characters that are to them what the jonng eaglet is to the 
middle*aged canary who is born and bred in its cage. Olympia 
cooldnot fedl to contrast her life in Gressford with the freedom 
she had felt and read was whirling and rnshing ronnd and 
above her bars. The demon of the fever of life is not to be ex- 
orcised with the only spell that Mrs. Westwood knew how to 
nse. Some sort of sudden end must have come — and it came 
in the flash of light and sonnd that gods and girls call a revela- 
tion and that sober mortals call a countrv ball. That had shown 
her what she desired, and Forsyth had taught her what she 
could do. Then, into all this chaos, the spirit of Love, never 
far off with such as she, tremblingly felt his way. But even 
that blundering spirit was doomed, in her case, to outdo his 
common blunders. How could she, whose text-books of love 
and life were the novels and romances to be found in a house into 
-which no new books ever came, imagine that her docile pleasure 
in the daily society of a man who lectured and scolded her, and 
was neither young nor handsome, could have the remotest 
affinity with the wonderful dream which, according to her 
books, is the privilege of the young alone P Never^eless, it 
-was iJie thought of him alone that made her pause before 
taking advantage of the sudden opening of her cage door ; and 
more, it was he alone whom her heart refased to include in the 
disgust wherewith Gherald's cowardly hypocrisy had inspired 
her towards every human being that had ever strayed into 

T 
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Gressford St. Mary. All but he were alike and unspeakablj 
contemptible — there was nothing for her bnt to spread her 
wings out into the free broad air. As to any observance of her 
annt's proprieties in the manner of her escape, it was enough 
that they were her aunt's to make her scorn and reject them 
even if she had known what they were. Everything connected 
with the manners and customs of The Lanrels were now and 
henceforth necessarily despicable and wrong. 

Even Major Sullivan himself was now ennobled in her eyes 
for the sake of the contrast he presented to all she had been 
taught to regard as characteristic of a gentleman. He, at any 
rate, was no slave to proprieties, conventionalities, and hypo- 
crisies ; and this, in her present mood, was more than enoagh 
for her. Since studied refinement was the sign of cowardice 
and falsehood, then open vulgarity was the brand of manhood 
and honour. That blunder has often been made by those who 
are accounted wise. She had read in his face the unmistakable 
signs of genuine feeling; and thes^, too, are apt to mislead 
those who have not yet learned that even the most thorough- 
paced rascal may feel just as deeply and truly as the most 
honourable of men. In short, her introduction to this earth 
had sown in her the most doubtful of seeds : her training had 
done its best to develop the doubtful seeds into monstrous and 
abnormal blossoms. H the fruit that showed itself at last in 
this wild escapade had turned out otherwise, such a result could 
only have been due to the most surprising complication of im- 
probable chances. 

As to her disguise, she had, as we know, long pined for the 
manhood in which, as she believed in her bewilderad ignorance, 
she could alone find satisfaation for her random energies. 
What had Forsyth himself told her only yesterday? *'No 
woman ever yet reached the front rank — and, if she could, she 
would be so unutterably miserable that it were better for her 
never to have been bom." 

If Love bad found his way to her he had come unknown. 
But he could not come without efEect — ^if he comes not openly, 
he must come disguised, and always in the g^se of some longing 
unattained. She would be in the front rank and would not be 
miserable therein ; and so, if it were impossible to do this as a 
woman, she must become a man. Many another woman, with 
better knowledge of the world, has thought that in order to 
change the nature of her sex she has only to change the out of 
her clothes. 
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It waa in this scornful and indignant mood of impnlsive 
resolution that she left her newlj-found foster-father enslayed 
by the very extravagance of her self-will, and stole back to The 
iknrels — for the last time. She who had scarcely once set her 
foot beyond the bounds of Gressford parish was about to step 
at once across the threshold of the universe. And yet, with all 
her hatred for the past, with all her burning desire for the 
unknown possibilities of the future, she almost hoped, as well 
as feared, that some hand, or word, or look might prove strong 
enough to bar irrevocably the door of her cage. 

None of the forms of a romantic elopement had to be gone 
through. Less than in the afternoon was there any loved home 
to leave — no more than then were there any loving hearts to be 
broken. She was simply an escaping prisoner. But still, even 
life-long prisoners have been known to suffer a pang when on 
the point of quitting their gaol. She and all the trifles that 
made up The Laurels had been for so long parts of the same 
whole, that to cut herself adrift from them was like a surgical 
operation, necessary and wholesome, but not the less bitter for 
being inflicted by her own hand and her own free will. There 
was still time before the dinner hour — that daily crisis in the 
history of The Laurels — for her to do everything that need be 
done, so long as she could manage to carry out her preparations 
nnseen. 

Happily — or unhappily — she had ample time ; for there waa 
nobody to whom she need bid even a covert good-bye. There 
was not even a dog whose caress might have proved that last 
link to keep her back that she half feared and half hoped for. 
Never did mortal since the world began feel so utterly deserted 
and alone. Yet, though strong in her impulse, she felt more 
like a criminal than like a heroine as she crept upstairs to her 
own room. She nervously felt as though she had been doing 
precisely the same thing under precisely the same circumstances 
in some former life before she was born. When a stair creaked 
she recalled those early mornings when, almost before daylight, 
she used to steal books from the drawing-room, or carry them 
back again, with a heart beating at every crack for fear the 
house should be disturbed. But she knew what she was about. 
The whole process of her elopement had entei^ her mind 
simultaneously with the first thought of it, and she had worked 
it out as she came along, as wdl as her confused attempts to 
gather up the lost times of whicii the Mi^or had spoken, would 
allow* 



276 OLYMPIA. 

She reached her room and locked herself in. Then she drew 
from the cupboard that suit of clothes in which she had 
astonished Annt Caroline, and spread it oat npon the bed, as 
she had done before. This was to be no masquerade, however ; 
and some unknown instinct made her colour with shame, though 
nobody was hj to see. She was but a country girl staring at 
her cousin's suit of clothes : but she was also an errant demoi" 
Belle gazing at the suit of armour in which she was to encounter 
the giants and enchanters of the world. There was no element 
of burlesque in the situation to her. It is the spectators, not 
the actors, who peroeiye the grotesque contradictions of which 
this life of ours is whoUy made. To the lookers-on, all is &rce — 
to the actors, all is tragedy ; and both are right, for both things 
are one and the same. 

She was still hesitating on the brink before taking the over- 
whelming plunge, when — so slowly did action follow impulse—* 
she was startled by the 60un<) of the dinner-bell. That well- 
known clang, so innocent and welcome in itself, gave her nerve. 
She could not, after all she had meant to do, go down tamely 
and face, as if nothing had happened, Gerald, and Aunt Caro- 
line, and TJnde John. She could not even seem to eat another 
crumb of their treacherous charity. Indeed, the meal itself 
gave her the opportunity that was alone wanting to carry 
out her scheme. She would not be missed for another ten 
minutes — if she was sent for she need not unlock her door. In 
less time than on the evening of Gerald's return from sea, with- 
out giving the matter another conscious thought, she was trans- 
formed from a tall and handflome girl into a slight and girlish- 
looking young mau, so well disguised by frequent practice 
as to be able to pass muster better than the hundred other 
women who had successfully played the same conjuring trick 
before her. 

She thought neither of luggage nor of money. The first was 
beyond her strength, and VolQ necessity of the second never 
occurred to her. Besides, she would soon make all she wanted, 
and more besides. She was now ready for the adventure, when 
something made her start &r more violently than at the clang 
of the dinner-bell. 

"My hair!" 

Alas for the manhood of Olympia ! The links that bound her 
to her sex were found at lastr Anger, ambition, energy, im- 
pulse, found themselves outweighed by some ounces of hair. 
What was to be done P She stood, pale and irresolute, before 
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the looking-glass that reflected so obtmsiFelj what no daughter 
of Ere can dream of giving up without a shudder. Olympia's 
chestnut coils were thick, wavy, and clustering ; but had they 
been thin and meagre, it would have been the same. The most 
terrible part of the punishment of a female felon is the loss of 
her hair. Self-deprivation of it is a sort of suicide. And yet 
it must be done, or she must give up her scheme. No disguise, 
however perfect otherwise, would serve to hide her woman's 
glory. It was not vanity, but instinct, that she tried to crush 
by a crowning effort of self-will. 

Catching up her largest pair of scissors in her right hand, and 
grasping with her lefb a large chestnut coil, she closed her eyes 
so that they might not see the sacrifice, and in a half-hearted 
way, listened to the slight, almost inaudible, grating of a hair 
or two against the edge of the steel. The sound was like pain. 
But, under the same spell of fascination that almost compels a 
man who places a loaded pistol to his forehead to draw the 
trigger whether he will or no, she nervously snapped the two 
blades together — and then opened her eyes to the havoc she had 
made. 

She looked at her reflection aghast. But, in effect, with the 
loss of the first coil the deed was done. She could face nobody 
now — and to leave her work unfinished would be neither to go 
nor to stay. Feeling almost like a murderess in the midst of 
work that must be finished and concealed, she placed a cloth 
under her feet and cut off, more rapidly than neatly, every lock 
that might tell a tale. She dared look in the glass no more, 
but folded up the cloth and its contents, and hid the bundle out 
of sight behind some trunks in a comer of the cupboard. Her 
head felt strangely light, either from actual loss of weight or 
from the excitement that still made her hand tremble. But it 
was all over now. She had brought up an old cap with her 
from the hall that noboby would miss. With this she covered 
her disgrace — ^and then, at last, after peeping out timidly between 
the door and the door-post, she emerged upon the landing-place, 
no longer Olympia Westwood, but — a Man. 

Bat her escape was not secure. She had not crept half-way 
downstairs when she heard the rustle of a well-known silk gown 
ascending the stairs to meet her. Her heart jumped into her 
throat, and in the moment's pause she lost the opportunity of 
retreating to her room again while there was yet time. She 
could only crouch back into a COTner of the second landing-place, 
"without the faintest hope of escaping notice. 



378 OLYMPIA. 

'Ret aunt's drees brnshed against her, her breatbing most 
have been heard. Bat, to her own astonishment she was not 
seen. 

She heard her annt tap at thd door and enter the room. 
Then seizing the occasion to which she was now fairly and 
irretrievablj committed, she ran lightly downstairs, crossed the 
hall, and was in the twilight of the garaen with the hall door 
safe and close behind her. She was not afraid of being looked 
for immediately. Nobody had seen her oome home, she knew, 
and she was often late for dinner these warm erening^ since she 
had been indulged in her whim of sketching as long as there 
was light to see by. 

The house lay back from the village, and as it was now g^w- 
ing dark she had no fear of being seen by any of the Gressford 
people, far less of being recognised in such a disguise. They 
would as soon have expected to see the Honourable and 
Beverend Maurice Lee drinking in Peter Pigot's bar*parlour as 
a Miss Wcstwood of The Laurels going about the lanes in menV 
clothes. Making her way quickly to the post where she had 
appointed the Major to meet her, she sat down quietly under a 
haystack just within a field-gate to wait for the sound of coming 
wheels. 

This is all that she did. She only took a brisk evening walk 
from Ghressf ord to Staokworth and a little beyond. She was too 
hurried and excited to think while on her way, but when she sat 
down to wait it was a different thing. 

No power on earth short of main bodily force could make her 
go back now. That was settled. The night air began to taunt 
her with her folly, and the darkness and solitude of the place 
began to teach her that a man's courage is not to be put on with 
a man's clothes. She was beginniug to grow cold in heart as 
well as in limb before she had waited fifteen minutes out of what 
might prove to be an hour or more. But it was too late now. 
She had chosen the place because it was lonely, and she could 
do nothing now but face things as they came. She wished, 
however, that she bad brought a shawl, and the rising moonlight 
would not look so unusually strange 

She began by putting on a bold air, to scare away all the 
stories of lonely roads that she had ever heard and that now in- 
sisted upon keeping her company. She was a man now, and 
must behave as a man. She was brave enough in her own 
clothes — how was it that her disguise seemed to bring her 
cowardice instead of courage P What were they all doing at 
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The Laurels now P Thej had missed her sorely, and she did not 
feel proud of having thrown The Laurels into confusion even 
for the sake of revenge. When the hot fit was upon her it 
rather gratified her to speculate upon what they would all think 
and say when they found her gone. But now the hot impulse 
was overtaken by cold reflection. All manner of consequenees, 
likely and unlikely, began to rise up in judgment upon her. 
They would be scouring the country ; they would be dragging 
the pond. Forsyth would call to-morrow and find her gone, and 
what would he say ? She had not thought till now how far she 
was carrying her vengeance. It had all seemed so easy, so 
obvious, to run quietly away from The Laurels, and never be 
heard of by anybody again ; and now, though it was impossible, 
she would have returned if she could only slip back unperoeived, 
and if her hair could have grown again in half an hour. 
Suppose the Major should either miss her or else never come at 
all r Why should she have trusted him so implicitly when she 
had withdrawn her trust from all the rest of the world P Would 
he not, even as her well-wisher, think it the duty of a friend to 
betray her confidence to her enemies P Might he not bring 
others to the place of rendezvous, whence she could be driven 
back to The Laurels with shame, to become a butt and a laugh- 
ing-stock for the rest of her days ? She would never be able to 
look Forsyth in the &ce again — she would throw herself into the 
Beck sooner. She could not risk that. Even if the Major 
played her false she could not return. She would give him five 
minutes longer, and then, if he still delayed, she must go out 
into the world on foot and alone. 

She had no watch, and at the end of barely half a minute her 
growing anxiety told her that the allowance of time had expired. 
She left her haystack and looked up and down the dark road. 
Nothing was to be seen. She must set out in the hope of reach- 
ing Melmouth before morning, though what she was to do when 
she got there was beyond her power of dreaming. She was, as 
she had always longed to be, face to &.ce with the great wide 
world ; and it looked upon her, not with the welcome she had 
dreamed of, but with black and paralysing stare. 

But she had not made her first -step along the Melmouth road, 
wixen suddenly, in truth or in fancy, her nervously strained ears 
caught a sound of wheels from the direction of Stackworth. 
She stopped and listened. The sound came nearer and nearer, 
the wheels seemed to move more and more slowly. Was it the 
Major at lastP or was it Gkrald, or her uncle, or the parish 
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coDstable P Whicheyer it was, he was too near now for her to 
escape, unless she crept out of the road again until the pursuit 
went hj \ and then she would miss the Major if bj chance it was 
he. Was it safe to give the signal ? She drew back to the side 
of the road, half within the gate, and made a faint attempt to 
whistle. But no sound came from her lips ; she only frightened 
herself into silence. Half from want of power, half from want 
of will, she was like to let her protector, if it were really he, go 
bj. Not that it was likely to be him, for what reasonable chance 
was there that any sane man should take part with a girl in so 
mad an escapade ? 

Perhaps, after all, the sound she thought she heard was only 
in her fancy. She listened intently again. Once more she tried 
to giye the signal, and once more she failed. It was a moment 
of agony, only to be measured by the shame and panic terror 
from which it sprang. 

Suddenly her suspense was brought to an end in a manner for 
which she was the least of all prepared 

All at once the stars, that had hitherto been shiningso quietly 
and scornfully aboye her, began to dance and reeL The sound 
of the wheels, whether coming or going, changed to the rush of 
the sea. She gprew sick, deaf, and blind. She had just strength 
enough left to ciy out, and then her suspense was oyer. She 
saw and heard nothing more. She, who had thought it easy to 
lead armies, and to break habits as if they were made of cobweb, 
had fainted with the effort of watching for an hour by a peaceful 
roadside. 

Her first sensation was the taste of brandy ; her second was 
that of falling from a terrible height, through a crushing cloud ; 
her third was the sound of an exclamation that was neither her 
uncle's " The Deuce ! " nor her cousin's " By George ! " but an 
inarticulate kind of groan, half of relief, half of astonishment, 
that somehow seemed to carry her back to her cradle among the 
troopers on the field of Carabobo. 

'* Och, cWamba! If I didn't take ye for some young rascal 
whole says oyer as ye laid there nigh under th' yery whales ! 
There, be quiet, darlin' — I'll pick y'up in no time — ^there! — 
though ye're not the light weight ye were when I first took ye — 
like a feather. But who 'Id haye thought to find a young lady 
in them boy's things ? Sure, I wouldn't haye know'd ye but 
for th' eyes. There — ^take another pull at the brandy — ^you're a 
bit too sober, I reckon. I neyer was scared before. There — 
you're better now ? " 
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Looking np faintly as she pusbed aside tbe flask, slie saw tbe 
Major kneeling in the road, and supporting her in his arms. 
She felt very miserable, very ill, and very much ashamed. With 
an efEort she managed to rise, and supported herself against the 
gate by the side of which she had fallen. 

'' I'm all right now," she said at last. " What has happened 
to me ? How came I to be lying in the road ? I've heard of 
people fainting — is this what I've done ? I wish I'd got some 
eau de Cologne, It felt like dying. I never felt like that before. 
Am I going to be ill P " 

" Faith an' vengeance ! 'tis lucky I came. D'ye feel very 
bad, darlin' ? I wish ye'ld take another pull at the brandy," 

" Do they know at home ? " 

" Not that I know. Don't ye feel better now ? " 

" Everything seems to swim." 

" Och, cWamha ! this'll never do. A pretty kettle we're in. 
Sure, how'ld I guess this was the tricks you was up to with your 
talkin' about bein' a man. 'Tis all up now, anjhow. Let me 
put y'in the trahp an' drive ye home. Bed's the trahp for ye 
now. I wouldn't chance killin' ye for twice ten thousand pound, 
bad luck to'm ! " 

** No — no ! I can't go home. HI or well, you must take me 
on now." She started from the gate and seemed to dash her 
weakness away. 

" Sure, I'ld take ye to th' Ahntipodes — but I won't kill ye. 
Tis a Almighty bad job this. I didn't knc^ you meant to lead 
a trustin' owld cahmpeener into the like of this cahmpeen. Sure, 
what*ll I do with ye if ye get ill P — Though it's often I've been 
your nurse, an' docthor, an' 'pothecary too, an' brought ye through 
th' masles with me own hand. Ah, 'tis crule to pick y'up an' 
put y' down again now I've got ye — but let me put y'in the gig 
an' drive ye home," 

His voice and manner were more anxious than his words. But, 
if she had been dying, she could not let herself be brought back 
to The Laurels in snch a guise. 

" Never," she said, firmly. " I won't be ill. If you don't 
drive me straight off to London I'll walk there by myself, just 
as I am, ill or well, if I have to beg my way. It's too late to go 
back now." 

*' You're afraid of the owld woman P Faith, I'd like to see 
anybody lay their little finger on ye. I'll be at ' The Prince ' ; 
and if they don't behave themselves, you send for the Major. I 
know a wake place or two in them Laur'ls ; and I'ld like to see 
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a captain of tbein militia blagyarda set himself op against a 
owld cabmpeenin' major, that's seen service nnder Sir De Lacy 
Evans, an' Oin'ral Berthes^ne, an' Gin'ral Bolivar. Faidi, lid 
scahlp'm ! " 

" I'm afraid of nothing. Bnt — ^no, I can't tell yon all. I 
mnst and will go on. I'll kill myself sooner than go back 
again ! " 

" Well, ye nsed to have yonr own way before ye could spake, 
so I suppose ye will now. 'Tis too late in the day to begin 
contradictin' ye. If I'd ever meant to do that I ought to have 
begun before. 'Twas always the way with ye — what ye didn't 
get by ooaxin' ye'ld get by stahmpin' — so 'twas all one iiTone 
said * Yes ' t' ye or * No.' Here goes, then — an' we've no time 
to lose. They'll have bate to arrums at The Laurls by now. 
Faith, I wouldn't have the heart to give y'up again, after all, and 
if ye are in for another docthrin' I must do what I can with ye. 
Ye came close to your old f ather-an-mother's heart when he saw 
ye lyin' there under the whales, just like at Oarabobo." 

" Youll take me to London, then P " 

" To London ? I'll drive ye to— where ye please." 

He half lifted her into the gig, took the reins, and went off as 
briskly as Peter Pigot's horse of all work would allow. 

" Brute baste that I am ! " exclaimed the Major, after five 
minutes' silence. 'Tis selfish blagyards we all are, man an' boy. 
Here'm I, thaf s as warm in-an'-out as a volcano, an' you 
shiverin' like a iceberg. Just hold them reins while I put things 
more fair." 

The Major, who thought nothing of usurping a whole fireplace 
to himself at the expense of everybody else in the room, took 
off the heavy cloak in which he lived, and wrapped it closely 
round Olympia. She was in fact, shivering with cold, and she 
was too grateful to refuse. Had she known how inconsistent 
with the Major's ways was thought for another, she would have 
been more grateful still. As it was, she could not fail to mark 
the contrast between the combined tenderness and roughness of 
the hand that thus tried to shield her from the night air. 

With all its roughness, our poor adventuress had never felt a 
touch BO tender. Mrs. Westwood's had always been the tra- 
ditional stepmother's, and Grerald's had always been the playmate's 
and not the lover's hand. There was no need for her to speculate 
upon her companion's motives for reclaiming her, when the 
folding of an old cloak about her felt like a direct appeal to old 
and dormant memories. 
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Bnfc, in spite of its keenness, she owed some gratitude to the 
night air from -which he sought to gnard her. The fresh wind, 
that met tkem on its way from the sea, swept away her faintness 
and hegan to hrace her nerves. She was still nnahle to think, 
but it enabled her to go on without thinking or wondering or 
looking forwar^ as one goes in a dream. Mer breaking away 
from her old life was so complete, that she felt as if bom into 
the world again, knowing nothing, regretting nothing, hoping 
nothing, with everything to wait for and nothing to do but accept 
thingrg as they came. She still felt weak and faint, and, without 
knowing it, utterly dependent upon the old rascal who sat by 
her side. Though he obeyed her and yielded to her as a nuktter 
of course, she was still the woman and he the man. No doubt 
she! would have been disgusted enough to be told that her sex 
had anything to do with the influence that she ascribed wholly 
to her natural force of will. 

She had thought, in her distress, of stepping over the threshold 
of the world alone : and if she had got as far as Melmouth, she 
would not have known how to find out an inn — much less what 
to say or do if by any lucky chance she happened to find one. It 
was essential to her disguise that she should pass with the herd, 
and she would have drawn attention to herself from landladies, 
waiters, and chambermaids, at her very first word. In short, 
she had never felt herself so much a girl as since her transfor- 
mation. 

Little was said by the way during this dktraordinary journey, 
to which her wanderings and adventures as a child, judged by 
the law of probabilities, had been common things of every day. 
She could only let herself drift on, lean back, and think of her 
fainting fit as the passage into a new hemisphere. For the time, 
all that she had left behind seemed like a dream within a dream. 
The Major, in the now failing moonlight, had enough to do to 
drive straight and keep in the middle of the road. But every 
now and then he looked at her, and once when the cloak was 
not so close round her throat as it might be, he stopped again to 
adjust it carefully. 

She shut her eyes and almost dozed. '* Faith, 'tis the owld 
spirit," she heard him mutter to himself, after the manner of 
tiiose who are themselves their own most intimate friends, 
companions, and confidants. " Them Captains' wives, indeed I 
Faith, 'tisn't their communications *11 corrupt them owld cahm- 
peenin' manners that's bred in the bone. Ah, money's a hard 
divle. Well, plaze the pigs, I'll plaze myself now, and make it 
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pay too." And he began to drone, as if chanting a loUabj to 
her -who now scarcelj needed one — 

Ooh, Molly Bawn, don't Iato me pixim', 

All londy waitui' here for you : 
The 'onte owld Migor's dape designin* 

11 pick them bowni an' shaTe'm too. 

Ooh, MoUt Bawn, don't kape me waitin't 

All lonely pinin' here for Ton : 
The owld oahmpeener'e oahlonlatin' 

'11 eqnase them blagyaxds just a few. 

Ooh, Molly Bawn . • . • • 

She opened her eyes. 

" Snre it's not time to get up P " she asked. '* Ah ! " 
There lay before her the glory of all glories— the sun rising 
in all his splendour over the sea. 



CHAPTER 11. 

iSyZp^.— I deck with etars my raven hair. 

I'tc chased the moon and oaoght her-* 
Hynygih, — ^Around my brow the waste I wear 

Of gri^, and wreck, and alanghter. 
Sylph, — The mother I of fancies fair — 
Nyjiyoh, — ^And I, dark Fancy's daughter — 
BylpK, — I build up castles in the air — 
ifymph, — ^I drown tiiem in the water 1 



It was her first sight of the sea since she had crossed the 
Atlantic, though it lay within an easy drive from Gressford. 
When her uncle or aunt had occasion to go to Melmouth, the 
carriage had always been full enough without her. She had 
never seen the sun rise : for getting up before it was time to be 
called was included in Mrs. Westwood's catalogue of unheard- 
of improprieties. And now, from the verge of the downs, she 
saw both sea and sunrise in one. 

It was a wonderful moment in the artistic life that was now 
waking up within her, and she thought that this outer world 
into which she had now fairly escaped was indeed grand and 
beautiful. For the time all her weakness was swept away, and 
the birds as they woke up seemed to sing her new-made songs. 
It was worth while to have gone through all last night's misery 
only for the sake of the sublime vision that lay before her — 
only for the sake of those blazing mountains of purple clouds 
and of that plain of molten gold that lay below. For the 
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moment the onter world was f oLryland : ifc was as thongh she 
was looking, with waking eyes, npon the grandest of all her 
dreams. The sea-breeze filled her with new life, and had she 
been told bj one of those gigantio clond-angels spreading ont 
rose-colonred wings before her, '' Yon have died, and yon see 
the gates of heaven," she wonld have believed. 

" Ah," said the Major, " that means eggs-an'-rahshers ! " 

" It is glorions ! " said Olympia. 

^' And so they are. I've eaten everything in my time, from 
an owld boot np to a canvas back ; bnt when ye're sharp set 
there's nothing like them eggs-an'-rahshers, I can tell ye. That's 
Mehnonth down there. And there's Weyport, that big hill 
there stickin' ont to sea. Plaze the pigs, we'll have a taste of 
'em in no time now.'' 

They came down the hill into the town, which was almost as 
dead asleep as when Forsyth passed through it on foot from 
Weyport ten years ago. But its sleep was lighter now. Then 
it was a misty October morning ; now it was a bright morning 
at the season when summer is jnst growing out of spring. 
The shops were not open, but there were enough early risers 
about to stare at Peter Pigot's trap as it drove in. Olympia's 
heart began to beat. In so strange a place nothing would 
seem strange, and she half expected to see Gerald or her uncle 
standing bv ihe side of the road. 

The Major seemed as much athomein Melmouth as anywhere 
else, and drove straight to an unpretending public-house in the 
back part of the town. 

" What are you stopping here for P " asked Olympia. " Are 
we not going on ? " 

" Without breakfest ? " 

" But suppose we're followed P " 

<< They'll foUow us if we go full, but they'll catch us if we go 
fastin*. In a retrate the maxim is, ate all ye can as ye go, and 
]ave nothing for them that come after. There — why ye see ye 
can hardly stand ! " 

Olympia's impatient spirit had forgotten that she had gone 
without food since breakfast-time the day before. She should 
have run away from home after dinner instead of before. As 
soon as she stood upon the pavement in front of the inn she 
found herself fainting from want of food. The Major took her 
arm, gave the horse and trap in charge to an ostler, and led 
her at once into a small parlour reeking with the stale relics of 
tobacco and beer. 
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*' There, sit down till I reoonnoitre/' Le said, and left her 
with a Yery different feeling about break^t than she had ex- 
pressed a minute or two ago. She had always had a fine appe- 
tite, and she was now in searair. 

But she was not prepared for the repast that came. She 
had a dim idea, after trying to eat as well as her long &st would 
allow, of seeing the Major follow his half-dozen eggs and kis 
dozen rashers with cold beef enough, she thought, to have pro- 
visioned The Laurels for three days. She had never seen a man 
conAise the uses of his knife and fork before, or of his fork and 
his fingers. He had been thoughful enough to order some tea 
for her, but he washed down his beef with beer, and followed 
the beer with brandy and water. Whe^ all was over, he gazed 
stolidly at the ruins he had made and sighed. 

" And now ye'll go and lie down," he said. *' After eating 
all them baf e ye must take a 9M9ia. They'll show ye a room, 
and I've told'm ye're HI." 

" No — ^I'm ready now. We'll go on." 

" Why, one'ld think it was a scare we had, instead of a retraite 
.in order. Sure there's lots of things to do before we oan get 
on. I've got to send back the trap, and get a post-chay, and 
I've got to digest them vituals too, and all that tskkes time. Oh, 
they won't be after ye, never fear; and if they're after ye, 
they've got before ye by now. The slower we go, the farther 
they'll be got away ; and when ye're bein' run after, droppin' 
behind where they can't see ye's a much 'cuter trick than gettin' 
in front of 'em, where they can. There, go up with ye, and lie 
down and shut your eyes. Sure, darlin', they're droppin' to- 
gether now, and after all that bafe, no wonder." 

'^ How long shall you be getting the carriage to go on P " she 
asked impatiently, though she could hardly hold up her head 
with fatigue. 

'' We'U be on in an hour sharp, and we can't move before. 
Lock your door behind ye, and if anybody in the house spakes 
to ye, knock 'em down," 

Though she felt that every moment's delay was a new peril, 
there was nothing to be done but submit, and she allowed her- 
self to be shown to a small bedroom, where she might remain 
by herself without risk of discovery till the provokin^y 
deliberate movements of the Major allowed her to proceed. But, 
iu spite of her weariness, she did not close her eyes. Every- 
thing that had happened since her escape from The Laurels was 
as incomprehensible as if she had been suddenly transported 
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from the earth to tbe moon. Her will, that had felt so inTin- 
oible when she nsed to wander abont her imaginary world, now 
seemed paralysed. How should she be able to hold her own if 
she was a&aid to speak to an inn waiter* and if the Major was 
a type of the companions whom she might expect to find P She 
already felt herself transplanted^ into a harder and coarser air, 
to which the air of The Lanrels seemed soft and its pettiness 
refined. She, in her heart, had expected to find herself thrown 
among a race of Forsyths, and she had found in the Major her 
representatiye of men who make themselves at home in the 
world. She was torn in two difierent directions : by disgust at 
all his words and ways, and by favour at the tenderness that 
tried to show itself under his uncouthness whenever he spoke 
to her, or when he recalled those wonderful days of which the 
impress had never left her although their recollection had faded 
away. No wonder, if men were like himself in the open world, 
that he had tried to save her from such life by placmg her in 
her uncle's hands. 

She found some discoloured water in a cracked pitcher, and 
made the best toilet she could, almost wishing that it were pos- 
sible to return. She could find, however, neither soap nor 
towels, and dared not ask for them, fearing lest such a request 
might betray a suspicious inexperience of the manners and cus- 
toms of inns. She was still too sleepy to sleep and too hungry 
to eat when the Major returned, having been away not more 
than a few minutes beyond the hour. 

*^ Now then," he said. *' I've paid the bill and ordered back 
the trap, and the chay's at tbe door, and there's nothing to do 
but get in and go on. Ah, you've been cleaning yourself, have 
ye ? Not a bad notion, that. Maybe I'll do it meself when I 
get to town, and when I've the time. There, in with ye. 
Look here," he said, as he settled himself at her side, *' d'ye 
like prawns ? They're first-rate at Melmouth, and I've got ye 
some to kill the time, an' to fill up the holes and corners. Faith, 
this is different from the last journey we made together, when 
ye wasn't so high, and sat on me knaze aQ the way." 

" Where was that — ^in America ? " 

'' 'Twas when I brouffht ye from Liverpool to Bristol, and 
'twas the sorrowfullest thing I ever did, seein' it was givin' up 
the best part of me." 

" You brought me over, then P Aunt Car'lina used to say 
'twas tbe wife of some carpenter." 

*' Aunt Garline doesn't know everything, let me tell ye* If 
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Bbe did, faith, sheld stare. 'Twas I brought ye over all the 
way. D'ye think I'd tmst ye to any hands bat my own that 
refused ye P " 

'* And yet yon let me go without knowing so many years P *' 

*' More owld fool I. Ah, ye little know how hard it went 
when ye turned away so proud, from me that day, as if I hadn't 
been fit for ye to touch with a pair of owld tongs. So that 
little owld schoolmasther^s got thick with ye since then, I 
hearP" 

'* What schoohnaster P " 

*' I mean that paintin' RA. chap— what-d'ye-call*m P " 

'' You mean Mr. Forsyth P " She ought to have been taking 
her lesson now, and he was just finding out she was gone, 
nobody knew where. Would he mind P or would he add another 
item to her catalogue of faults and let her go P 

" That's the feUow. What d'ye think of him P " 

'' Ah," she said, almost remorsefully, '* I wish you wouldn't 
roeak of him ! I didn't think of it last night, but it's hard to 
think of the ungrateful girl hell think I am." 

*' He's been good to ye, then P Here's his health in a prawn. 
What's he taught ye r I hear he's been teachin' ye, and I 
knew he was a bit of a schoolmasther by the looks of 'm." 

'* He taught me everything — ^that's all. He taught me to be 
the great painter I mean to bis -^ — ^" 

" Wliat !— you're goin* to be a R.A. too P " 

" And — it is wonderful, but he read out of my dreams that 
I'd been where you sar Tve been with you. He's been there 
too, and found out all my queer dreams about fighting and 
wonderful skies " 

" What P He's a cahmpeener too P Bless me sowl, to think 
he'd been a traveller, and let me tell my bits o' tales and never 
put in a word of his own. He's a close shaver, I reckon. And 
he'll be about me own standin', too. Did he ever stand fire 
— ^he wasn't in the laygion, was he P Ah, I don't like them 
dose files — ^theyll let ye run on-an'-on till ye make a blunder 
between a Monday and a Tuesday, and then they'll turn round 
and make ye look like a fool. So he's been in South America, 
has he P D'ye know what part of 'm P " 

"He never talked much about where he had been. But 
Buenos Ayres was one place, I know ; and he'd been in New 
(}ranada, and a place called Caracas ^" 

'* Fancy bein' in them places and never sayin' a word P What 
made him take to teach ye draw'n' P " 
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^' For his own amuBement, I suppose. He saw a picture of a 
face that I'd done and that had got in Molly's portfolio.*' 

'< And that made him think of teachin' ye P " 

" He thought I must have seen the face somewhere ; and sure 
I think I must have myself, now I know more about things. 
The face struck him, anyhow ; sure I wish he'd never seen it, 
with all my heart I do." 

'* A face ye'd seen before P What sort of a face, now P They 
get queer ideas into their heads, them B».A.'s.'* 

*' He thought I must have seen it before I could remember. 
Ah — ^you know all about me — perhaps you know — did you ever 
see a girl " 

« Scores of 'em. What's she like P " 

'' I can hardly explain — ^but it's all in my mind — a beautiful 
woman with grand black eyes and hair, blacker and browner 
than me " 

"Ah, all them senoritas is like that. Of course ye've seen 
scores of 'em. It might be Dolores, that used to take ye about 
in Lima. Or, &ith, it might be your own mother, that 1 picked 
up after Carabobo." 

'' Then stop the horses. I'll make a sketch of it on the spot 
— ^I must know. Have you got a scrap of paper P I've got a 
pencil." 

She drew rapidly, with what was now a practised hand. 

*' Faith, you're the one to draw ; Mr. Forsyth's a good 
master, and I'll recommend'm. Yes, that's your mother, poor 
lady, that I saw die with me own eyes. A beauty she was, 
too." 

" Tell me about her — ^you have told me nothing yet " 

'' 'Tis because I haven't much to tell. She towld me all she 
knew before I put her under ground. She was a Miss Sanchez^ 
from Buenos Ayres " 

" Sanchez P Why, that's the name that Forsyth " 

'* Oh, that's nothing — Sanchezes is as common in America as 
Smiths is here. Her owld brute of a father — I knew'm — 
wanted her to marry some fellow named John Francis; that 
was the name ; but she gave him the slip an' went off with that 
blagard your father, that went away and left her — that's all I 
know. Bo the little schoolmasther knew a Sanchez, and has 
been at Buenos Ayres, and noticed that little picter, eh P Now, 
what'U that mean P — faith, it looks like designin' an' cahlcu* 
latin' if it don't mean bones." 

'* Mr. Sullivan, bow dare you give such names to my father, 
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if that's all you Imow P " she cried out, finding herself at home 
upon her old familiar battle-ground. 

*' Bravo, that's the owld spirit — that's the owld timeB again! 
What did I call'm ? A blagyard P Faith, we're aU blagyaids ; 
sure I only meant it as if I'd said that owld rascal. Twas war 
time, ye know, and a man might have to lave a pretty girl 
behind without being a Don Joon. Where was I P Ah ! ** he 
went on, half aloud, *' there's me lord gets to a place and's never 
heard of beyond. That's the common knowledge of 'm. There's 
Mr. Francis comes from the place, and's never known of before. 
There's the schoolmasther been at the place and knows the 
people, and never says a word. There's the same little owld 
fox sees a pictor and writes off to the Faylds. There's tidk of a 
likeness among them understrahppers at me Lord Wendle's. 
But then them bothering why-'n'- wherefores " 

Olvmpia did not heed his half-audible and wholly unintel- 
ligible speculations. She was glad that he was silent, so that 
her thoughts mieht retire into themselves and be alone. The 
story of her mother interested her, but scarcely moved her ; that 
she so far resembled other girls as to have had a mother at all, 
who would have been to her what her aunt was to Julia, Garry, 
and Molly, was not to be realised in a day. But, as she looked 
from the window of the chaise, she realised more and more that 
Ghrdbsford was fading farther and fiirther away, and that London, 
the metropolis of her dreams, was growing more near. 

'' And whafc'll ye do when ye get to London P" asked the 
Major, after the silence of at least an hour. 

'* What'll I do P I'll hire a studio and paint pictures, and 
make a grand name," 

'* Ye will P Faith, ye're a brave girl, and after me meditations 
I think it'll be the best thing ye can do. As for the dollars, 
ye can draw on me ; 'tis a little bit of an investment I'm makin', 
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cocks before we've done. I rather cahlculate I've struck ore this 
time. Ah, 'tis a slow trade is combinin', but 'tis sure, and .'» 

He relapsed into Lis reverie, and Olvmpia, who took money 
for grsuited, into hers. No adventures befell them on the road * 
and so, at last, late in the evening, a confnsed low roar firom. a 
chaos of flashing lights and starless darkness told Olympia that 
she was in London. 

She, a delicately brought up girl, hopelessly ignorant of the 
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world and its ways — who, until yesterday, bad never been six 

miles from home — was all at once plunged into London without 

j ^ a friend, in the charaoter of a man, and in comj any with a vnlgar 

'1^ adventurer, of whom she knew nothing twenty-four hours ago, 

,^ and who might stiU, for aught she knew to the contrary, be fiie 

greatest scoundrel unhung. But for the present, she was before 

the face of that marvellous giant who lays an intoxicating charm 

upon the souls of aU whom he receives. This was London, and 

she thought and felt nothing more. She had come to fight her 

battle for herself in that haze of broken darkness, and to receive 

her crown from those oppressive hands. The dull murmur she 

heard was, when she ooidd understand it^ to include her praise 

in its now angry roar. No ; this was not the London of her 

dreams. But she felt no disappointment : it was grand enough 

in its unlooked-for way to promise her the wide and hard-fought 

[ .. battle-field for which she longed. Who ever felt that the mrst 

' ' breath of London meant despair ? To her, as to all who enter 

^.^ it for the first time, it was no vision of fear, but the promised 

*' land of all desires. It was hideous, but it was beautiful. 

^n. Her entry was a romance, in which her wildest experiences of 

'' fiction &ded away. She forgot her morning's vision of sunrise — 

this vision was grander and more bewildering still. It was Lon- 
don — ^therefore it was all. 

They left the chaise in an inn-yard. The place was bustlinflr 
and crowded, for one coach was iust starting and another had 
just arrived. A man, hurrying wiw some Inggage, ran up against 
two ladies, to whom he apologised humbly. L& stepping back, 
^^ he ran against Olympia; but, instead of apologising, turned 

round and gave her an oath for being in the way. The Major 
^^ hurriedly pulled her aside. 

•^ «( Ye must take good care^" he said, '^ or theyll be expectin*ye 

^ to knock one o* than blagyards down." 

She drew back into the darkness and sighed. It seemed that she 
bad gained more obligations than advantages by her exchange. 
'* I've been thinking," he said, '^ where ye can put up for tne 
night, an' ye can't do better than see if there's a bed to spare at 
^ the lodgins of a friend of mine. To-morrow 111 take ye to a 

^ first-rate tailor that knows me well, and'U give ve some clothes 

'^' and won't ask ve for the money down. 'Tis wonderful how little 

^[ ye need pay if ye know the ways of 'm. Ye wouldn't believe it 

^ now to look at me, but I haven't spent sixpence on me back since 

I was a bov." 
^ '' And about a studio P" 
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" Ofa, well see about all that to-morrow. 'Tis a long night's 
rest you're wanting now." 

He pat her into a coach, gave some long and elaborate direc- 
tion to the driver, and then got in after her. Thej left the 
thoroughfare, and drove through what seemed to her a desert 
of uninhabited back streets for as many miles as lay between 
London and Melmouth, every now and then crossing a crowded 
road, until they were put down at the entrance of a narrow 
and crooked alley. The fever of her arrival was cooling, and 
she was becoming depressed again. She would have been glad 
of the company of even Aunt Caroline. She was not afraid, 
but she felt horribly alone. The drop of rain was beginning to 
suspect that it had fallen into the sea. 

The Major took his valise in his hand, paid the coachman, 
and knocked at an uninviting door. It was opened by an 
almost invisible woman, who curtseyed to the Major, and then 
vanished, after shutting the door, leaving the passage in total 
darkness. Olympia felt herself merged in her sense of smell, 
and the result was not agreeable. The Major took her by the 
hand, led her up some steep and narrow stairs, then tapped 
at a door, opened it, and entered, bidding her follow. 

She entered, and for the first time realised that not every- 
body who is above the rank of a Gressford villager lives in 
drawing-rooms and parlours after the fashion of The Laurels. 
The room was unlike any that she had ever seen or dreamed 
of. Her eyes looked for a carpet, and only fell upon a floor of 
common planks, covered with grease, the marks of muddy 
boots, and the ashes of tobacco. There was furniture, but 
nothing unbroken, nothing in its place, and nothing put to 
the purpose for which it was designed. The general Htter was 
hopeless, and even her woman's power of analysing at once 
the contents of a room into all its details, was at sea. Even if 
she had had time for careful study she would not have been 
much wiser, seeing that most of the details would have been 
strange to her. 

Afl it was, her second timid glance was drawn to the lord of 
all this chaos, who sat beyond the round table in a broken- 
backed arm-chair, with his legs drawn up under him like a Turk 
or a tailor. He was not an attractive looking person. His nose 
was red, his cheeks were yellow, his eyes were black, his chin 
was blue, and his arms were dingy white, for he was enjoying 
the luxury of shirt sleeves. To complete the catalogue of his 
many hues, he wore an old fez upon his head that had once 
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been men. He was smoking a well-colonred clay pipe, and a 
black lx)ttle stood by his elbow. If she expected nim to rise at 
ber entrance, she was wrong. 

Her third glance fell npon a few more intelligible details, 
singalarly out of keeping with the room and the man. In spite 
of the general litter, the window was dressed in muslin blmds 
that were as white as snow ; a shawl was flung upon one of 
the chairs, and a canary opened his song upon her from a new 
cage. 

She felt like a traveller who, in looking for an honest inn 
where he may rest, has fallen into a den of thieves. In com- 

S arisen with the owner of this room. Major Sallivan was the 
nest and most polished gentleman. She was more than half 
inclined to run away before those dull black eyes, in their slowly- 
moving course, had time to pass from the Major to her. But 
there was no help for it, and she passed within the door, in- 
stinctiveW gathering up imaginary skirts to prevent their being 
soiled. He^ her s^rts been not imaginary, there would have 
been ample need. 

The Major left her to shut the door, threw down his valise 
on the floor, without much regard to what it fell upon, stalked 
up to the black bottle without a word to its owner, and drank 
from it without the conventional medium of a tumbler. There 
was something solemn to depression in this meeting between 
the Major and his forbidding iriend. At last the former spoke, 
with an air of sudden joviahty — 

" Joe, me boy, me young ^end Charley Seaward, that's going 
to be a Bile Academician. Charley, this is me owld friend 
Joe." 

Olynipia bowed with an attempt to imitate the ease of a 
man. The man in shirt-sleeves nodded sulkily. 

" Joe's a first-rate fellow, I can tell ye. You'n' he ought to 
get to know one another welL Joe, me boy, me young friend 
here's jnst come up to town, and wants a decent sort of a place 
where he can do his bit of paintln' and turn in when he's a 
mind. So " 

*' Aha, mon ami you thought of that big room. Ah, if mon- 
sieur is artist, it is just the thing ; and the little room out of it 
quite comfortable. All under one thimble, as you say. I will 
speak tliA word, and it shall be made beautiful." 

For a moment the Fronchman spoke with animation, and 
drew his thumb over the edges of his cards with a snap of 
emphasis. 
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*^ What P " asked Olympia, in dismay. " Do you mean that 
I am to live here ? ** 

** As yoa please, monsienr. There is the room.*' 

'' All righty me boy/' said the Major. " Te'U be safe and 
quiet as a mouse. You won't have callers here, an' ye'U b& 
nnder me own eye. Ye see, if ye went into any strange plaoe 
there might be the deace to pay. Ye most go somewhere, ye ; 
knoW| and if ye want better qnarthers cheap, sure I don't know .. 
where ye'U go." 

« Then, for to-night Ah! What's that?" 

She started, and almost betrayed herself with a scream. 

She heard a low growl from under the table, close to her feet, 
and looking down, saw the shaggy head of some huge wild beast 
rubbing against her and snuffing suspiciously. She trembled, 
and drew back almost to the door. Monsieur Drouzil's features 
did not relax, but stiffened into a grin. 

*' Aha ! that is the child of the house. I see monsieur is 
a little shy. But he is safe. You see that bar P I promise you 
that if he had bitten yoa one time he would not have done it 
twa Does monsiear love 4carU ? " 

*' What P Oh, I know. You mean cards. No, I can't play." 

Drousil grinned again, and glanced at the Major. 

''Aha! a new pupil! O'eti tres-bien. It is a very pretty 
g^ame. I will teach you something when you play with me half 
an hour." 

Was she bound in the character of a young mau to say 
" Yes," or might she, without making herself remarkable, say 
*' No P " She was about to accept the invitation, on the prin- 
ciple that she had always read about young men playing cards, 
when the Major interposed. 

'' Gome, none of that to-night, Joe. Me young friend here 
doesn't care about the cards." 

*' How P Not care about the cards P But I do not compsa- 
hend. He comes here and he will not play ! " 

'' There, put 'em up, Joe. Sure I'll bring ye another pupil 
worth two of'm. He's my friend, is Charley, and I wont have 
him play if. he doesn't please." 

'' Bah ! Are you his mamma, man and ? The young gentle- 
man will please himself, I suppose. K he does not know the 
game it is time to begin. You shall play with me, monsieur, 
and Monsieur le General shall go and sing psaJms." 

" I tell ye what, Joe, if ye don't put up them pasteboards I'll 
knook ye down." 
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** Ah, I see — jcm will keep monsienr ia your leading strings, 
mon ami. You will teach him first before you bring him to 
play with an honest man. That is not fair play, monsienr. I 
will teach him first, and then he shall play with yon. I think 
monsienr is what yon call green«'' 

" Ye thundering blagyard, d'ye think I never see a yonng 
fellow but I want to pick his bones P " 

*' Not at all. I think you do want to pluck off the feathers, 
and to leave the bones for those that play fair." 

Olympia, as Monsieur Drouzil saw, did not understand a word 
of all this jargon ; but she saw there was to be a quarrel, per- 
haps a fight, and her blood ran cold. How, as her real self, 
could she interfere, and how, as her pretended self, could she 
stand by like a coward and tremble while the Major and the 
Frenchman were at blows P And meanwhile, what could she 
do to allay the growing storm P And what should she herself 
do if it ever became her lot to be called a *' thundering black- 
guard P *' She would have been ready with neither a blow nor 
a repartee. She began to think, *' Oh, if I were only not a 
man!" 

Suddenly, however, the door opened, and another and more 
terrible apparition, more formidable even than the bear, appeared 
upon the scene. 

It was only a young and pretty girl, with bright golden hair 
and blue eyes, dressed simply and plainly. But Olympia's 
heart, already chilled by the prospect of a quarrel, sank down 
into her shoes. How should she behave now P When she had 
assumed her disguise it never occurred to her that she should 
have to play out her part not only among men but among women 
also. A young man should, of course, assume a gallant de- 
meanour. He should take the lead in talk, and know how to 
speak and what to say. She had hitherto identified herself with 
the heroines of her books, and she must now take the heroes 
for her models, without the aid of any life studies beyond 
€^rald and Lord Wendale. There stood the golden-haired girl, 
pausing on the threshold at the sight of a stnmger. She would 
be introduced to her in a moment, and what should she do, or 
say P The quarrel was bad enough, but the cause of its inter- 
ruption was worse still. Besides, what sort of girl could she 
be who had to do with these men P 

The bear's shaggy head appeared once more from under the 
table, and the pointed nose was thmst into the girl's hand lov* 
ingly, like that of a spanieL 
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*' There, that's enough of that nonflenBO now, Joe,** said the 
Major. *' I'll tell you all another time. Miss Droazil, allow me 
to introdnce to ye me friend Charley Seaward ^" 

*' And now,** said Olympia, qoicklyy *' since Fm to be here to- 
night, I shoald like to see my room." 

" Oh, plenty of time,'* said DronsO. *' Yon shall love the 
theatre if you will not love the play. It is going to begin. I 
shall not go-^I most talk to Monsienr le Q^n^ral. It is for- 
tunate you are here, monsieur. You shall see something worth 
to see. You shall walk to the theatre with Miss Firefly there, 
and she shall take you in." 

She looked at Sullivan with dismay. 

*' No, me boy," said the Major ; *' me young friend Charley 
isn't going to the play to-night — ^he's going to have his sleep out 
— and a sensible young fellow too. If ye were a scholar, Joe, 
ye' Id know Makxima reoerentia dehayiur pueriSf ye know, which 
manes that boys will be boys, and ye mustn t let'm go too 
&r." 

" What !— you will not trust him with my daughter. Monsieur 
le Maman P My faith, but the young monsieur is a very good 
young man. He will not play 4caHS and he will not go to the 
play?" 

" And d'ye think," said the Major, hotly, ** a man's bound to 
keep company with blagyards because he happens to know yon ? 
Suppose the lad's a good lad, all the better for him." 

" Bah. He must be come from some convent. I shall think 
monsieur is a mademoiselle. I shall engage him to play the tn- 
gSnue. My faith, he would look charming in a white frock and 
a blue sash. I trust him with the little one — she will not take 
much harm from him." 

Olympia turned pale. ** There, then," she said, hastily fol« 
lowing her first impulse to do anything that would save her 
from detection, *' I am ready — I will go.* 

" Oh— Charley ! '* said the Major, " take care ! " 

*' I'll take care," said Olympia, now goaded into recklessness. 
And in a minute more she found herself walking through the 
dark streets by the side of Firefly. She did not speak, and she 
did not offer her arm. But Firefly, who no doubt read the ob- 
vious confusion and embarrassment of so good-looking a yonng^ 
fellow in her own way, smiled up to him loudly. 

'* This way,** she said, at the first turning. *' Yon do not seem 
•to know this part of London very well P ** 

" I — I don*t know it at all," stammered Olympia. " Are we 
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anywhere near the Tower ? " she aeked, feeling that she onght 
to saj Bomethine in retnm, and not knowing what else to saj. 

" The Tower ? Where is that, monsieur ? " 

** Where thej pat the State prisoners/' said Olympia. 

'* They put the prisoners in tiie station." 

" The station P I never heard of the station/' 

** Ah, I see," said Firefly, having assured herself hy a quick 
glance that she was not being laugned at ; " monsieur does not 
know London at all ? " 

" No — I've never happened to be in it before. Are you an 
actress P What a strange life yours must be." 

"Why, monsieur P It would be very odd not to be. It 
would be very odd if Oscar, the darling, was not a bear." 

" I've sometimes wished I was an actress myself — an actor, I 
mean, like Mrs. Siddons. What is it like ? What characters 
do you act P Ophelia — or Desdemona — or " 

" Who, monsieur ? " 

<< Ophelia — Desdemona." 

** But, monsieur, who are they P Are they in London P *' 

" What— don't you know P " 

" I never heard of them, monsieur.'' 

<< An actress — and not know Shakespeare P" 

'* Oh, I have heard of him. They call the public-house after 
him, near the Phoeniz. But he does not keep it any more, I 
believe." 

" An actress who has never heard of Shakespeare ! " thought 
Olympia, in despair at finding such additional proof that either 
the world as it was, or the world as she had pictured it, was 
upside down. She looked down at the bright face that came up 
to her shonlder, more than ever at a loss what to do or say. 

'* But what do you act, then, if you don't act Shakespeare P " 

" I used to act with Oscar, poor dear fellow, and I wish I did 
still. Thev won't have him any more after that accident that 
nearly made the roof come down. But haven't you seen me P 
Ah, I forgot you had not been in London. It is a pretty piece, 
rather. When you have left me at the stage door you had 
better go in front, and come for me when it is over." 

" I am to go into the theatre — by myself " 

" You'll find me somewhere about the slips when you care to 
come — and please do," she said, looking up very gravely. 

"Sure the girl doesn't mean to &t with me!" thought 
Olympia, in terror. But what was to be done P She must go 
to the theatre unless she meant to walk about the streets, and it 
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was impossible to aroid the duty of seeing the girl home ag^n, 
even if her ignorance of the way back IumL not prevented her 
from being able to dispense witha gmde. '' Til find yon where P" 
she asked. 

*^ In the slips, or somewhere abont there." 

*' I never heard of them." 

" HoWy monsienr P Have yon never been in a theatre at 
allP" 

" Never," said Olympia, forced to own the truth, bat taming 
crimson in the darloiess. 

What coold be said after such a confession as thisP The 
reader of plays who had never seen a play, and the actress who 
had never heard of Shakespeare, ended their walk in silence. 
Each had met with a creatare from another world. 



CHAPTER ni. 

She frowned, and for the third time toiled to bring 

Her wit to cheat the wisdom of the king. 

Twelve youths, twelve maids, in the same garb there oame, 

The same in slatnre and in age the same ; 

Not he, who Delphic orades oonld jEpiess, 

Kiffht winnow these by look, or Yoioe, or dress — 

Noi he who slew the E^hjiuc might these divide, 

And range each sex npon its proper side. 

• . • • ft • 

The monarch bade : and from the stars above 
A seraph breathed the awfnl name of Love ; 
Then from each kindling cheek he caught the flame — 
The rose's blnsh proclaimed the woman's name. 

'' I THINK, monsienr," said Firefly, as she and her cavalier left the 
stage-door of the Phosnix, " thisbt yon are a very good yoong 
man.'* 

" Indeed I'm not, though. What makes you think so P " 

" Yoa would not drink when you were asked, nor take a 
cigar ; and you caimot play cards ; and you have never been at 
a theatre ; and you blnsh when you are spoken to. That is all 
different to all the other young men — even," and ahe sighed, 
*' even the best of them. What do you do P " 

*' I paint, that's aU." 

*' And what did you think of the piece P " 

*' It was very pretty." She would not confess that her anxiety 
for herself had prevented her from comprehending, much more 
from enjoying, anything that she had seen or heard, while 
her previous conceptions of a theatre had rendered her woefully 
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diaappointed with the andience and performers at a honse like the 
PhoBnix. Everything that happened, tended to make life outside 
The Lanrels appear a more flagrant impostore eyen than the life 
within it. 

She talked so little on the way home, that Firefly must haye 
thought her not only a yery good but a yery stupid young man. 
They entered the house with a latch-key, and went up the steep 
and narrow stairs. 

*< There, that's oyer," thought Olympia, with a sigh of relief, 
as she opened Drouzil's door, and politely let mademoiselle enter 
before her. '' This is the hardest part of it all ; and this, I sup* 
pose, is what men call pleasure. It's been terribly hard woirik 
to me. Gbod-night, Miss Drouzil. Is there anybody here to 
show me my room P '* 

*' Won't you come in P We shall haye some supper presently, 
when the others come home. Are you not hungry r I am." 

" No ; I am yery tired, and ifs late." 

" Late ! Why, it is not one." 

^' What, one in the morning P Why, I was neyer up so late 
in my life, except once at a ball. When do you go to bed, then, 
if you call one in the morning early P " 

'* Monsieur, you must be a yery sleepy young man. Why I 
neyer heard of anybody going to bed before three or four, except 
on Sunday, and Good Fnday, and Ash Wednesday." 

" I shaU neyer be able to stand this, if this is what people do 
in London,'* thought Olympia in dismay. But afraid of betray- 
ing herself by any appearance of eccentricity, she followed 
Eurefly into the room. *' But what do you do if you don't go to 
bed before three or four P " 

" Oh, that depends. I'ye got my work to do— «11 my sewing, 
I mean ; and then my ibther is a yery regular man. fie seldom 
sfcays out after two, or three, or four." 

*' Sure he must be a policeman I What in the world does he 
do up till four P " 

^^ Mais monsieur, he must see his friends. I do not know 
where he goes, but I know he would be enraged if he did not 
find supper ready when he wants it; so that is still another 
afEair I have to attend to. He will be home early to-night, because 
he is with Monsieur le O^n^ral. Monsieur le 0^6ral always 
knows when we haye anything good, and to-night we haye 
oysters and ham. Perhaps they will bring someM>dy else be* 
Bides ; aud then after sup per they will play cards till they haye 
made enough money. We are a yery regular family, monsieur.'^ 
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*' GardB — strangera — ^fonr in the morning ! " thonglii Oljmpia; 
*' what on earth shall I do P I am afraid I haye a headache. 
Is there anybody to tell me my room P " 

*' Ton haye a headache P Ah, I was sore joa were not well. 
Is it yery badp Would you like some beer, or some soda- 
water P That is what my father takes for his head when it is 
yery bad indeed.*' 

'^Beer ! Qood Heayen, no. I only want to go to my room." 

^* But what can be done P The house is in bed by now, and 
there is nobody who will know your room till my &ther and 
Monsieur le Gdn6ral come home. But I can take the things o£E 
the sofa and you can lie down. Perhaps you will be better 
soon. Ah, monsieur, I know what headaches are ; I haye had 
to dance sometimes with my head splitting so that I didn't know 
where I was or anything. There, monsieur, lie down there 
quietly, and 111 take my work and be as still as a mouse. 
Vsoar — a moi ! " 

She cleared the sofa, arranged the pillow, and then, taking 
up her sewing, sat down opposite Olympia in her Other's 
broken arm-chair. Olympia lay down ; she was really tired, 
and thought her headache was a good idea. She did not, how- 
eyer, close her eyes ; though it was one in the morning, excite- 
ment had opened them so widely that she felt as though she 
should neyer be able to close them again. Thns it was that she 
saw the shaggy form of Oscar slowly emerge from under the 
table at the word of command. 

Although adyised that there was no danger, she could not 
help starting anxiously as she watched the monstrous beast 
creep towards his mistress with lus unmuzzled mouth yawningr 
as if to deyour her. She would scarcely haye made more than 
a mouthf al for him : and yet she went on threading her needle 
placidly, and drew him on with her smile. Finally, he buried 
his nose in her lap and looked up into her face loyingly. 

Olympia forgot her headache in what, to her, looked like a 
miracle. The group, she thought, was charming, and the charm 
was enhanced by the bizarre effect of the blue eyes and golden 
hair that looked down oyer the grim head on which Olympia, 
for all her superior size and strength, would haye feared to lay 
a finger. It was always easy for her to turn at once from her- 
self to what was outsiae herself, and if she could but haye laid 
hold of a scrap of paper and a pencil she would haye been 
content to wait the return of the Major's friend for at least 
another hour. She half raised herself from the sofa, and askod — 
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gratefnl for the disoovery of at least one topic upon whicli slie 
could express surprise without betrajiug eccentricity— 

*' And do you really keep that creature for a lap-dog P I'ld 
as soon think of any one's keeping a lion or a tiger as a bear. 
Aren't you afraid of his eating you ? " 

** The dear, beautiful angel! Why, we were cubs together— 
we are brother and sister, monsieur. Eat me, indeed ! — I'ld as 
soon think of eating him. He is so gentle — so adorable. I is 
the grief of my life that he is getting old. Why, he is as old as 
me." 

'^ Then he must be in his full strength ! " said Olympia, draw- 
ing instinctively nearer to the wall. *' I have read that bears 
live to forty years old." 

" Forty r Do you hear that, Oscar P Monsieur says that you 
and I will live to forty years old — ^what an old couple we shall 
bel" 

" And you're never afraid, then ? " 

^' Not when Oscar's here. It is when he is away I am afraid. 
He is my body-guard." 

'^ Like Una and the Lion." 

*' I don't know who he is like — there's nobody like him. You 
need not be afraid for yourself, monsieur. He will keep his dis- 
tance so long as others keep theirs. It is only at the bad that 
Oscar growls. If you were bad he would growl at you." 

" Ah— he is dangerous, then P " 

'' It is very strange, monsieur, but Oscar is a lamb to women, 
but a lion to men. It is because he has found a man cruel and 
a woman kind. He always growls at a strange man — I should 
take you for a girl, if I did not know." 

''Do you know so few good men, thenP" asked Olympia, 
turning first pale and then crimson at finding herself discovered 
by a bear. 

Firefly also coloured for an instant. "What would you, 
monsieur P I dare say there are good men, but they don't come 
to the Phceniz. I saw one once when I was a baby, and Fve 
seen one — ^and Oscar says I've seen one now. And you'd never 
been to the Phoenix, you see, till I took you there." 

''But," said Olympia, drawing herself once more nearer to 
the wall, " if good people will have nothing to do with your life, 
and if you know the good from the bad, why do you out your- 
self off from them P How can you live in this horrible way P " 

Firefly looked at her sewing and worked with double speed. 

" Monsieur, till a month ago I did not know that girls ever 



303 OLYMPJA. 

did anytliiBfir else than dance. I thought that was all they were 
made for — ^for Uiat, and to sew when the dancing was done." 

''What a horrible thing 1 Ton thought a woman was no 
better than a bear ? " 

*' Not half so good, monsienr.'* 

<< And yon have done nothing else since you were bom P ^ 

*' Nothmg else, monsieur. Did jou ever hear of a place called 
France P The first thing I remember was dancing there. It 
was in a great Gvrque — oh, miles round. My father used to toss 
me up and catch me again, like a ball. He was Monsieur 
Joseph DroussU, the great figunmte, monsieur. He was great 
and rich then, I have heard, and I used to be taken to the cirque 
in a grand cabriolet. I was tossed about all night and was 
taught my education all day." 

" And what did you learn P " asked Olympia^ forgetting her 
headache more and more. 

" I learned to be tossed about without falling. Then we got 
poor, I've been told — that was iust before Oscar came. But it 
made no change to me. I danced when I was rich, and I danced 
when I was poor — only in the streets, monsieur, instead of the 
great cirque where I first used to be. Monsieur, we have danced 
all round the world, Oscar and I — every day and all day long." 

" What a life ! Have you never learned P Eayo you never 
played P" 

*' Certainly ! I have learned always to fall on my feet, and it 
has all been play.^' 

*' Do you mean to sav you like such a life P Tou have danoed 
in the s&eets, you say r " 

'' Since I had Oscar I liked it dearly, monsieur — ^he has beea 
so good to me, and if I had not danced he would have starved. 
If I was lazy there was no supper for him. But — ^monsieur, it's 
difierent now. I find that all the world is not one great cirque 
after all. When I think of that I get so tired.'* 

" Life is one great imposture ! " said Olympia. " It was a 
cirous to you — ^it was a book of heroes to me — and we are both 
wrong. What is it, after all P " 

*' I think it means getting all one can out of everbody," said 
Firefly sadly. '' That's all, I can see, that people think of or 
do." 

'^It's horrible!" said Olympia hotly, leaving her so&l 
" Everybody in the world's a rogue but me." 

" And Oscar," said Firefly, gravely. 

*^ And— «nd — Forsythi may be," was at the tip of her tongue. 
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but ber anxiety to do eveiybody justice did not enable Iier to 
get beyond '' and/' 

*' And — " began Firefly : bnt she, too, broke down. 

*^ Then yon do not enjoy life — ^yon who have always lived in 
the middle of the world P " 

*^ I don't know what yon mean by the middle of the world — 
as for enjoying myself, I suppose I shall dance on till I dance 
into my ffrave, and if that's enjoyment I suppose I do." 

Something in her last words touched Olympia. Firefly was 
not eloquent in conversation, that was clear : it was the whole 
situation, more eyen than her tone, that gave point to her 
words. 

" I believe you are a good girl," she said, with a suddenness 
that made Firefly open her eyes wide enough to show the tears 
in them. " You say you know no good people. You shall know 
me, then. We will be friends." 

But a blank look of disappointment fell over the Firefly. She 
shrugged her shoulders, sighed, and looked down at her work 
again. 

"Pardon, monsieur," she said coldly. *'I have no friends 
but Oscar. He will take care that I have no more." She 
stopped abruptly, and began to sew thrice as hard as before, 
humming a tune the while. Suddenly her tune stopped, and 
she burieid her face in the shaggy fleece of her bear, who sub- 
mitted to the caresses she showered upon him with stolid 
philosophy. 

Suddexdy, as if it flashed upon him that the stranger was in 
some way connected with a torrent of affection on the part of 
his mistress that puzzled his slowly moving mind, he turned 
round, looked at Olympia, showed his upper teeth for a moment, 
and then lifted up his nose and howled. Firefly was compelled 
to raise her face, and Olympia saw that it was wet with a rain 
of tears. 

'' What have I said P What have I done P " she thought. 
'* Are there more riddles still P She refuses my friendship, and 
then cries as if she were heartbroken. What shall I do now P 
How would a man comfort a crying girl P Poor littlo thing I 
I hope to goodness I shan't beg^ to cry too. — Ah, there's some- 
body else mixed up with this Uian a bear." 

She rose at the thought of a romance like a fish at a fly. 
Having waited till Firefly had managed to dry her cheeks — 

''Is there nobodu^^* she asked, *'but Oscar, for whom you 
careP" 
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*' Wbifc makes yon think that P You're a very curions yonng 
man to think a g^rl wonld care about anybody bnt him." 

Olympia had tripped again : bnt she was interested, as any 
girl wonld be, and her whole face expressed most unmanly 
sympathy with a possible love tale of which some other man 
must be the hero. She knew nothing of the effervescent ways 
and easily provoked emotions of those connected with the stage, 
or she would have thought little of what she had seen. If she 
had been really a man who knew something about the feel of 
the boards he would have taken all these tears for a challenge, 
and have only thought whether he should accept it or no. No 
wonder Firefly had called her a very curious young man. 

But Olympia was no psychologist. *' Sure that's true : I am 
a very curious — ^young man," she said, understanding the 
"curious" in a sense more traditionally appropriate to a 
daughter of Eve. '* May be I'll help you. IVe read books upon 
boobi about love, and know all about it from beginning to end." 
^'Ah, mwi Dieu!" said Firefly, half smiling at Olympia's 
grave announcement through the tears that still hung in her 
eyes, "if you were a girl perhaps you might understand better 
than by reading, if that is all you know. Since I have learned 
reading I have read somethings — and I have seen it on the stage: 
and bf2b 1 much they know of it, those wise men that write 
books and plays. Only a girl could tell about love, and then 
she would not dare." 

*'What made you so angry when I said we would be 
friends ? " 

" Because I thought you were going to talk like the rest of 
them, and that is a sign for Oscar to show his teeth and swear. 
But he only put up his dear nose and howled when I cried : 
that showed I was wrong. What makes you so different from 
other young men that Oscar even is quiet with you P Ah, yon 
are in love, monsieur, with somebody who is good, and that 
makes yon so good and sage." 

"No," said Olympia scornfully. '*Love is all nonsense, ont 
of books and in. It was invented by people who writ« novels 
and lies. I'm in love with nobody, and never have been and 
never will be. Sure you're not in love with any of those 
horrible young men at the play P Oh, if women could only see 
men as tney are, out of the books that men write for them, the 
men might whistle for wives." 

" Ah, but they're not all horrible, not at all," said Firefly 
quickly. " And if I know one — or two, there will bo more." 
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Olympia was once more on firm ground. Firefly migbt be 
ber mistress behind the mimic scenery of tbe stage, bnt bad 
dearly not been initiated, like Olympia, behind the scenes of 
the wickedness and treachery of Uie world. How else would 
she have spoken of love without a sneer ? But if she meant to 
keep up the part she was playing, she let herself lose sight of 
many little things. Qirls are quick and proud to confide their 
secrets to sympathising girls, but neither a princess nor a ballet 
girl, however mured to an atmosphere of frankness, would at a 
first interview be ready to set the music of her heart play for 
the benefit of a stranger who is a man, and a young man 
besides. Firefly might not suspect, but Olympia's cast-off sex 
must have been still clinging about her tones and her eyes. 

<( And who is the one that is not horrible P " asked Olympia. 

But Firefly, who had fired up in defence of her paragon, at 
once drew in her horns. 

*' He is somebody I used to know — ^that is all." 

'* Surely you don't mean Major Sullivan P " 

"What — Monsieur le 06n6ralP Oh, monsieur!" and a 
sudden little laugh rippled over the sux&ice of ber last sigh. 

" An actor, then, 1 suppose ? " 

" No, indeed — ^he is a r^ gentleman." 

" Actors are the only real gentlemen," said Olympia from the 
height of her superior wisdom. " They let you Imow they're 
pretending, and the others don't — ^nobody's a real gentleman off 
the stage. I suppose you mean he's somebody higher than you. 
YeS| I've always read that real gentlemen — ^your sort, I mean — 
like to amuse themselves behina the scenes. If he was a real 
gentleman of my sort, if there were any, you wouldn't have to 
cry when you think of him. Is he going to marry you P " 

" Monsieur, you are saying very strange things. It is not his 
famit that be does not marrv me to-morrow." 

'' Of course it is not lus fault ! " said Olympia triumphantly. 
" Of course it is all yours. Of course you love him, and you 
think he loves you. What is his excuse for not marrying 
youP" 

*' I am the most miserable girl of all tbe world ! He does 
love me indeed — ^but what can he do, when he is obliged to 
marry another girl ? " 

" I knew it ! She is rich and you are poor." 

" Monsieur, you shall not say such things — they are not trua 
They -were fiances before he ever knew me — ^that is, before ^" 

" A real gentleman indeed, to make love to you, and then 

z 
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coolly tell joa he is engaged to another girl ! I don't know 
French, but I snppose that's what you mean — ^and I do know 
the world now, so I'm sure. And he is cheating her too. If he 
is a real gentleman, why doesn't he tell her and give her np, like 

a real man P " 

" Because he has a noble heart, monsieur — ^that is.why 1 Be- 
i^g^^xse — ahy he told me all the story — ^because she was poor, 
poorer than I am, and had no friend but him — because she had 
refused to be rich for his sake — ^because he was obliged to pro- 
tect her, and because he would be a traitor and a coward and a 
Bcoundxel if he gave her up ; and so he would be, monsieur. 
But h Dieu merei, he loyes me all the same." 

** You are snre that other girl is poorer than you P " 
** Quite sure, monsieur. He told me, so it is true." 
'* Sure you have a trusting heart, my poor girl. But that 
other girl — ^how you must hate her ! And what an idiot she 
must be not to feel he doesn't love her, and how mean-spirited 
if she isn't a fool. What could have made you loye him so 
much that yould rather g^ye him up than let him do what was 
base and meanP" 

*' How can you ask, monsieur P I am a poor girl, as you see, 
without a friend but my dear old Oscar. I coidd neither read 
nor write, monsieur, till he showed me how — I didn't think 
what was right and what was wrong. I could only dance and 
go head over heels^-vioZa tov/t. Monsieur, he came down to me 
straight from the skies ! " 

*' Of course he is handsome ? " 

** I don't know — ^I only know he's quite different from other 
men. Tou are more handsome, monsieur ; but he is more like 
a man." 

*' It is a wonderful story — ^but thank Ood if there's one man 
like what you say. Not that 111 believe it, all the same." 

" But you don't know him, monsieur. And then men do not 
see the good in the men they know. But you will never see 
TiiTn, so perhaps you will believe when you hear. I was all 
alone but for Oscar — I had never spoken to a friend. He did 
not tell me I am pretty, or tiy to make me talked about with 
him. He was above me, ever so far ; he is good and wise, and 
used to teach me and scold me. I tried to be wise, so that he 
might not look down quite so much upon me. He taught me 
everything that I did not know, monsieur — everything in the 
world. He told me all about foreign countries^ and boats, and 
bears. He made me think that one ought not to go head over 
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heels into one's grave. He knew eyezything, and conld do 
eyer7thing-~except dance — and I knew nothing and conld do 
notlung at alL He made me hate eyerjthing, and made me so 
miserable, monsienr — and so happj ! " 

'' He is older than yon P " 

'* A little. And he never told lies, even in fun, and nsed to 
make me langh till I cried." 

'* Ah ! " exclaimed Olympia, suddenly leaving her sofa and 
beginning to walk up and down the room. '' And first yon 
were angry with him for lectnring and scolding yon, and then 
yon hated him more than anybody else yon knew, and yon were 
vexed because he paid you no compliments, and then somebody 
else did, and yon felt yon wonld rather be thought bad and 
foolish by him than good and wise by all the world, so long as 
he thought anything of you — ^then yould let him say anything 
he liked as long as he said it to you — and you were ashamed of 
his despising yon, and proud of his teaching you, and you'ld 
rather be looked down on by him than up to by a king — and 
yould rebel against him just to see how well he*ld put you 
down. And yould love i^ o]>--foreign countries, was itP — 
just because he did, and yould work and think it was for your- 
aelf .when it was oxdy to get a crumb of praise — and you call 
this being in love, do you r And if that's love " 

It was her own story that she had just heard in other words. 
It was a moral equation — as Firefly's unknown lover was to 
Firefly, so had Forsyth been to her. The parallel was so exact 
that not the divergence of a hair's breadth was to be found. If 
Firefly called this love, what must it be called by her ? She 
dared not answer her own question, but hxuried on without 
heeding Firefly's astonished gaze. 

'' Ah, I believe more in your hero now — maybe he couldnt 
help himself, nor you. But I'll not believe in that other girl. 
She's poorer than him, and wants his money. She can't be 
honest — she'ld never be so blind. But you know how to love, 
that's plain, and if he taught you how a word must be kept if it 
kills you, and you must give up your life before his honour — 
that's what I oil love, and " 

Suddenly Olympia, too completely launched on the course of 
iter own thoughts to regard the movements of her companion, 
and with her eyes, as usual, wandering away in search of an in- 
visible horison, started to feel a timid arm stealing round her 
waist, and to hear the hurried, eager, half-whispered exclamation 
close to her 
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^' MonsieDr ! Ton are not a man — ^yon are a girl ! '' 

Firefly conld not know that no man conld ever speak tlms of 
loye, or thns express the whole inner heart of a girl. Bnt her 
sonl knew it, and rushed through the now transparent barrier of 
Olympiads disguise to greet the heart that echoed her own. She 
seized Olympia's hand in both of hers and looked up at her with 
almost tnnmphant eyes. Olympia turned crimson, and was 
ready to sink underground for shame. But it was too late for 
denial : she stood revealed. 

<* Ah," exclaimed Firefly, as Olympia tried vainly to stammer 
out a No, " Oscar was right all tiie time ! " 

'' For Heaven's sake, say nothing about this — ^how could you 
find out P What a miserable actress I must be— how could you 
know ? Please keep my secret — I can't tell you why — ^but if 
you only knew all — I HMui be a man now — ^yes, I must be one 
ten times more, and not be found out again." 

Firefly, so fir from thinking of betraying her, looked at her 
with admiration and even with awe. 

'' You must be a real lady," she said, rather inconsequentially. 
**I never spoke to a real lady before. But I am so glad you 
are not a itufMlefVkr; I did so wish we could be friends." 

She looked so gentle and humble that Olympia, freed from 
the embarrassment of having a part to playi assumed the r^Ze of 
patron. 

" And we will be friends now," she said, " so long as yon keep 
my secret. Ton are a good girl — ^you are the real lady. You 
know how to love like a queen." 

" But how brave you must be ! Do you always go about as a 

•mim P" 

" Alwi^s. No, don't ask me anything else ; I am — sure if I 
haven't rorgotten my name. Never mind; Major Sullivan 
knows, and when he comes in I'll write it down. Let me see, 
what is yours ? " 

" Firefly. Don't you know P " 

" I won't call you Firefly. What is your real name P " 

" Mis6ricorde." 

''Whatanamel it's as bad as my own. I can't talk French ; 
I'll have to call you Cora. Oh, I'm so glad you found me out ; 
I won't be alone now. I'll be bold enough for a boy now, and 
ril have some one to talk to and some one to look after too. 
I'm getting to understand things now, and I'll take care yon 
shall always be the lady you are." 

^' Ohy mona — mademoiselle 
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<* Monsienr, if yon please, till 7011 know my name. Ton have 
■worn never to call me mademoiselle. And now, who is He P 
Yon may tell me now." 

Firefly shyly drew from her dress a small locket, and opened 
the spring. Olympia took it, and carried it to the candle, so 
that she might examine the portrait it contained more closely, 
drawing Firefly after her with the chain. She looked, and then, 
with a start, let the miniature of Gerald Westwood &dl from her 
hand. 

First she looked at Firefly in ntter wonder. He, the playmate 
whom she had once loved as a brother, but had always looked 
down npon from the higher level of her age and nature, to have 
impressed any girl, whoever she might be, with his claims to be 
Wisdom and Goodness rolled into one — ^it was too incredibly 
absnrd. Even so might some wiser woman than Olympia 
wonder why Forsyth had received from her the honour paid to 
Gerald by Firefly. But it was not astonishment that made her 
draw herself up and crush her heel against the floor as though 
trampling the locket into dust. Gerald was indeed a double 
villain* He had not only been false to herself, but had tricked 
Firefly into believing a tale of pretended self-sacrifice as an 
excuse for deserting her in order to marry a richer girl. She 
had already thought that the word '* seli-sacrifioe " had come 
to his lips with singular ease, and now she knew why. Well 
indeed had Sullivan said, " Love the poor and marry the rich — 
'tis the way of the world." She could hardly believe it of Gerald 
when her reason gave proof of his baseness ; but she could not 
disbelieve her own eyes and ears. 

" So this is the man with ' the noblest heart,* is it, that you 
love better than all the world ? " 

Firefly looked up with wonder at her tone of intense scorn. 

" And you believe all he says — every word ? " 

" Hon Dieu ! if he told me I didn't love him, that's the only 
thing I would not believe. I would believe him if he told me 
that that tablecloth is black." 

''And you believe him when he tells you that — that the 
girl he has to marry is poor, and would marry him whether 
he will or nop" 

'' Why not ? If she was rich and he was poor he would have 
to marry her if he was bound. It is he that told me one must 
not break one's word, and, therefore, it is true.'* 

" It is horrible ! And Gerald " , 

'' How P You know his name P " 
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^ Ton told it me just now. Tes, you did-^it slipped oat when 
you didn't know." She was not going to be fonnd ont a second 
time. **• What should yon do if that other fool of a g^l was to 
set him free P** 

*' Oh, monsienr, I should go mad with joy ! " 

** Then — ^if he is such a pruse — ^you may be sure she will nerer 
set him free. You must make up your mind never to see this 
Oerald again.*' 

*' Don't I know it ? Have we not promised to bear it long 
ago P Oh, why do you speak so hardly P " 

'' My poor girl, I speak like that because I know the world. 
Thank Grod I met you — that I know how to behave like a man 
now. I have only to playat beinga sconndrel andl'll do. Go 
on tmsting : but I'll take care you shall never speak to another 
man but me. * 

^* Please," said Firefly, looking up at her imploringly, 'Met 
me keep with you ; I don't want to speak to any but you and 
Oscar, now he's gone. Oiel, what shall I do i There's my 
&ther and Monsieur le G^n^ral, and supper not began to 
belaid." 

" Never mind, Oora," said Olympia, boldly. " I'm not afraid 
of such cowards as men. I wondered why men's clothes made me 
feel like a coward, and now I know." 

" Mais, monsieur, you are a brave girl ! " 

" Oho, Miss Mis^ricorde," said the Major, '^ye^ve been maldn* 
love to me friend Charley, have ye P Ye'd better turn in, me 
boy ; I'm afraid we've kep y'up, Joe an' I. Ye'll find your room 
on the top o' them stairs. I'll look y'up to-morrow mornin', an' 
see how ye like yonr quarthers." 

Olympia, with a warning look at Firefly, ran up stairs without 
a word. And so ended her first day's experience of the longed- 
for life of a man. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A hnndred mimio phantoms don 

Love's bright dis^^Que, who know not 
Bat by » myriad veils his sun 

Dow shame-f aoed Lore oonoeal and dim. 

Thb morning after it was settled that Olympia, with her aunt*B 
consent, should run ofE with her cousin, Forsyth went from Beck* 
field to The Laurels to give his lesson just as usual. These daily 
visits bad now become so habitual, that he made them as a matter 
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of course, without tbinkmg whether he should miss them if ever 
they becflime interrupted. He knew, of course, that OlTmpia 
would be married to her cousin sooner or later, and that he 
should go back to London whenever it pleased his host and 
patron-^indeed, Lord Wendale was talking of escaping from the 
dull idleness of Beckfield every day. But this waa an old story ; 
and meanwhile the day's good and evil was sufficient unto the 
day. It had become infinitely pleasant, far more pleasant than 
he knew, to take a holiday from self- watching and self-analysing 
and to study the gprowth of another nature— to put straight the 
chaos of scribbled lines and curves that took the place of what 
should have been the fair picture painted on Olympiads mind. 
After all, he was not doomed to pass away out of hfe without 
leaving behind him one who knew him only in the character in 
which he wished to appear to somebody or other before the time 
came for him to die. How she in her turn regarded him he 
sought not to consider; it was too delightful to expand himself 
and stretch out his cramped heart in the task of trying to make 
some one wiser and happier than she would otherwise have been 
to think how his own refireshing labour might react upon him- 
self. He certainly did not reflect whether he would thus have 
adopted Olympiads life into his own had she been less the 
apotheosis of the old life that he had lost, or had she been less 
beautifal to look upon or her voice less sweet to hear. 

Love has not only his seasons, but his circling years also. We 
do not think much of the first spring we ever ktiew — who can 
recall to mind the first time that he ever saw the lilacs blossom 
and the branches break out into leaves ? It is as we grow old, 
and when we can remember many summers and many winters 
bemdes, that we feel all that is meant by those common words, 
the Return of Spring. It is then, and not till then, that the first 
white blossom touches us, not with hope, but with longing for 
what we know Spring herself can never prove strong enough to 
bring, and that the first green leaf is like the joy of a new birth- 
pang. Then the return of spring is so full of pain that it requires 
a poet to tell us that it is joyful and to read the pleasure that 
underlies the pain. So Forsyth, as many a man has done before 
him, felt the returning spring put forth its white blossoms and 
its green leaves, and believed it to be the return of memory to 
life — ^when, in truth, it was happiness struggling back into birth 
again : the happiness which, being unconscious, may mistake 
itself for sorrow, but cannot be spoiled by vain attempts to find 
out what it means and whither it leads. It was the smile of 
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spring ont of winter — and he mistook the white apple-blossoms 
for snow. 

Possibly he might have been wiser if he could have noticed 
how fall of interest his days had grown. He had felt like one 
who is all at onoe relieved from a heavy burden when he threw 
away his money-bags and gave himself np to art for awhile, not 
for the sake of filUng np an unfilled life, but as the natural 
bloom upon days that were gathered from a new garden. March, 
who is more wintry than December, is very close to April, who 
is more spring-like than May. 

He had reached The Laurels, looking forward to, or rather 
taking for granted, another long morning of talk and work with 
the girl whom, as he loved to think, he was saving from deve- 
lopment into one of the weeds of Qressf ord and slowly training 
into one of its flowers. Everything about the place was just 
as he had left it yesterday — ^why, indeed, should it be otherwise P 
He felt no presentiment, and, if he had, he would have set it 
down at its true value of nothing. The front door, indeed, 
stood open, but that, though not usual, was not strange. But 
in the hall he came upon a group that was both unusual and 
strange. 

He fell, for the first time, upon one of those wrangling alter- 
cations which, though common enough at The Laurels, had never 
yet been displayed openly to the eyes and ears that did not be- 
long to the family. The group was composed of Mrs. Westwood, 
talking in her shrillest tones ; of Gerald, listening to her with 
a frowning forehead and flushed face ; of the Captain, pacing 
backwards and forwards with an air of impatient helplessness ; 
and of one of the Miss Fenders — ^he never could tell one from 
the other — looking from Gerald to her mother and from her 
mother to her stepfather as if frightened and bewildered. He 
was about to step back into the garden in order to wait for a 
better opportunity when Mrs. Westwood, catching sight of him, 
came forward at once, and said, without a word of preface, and 
in a tone made up of mingled disgust, scorn, and triumph — 

*'*' There, Mr. Forsyth — there is your Olympia ! She has gone 
off with an Irish major ! " 

" Mother ! " broke in Gerald, " how dare — ^how can you tell 
sjich — things that aren't true ? And " 

" And before strangers, too," groaned the Captain. '' Caro- 
line, Caroline, can't you keep it to ourselves anyway? By 
Jupiter, I wish I'd been sent to Hong Kong before I was 
bom." 
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^' Gerald/' said Mrs. Westwood, without regarding her hns- 
band's interruption, *' I suppose it's got becoming to tell one's 
own mother that she lies. I have mj reasons for knowing 
what I think, and for saying it out too, stoingers or no strangers, 
and to Mr. Forsyth more than anybody. H<^ Jcnows why, and 
he has a right to know." She paused, remored a little of the 
sharpness from her voice, and then continued more plaintively : 
" I don't suppose he, nor anybody, would want to give twenty 
thousand pounds to an Irish major when there are good girls in 
the world," and she glanced at Marian as if to establish a 
ra/ppoH between her and the rich stranger, " who deserve twenty 
thousand times twenty thousand, though it's I that say it, and 
more. Those that deserve ought to get them, say I ; and those 
that don't deserve them shouldn't have them. That's what 
comes of taking up those black sheep's daughters : they devour 
your bread and drink, your tea and coffee, and then run away 
with Irish majors." 

"But — why, you wouldn't let her know a word about the 
money," said the Captain. " Do you want to send me mad, 
Caroline ? " 

'* Who said she did, John P It's those Irish majors that have 
their own means of Imowing what they know, when one has a 
husband that would go drinking and smoking with a chimney- 
sweep." 

" How can you, Caroline P I never smoked with a chimney- 
sweep since I was bom." 

'* Mother," said Qerald, more quietly, '' I don't understand a 
word you say, except that you're accusing Olympia of doing 
what I know isn't true — can t be true. I'ld sooner believe she 
was under Lyke Wood pond." 

''You're infatuated. I can't bear infatuation. I daresay 
you wouldn't have believed it if you'd seen her go ofE with your 
eyes. Perhaps you'll say the girl's in the cellar or the lumber- 
room, and that I put her there. Perhaps you'll say she had her 
dinner with the rest of us yesterday. Perhaps you'll deny the 
man was seen kissing her in the Broad Walk, which shows 
it wasn't the first time they'd met there, and what coming 
down four times a year recruiting nobody really means. Per- 
haps " 

" I wonder you can listen to all that wretched village gossip. 
I won't believe " 

'' If you don't believe what people say they've seen, that's 
thinldng evil, and I detest thinking eviL And therefore, perhaps 
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youll say be didn't lure Pigot's gig ttnd drive away jnet after 
we miBsed Olympia P Perhaps yoa*ll say her brash and oomb 
aren't gone off too, and that yonr father doesn't agree with 
meP" 

** m only deny one thing, mother, in spite of all the slander 
in Gressford; and that's that she has gone off witb Major 
SnlliTan, or wonld tonoh the fellow with the end of her finger. 
I know her, and yon don't ; and if she's gone away, as I suppose 
she has, I oan gness where, as I've told yon all along. Ton 
know how wilful she is ; and she bad a plan " 

^ Stuff and nonsense. Her plan was a major, as she couldn't 
ffot a lord. It's all your father's fault, though — that's one com- 
n>rf ; nobody can say it's mine. I'll wash my hands of her and 
welcome, and give her joy of her major. I*m told in the village 
that he sleeps in his dirty boots, and eats with his knife. It's 
disgusting, I <»J1 it; and I call Olympia nothing but a bad girl 
— a bad girl, and that's the word." 

** Father, say you don't believe anything so horrible I You 
know Olympia — ^you know this Sullivan — ^is it likely P Is it 
possible P " 

*' I know more than you know, my boy. It's not only likely 
— ^it's true." 

'' There ! " said Mrs. Westwood, triumphantly. '' Your father's 
right sometimes, when he agrees with me ; and no doubt none 
better than he knows how that majoring ' man found out 
about '' 

**Mr. Forsyth," GFerald interrupted her, ''you, too, know 
Olympia, perlutps best of us all. Do you believe that she — ^hang 
it^ I can't say the word." 

Forsyth, who had heard all this without uttering a word, 
looked up vacantly. 

*' like mother, like daughter," he said, bitterly. '' There was 
once another Gerald Westwood, and another Major Sullivan, 
and another Yes, it is all true." 

He hung his head, turned away, and left The Laurels without 
another look or word. 

Of course, it was all true to him who had been living his 
whole life over again, step by step, from the beginning to the 
end. It was true, because her name was Olympia, and because 
her life had been connected with his own. 

Of course he leaped to the worst conclusion at a bound. A 
dream of impossible happiness can, as we all know, have but 
one end, and that the worst. Ghradually a phantom of spring 
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liad seemed to be growing up between Himself and the approacb- 
ing winter of bis days. It promised bim all tbe best pcurt of tbe 
past, and kept tbe rest concealed. All at once, at a breatb, tbe 
rose-coloured pbantom sbrivelled up in frost. He bad lost tbe 
only resting-place tbat bis beart migbt bope to find : in tbe 
instent of loss all bis loss was revealed, and its name was 
known. 

Buob a discovery, tbus cruelly made, was bardly to be borne. 
Tbere was no need to name tbe passion tbat bad fallen upon 
bim unawares. At bis age, and witb bis nature, a man does 
not say *• I love," but " I live." Love is an addition to life witb 
tbe young, bat it is life itself to snob as be. He bated and 
despised bimself tbat it sbould be so, witbout reference to tbe 
manner of tbe end. He acutely felt all tbe barrier of contrast 
tbat lay between bimself and ber ; and if be bad been asked for 
a list cdE ber faults, be wotild not have taken from or glo ssed 
over tbe catalogue tbat be bad made only yesterday. Was it 
possible tbat it was only yesterday P And now be would bave 
been forced to add unlaiown and unsuspected faults tbat be 
dared not tbink upon. It was sbameful to tbink tbat be, in 
middle Ufe, wbo bad already passed tbrougb tbe fire, sbould, 
unwittingly bave been a second time ensnared by an ignorant girl, 
brimfull of faults, just because, forsootb, sbe bad tbe eyes of 
an old love, and was — a girl. Tbat was tbe whole story, as be 
lead it now in tbe bitterness of bis loss — ^that, and nothing more. 
Some of us magnify tbe merits of our friends and the faults of 
oar foes. But there are many more who, out of the tendency 
to self -torment which is the scourge of love, magnify every fault 
of those whom they love the best, and blind themselves to every 
virtue. The lovers wbo see Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt 
are many ; but those wbo seek out and exaggerate every mote 
and mole in Helen are more. That is tbe scourge witb which 
tbe just and truth-seeking do penance for being happy. 

Forsyth cannot be said to have been disappointed in losing 
the happiness that be never consciously hoped to gain, but be 
was bitterly angry witb bimself for being disappointed in 
Olympia. It was because it convicted bim of outrageous folly 
tbat Mrs. Westwood's tale was true. Tbere was no need to 
examine evidence that would have morally convinced a less 
prejudiced heart. He remembered bow be would once bave 
thought a similar story of the mother utterly incredible ; bow 
be had once before been deceived by eyes that met bis own 
openly, and by a voice tbat sounded true. He bad long bub- 
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pecied that Olympia did not care for Gerald as a fntnre wife 
shonld care, without sospecting that the thought might have 
had a wish for its lather : but that her engai^ment had been 
used as a loye affair with an animal like Solli^an — well, after 
all, it is the incredible that generally tnms out to be true. He 
must let her go, retom to his solitary toil, resnme his mask, 
and be a man. 

With this resolntion, bom from anger with himself rather 
than with her, he returned to Beckfield« He set himself to pnll 
np the flowers that had taken fresh root in his heart, and that^ 
as everybody knows, is easy enough — for an hour. Sweeping 
and garnishing is not a hurd task, and hearts and water may 
be very easily kept frozen for jnst so long as the frost endures. 
He could not, in the first hour, look forward to the day in which 
he would have to exchange the studio of Gressford Wood for 
his London room, to return from art to trade, and to realise that 
he would never even dream of reading truth and innocence in a 
woman's voice and eyes again. The companionship of a month 
had seemed growing into the companionship of a life, and it was 
gone. It was hideously cruel mockery that he who had stripped 
himself of all things, even of his good name, for the sake of 
others, should be unable to find the commonest consolation, 
which even the most selfish may enjoy, in the friendship of one 
who was true and pure, though otherwise neither very good nor 
very wise. It was like being deprived of light and air. He 
had asked so little from life, and had given up so much, that his 
doom was doubly hard. But it must be borne. The straw of a 
girl's escapade had broken the camel's back — but it is not gentle* 
men that hang themselves. 

He found Beckfield in some commotion. Grooms and ser- 
vants were bustling or loitering about, and immediately on his 
arrival he was requested to go at once to the Earl. 

'* Forsyth," said the latter, "if you want to stay on at Beck- 
field you must be host and g^est too. I'm going back to town 



— ^now." 



The painter knew his patron's way of talking about his plans 
a long time beforehand, and then deciding in a hurry, too well 
to be surprised. Indeed, the faculty of being surprised was 
now among the lost arts to him. 

''I shall start this evening," Lord Wendale went on, '*and 
shall be glad of your company if you care to come. All my 
affairs are in arrear, and I wouldn't be away from to-morrow^ 
debate for a dozen Beckfields. Oh, if I were but member for 
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my county instead of only for my confoiinded coronet, I believe 
I could do something in the -world. There's nothing like rank 
and wealth to deprive one of the power of benefiting one's 
fellow-creatures. Pld give anything to lay everything down, 
and become a self-made man — ^it's the hdUm gained by a pri- 
vate soldier that's worth the having, not the one that one's bom 
to. By the way, what's this I hear about Miss Westwood ? 
I'm glad to see you safe back again, for I half suspected she'd 
gone off with you," 

" What about Miss Westwood P What have you heard P '* 
asked Forsyth, trying now to cover his heart with a mask, as 
well as his name. 

'* Oh, I heard it. from Lee, who had heard it from somebody, 
who had heard it from somebody else — ^you know the way in 
which those things are spread flying. I thought there was 
some one besides the cousin at the bottom of it when — when I 
thought for a moment of actually making love to her. - I was 
sure there was something then, and I'm not often deceived. 
Who is this man Sullivan who has carried off the prettiest girl 
in England, whatever else she may be P " 

'* i^d this is the man who asked her to marry him not a 
month ago!" thought Forsyth to himself. He iJso believed 
himself to be a reader of men, and was also sometimes wrong. 

'* Who is the dark horse that has won the stakes — such as 
theyareP** 

** I have not the honour of knowing much of Major Sullivan." 

'* An Irishman by name, but hardlv by nature, to go off with 
a girl BO poor that she was talking of earning her own living." 

**A girl that even talks of earning her own living is not 
poor." 

"You've seen Sullivan sometimes — ^haven't you P I think 
I've heard you speak of some lying fellow that I daresay would 
do anything to turn a dishonest penny. Are you going to 
London, or shall you stay here P " 

" I shaU go to London." 

" Forsyth, I don't believe a word of this abominable slander. 
Do you ? " 

" I am an older man than you, my lord. Nothing is incred- 
ible, except what one believes." 

" And can you think that a girl would refuse a — the chance 
of being a countess for the sfl^e of a vulgar rascal P There's 
some strange plot here, and on my honour I think there are 
more liars than one." 
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" I should Bay a few millions more." 

** I never yet let anything oppose my will in my life — that's 
my principle. If one lets one's self onoe be beaten, even if one 
do(Bsn't care about victory, the prestige of one's will is gone. I 
mean to find ont this girl, and I'll tolerate no rivals, for the 
sake of principle. I have collected about me all that is most 
beautifiil in art, and I don't see why I should let slip what is 
most beautiful in nature too. As for my losing her in the long 
run, that is absurd." 

** What P — do I understand that your lordship will propose 
a second time to a girl that refused you once and that has run 
off with another man P " He scarcely knew what he was saying, 
but habit spoke for him through his parched throat, and even 
exaggerated the peculiarities of his dry reserve. 

'* She never refused me. As to proposing a second time, that 
is impossible, seeing that I never proposed a first time. Only I 
will not be beaten, that's alL It doesn't follow that I mean to 
make her Countess of Wendale." 

<' What ! " exclaimed Forsyth, suddenly starting from his ap- 
parent statue-like indifference, '' do you mean you intend doing 
her wrong P " 

** What do you mean by doing her wrong P Leaving a beau- 
tiful girl to be devoured by sharks and vtutures when, in body 
and soul, she is fit for a king — aye, and for me P I can trust 
my instinct^ I hope, never to do anybody wrong, whatever I 
may do. If you were a Calmont you would know what I mean. 
And, in any case, what is it to you ? " 

Wliat, indeed, was it to him r Eveiything to the true Earl 
of Wendale, who loved Olympia — nothing to the man who owed 
all he had to his patron, and to whom Olympia must henceforth 
be less than a name. He was bound to silence and indifference 
while his whole heart was full. He had never found it so hard 
to keep the secret of his life as now, not even when he had been 
almost overcome by home-longing. It was not that he wished 
to betray himself — ^what would he have gained, now that his 
life was broken in two ? But he was filled with a burning de- 
sire to say : ** It is I that loved her, and not you — ^it is you that 
insult her, and not I — ^it is I that am the Calmont, and you that 
are the cur." The ebb of his lost youth was boilixig back again, 
and Olympia was the cause. 
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CHAPTER V. 

He held that all {hinge are deviaed 

To be bj ohemiata ayntheaiaed. 

That from eaoh pair, there thna mAy be a 

Fnjeotioii of some third idea : 

That love from oppoeites is bred, 

Ajb white is bom from green and red. 

And that, like white, 'twonld ne'er be seen 

If green were wed with bine or green : 

That 'tis from disoorda that we call 

Oar f nlleat harmonies of all — 

As if the ohoros of the birds 

Sang not in nnisons and thirds. 

Or as if Flora's hues were blent 

By contrast and by complement. 

To snit the laws ordained as here 

By iofoamtiy taught by milliners, 

Who the Forge^me-Not eschew 

Because its hnes are green and blue. 

In '* Like likes like " Uee Nature's skill, 

And always did, and always will. 

It fflay be remembered that Firefly's only knowledge of the 
poet whose fame is conventionally supposed to be more than co- 
extensive with the English language was confined to the fact 
that the pnblic-honse near the Phcaniz Theatre had been named 
after and perhaps kept by somebody named Shakespeare. The 
sign was not wholly mappropriate, for the Shakespeare was an 
actor's honse of call, and the fountain from which many of those 
employed at the Phoonix drew their inspiration. 

A few evenings after the treaty of mutual aid and protection 
had been drawn up between Mrs. Westwood*s pupil in propriety 
and the ballet-girl, the bar of the Shakespeare was as thronged 
as it had been many hundreds of evenings before. The perform- 
ance was over, and some of those who had been working hard 
to amuse otherSi were now making others work to amuse them 
in their turn. The Phoaniz toiled late, but the Shakespeare 
toiled later stOl, and would work on tUl the Argus called London 
was pleased to open one of his other eyes. 

<< Talking of swells," said one, '* who was the specimen that 
came behind to-night P *^ 

** How should 1 know P Some swell that's had enough of 
Eop's Alley, I suppose, and wants to write a book of travels 
about the other side of the water. I teU you I was ashamed of 
you all to-night — every one of you. You disgraced the 
profession. One would think none of you fellows had ever 
played to any above costermongers in your lives." 
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*' Come ! If it comes to that I don't think yon got much by 
slapping him on the back and calling him year dear boy." 

*' No, I didn't — and that shows what sort of a swell the fellow 
must be. I've played at the Obeion before I ever heard of this 
hole, and slapped a dnke on the back before now, and he liked 
it too." 

** Let me see — wasn't it when yon came to the Phoonix that 
they gave np the Bear P " 

" I should think it was — as though I'd play in the same piece 
with a Bear! The profession's going to the dogs ; but I'm not 
going to make myself a monkey yet awhile. Well, the swell 
didn't get much fun to*ni^t, that's one comfort. Did yon see 
the snub he got from the Fly P" 

'' Oh, the Fly — ^that's notlung. She never speaks to anybody 
now she's taken up with that young fellow." 

** I never saw such a case of jealousy," said another. '' He 
comes with her every night| never speaks to anybody himself, 
and won't let her look at anvbody but him." 

'' He's an uncommon good-looking young fellow, though. I 
doubt if he's English, and those foreign fellows will have a knife 
in you as soon as look at you. But who'ld ever have thought 
such a thing of the My P " 

«< I would. I'ld think it of any woman. Does anybody know 
him P HsA anybody ever heard him say a word but * Yes ' and 
*No'P" 

'* You're talking of young Seaward, I suppose P " said a new 
comer. " I know something about him — he's an artist ; but if 
you ask me where mademoiselle picked him up, that's more 
than I can say. Anyway, she doesn't seem inclined to drop him 
down again. The last tning I know of him is that he and she 
walked away as lovingly as usual from the stage-door, arm-in- 
arm. That's what comes of those stuck-up girls — I never saw 
a girl BO far gone in all my days. There's one thing though I'll 
say for her^— it isn't every girl that will flatter up a man's conceit 
by letting all the world see she's his slave. HuUoa, young man — 
where are you pushing to P Oh, if you want to pay, that's 
another thing. Here, Brown — ^here's actually one of your 
customers who wants to pay ! " 

But how and why it was that a customer who was eager to 
pay his reckoning had found his way to the Shakespeare, 
and why he behaved himself so much at variance witili the 
custom of the place^ is sufficiently remarkable to require a longer 
history. 
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While he who loved Olympia forced himself to condemn her, 
he who was to have been her hnsband believed in her still. 
Not loving her except in the old brotherly way, he had no mis- 
giving^ : towards her his heart, and therefore his judgment, was 
unclonded. He knew that she had never told a lie, except for 
hononr's sake, and that all her thonghts and actions, to aU who 
cared to read them, were as open as the day. He had never 
thought ill of anybody in his life — except Tom Harris — and he 
was not going to begin with her. Starting firom the opposite 
point of view to that of Forsyth, he argaed, perhaps not mnch 
Idas sonndly, that what was incredible could not be true. Her 
departure at the same time with the Major was a coincidence — 
nothing more. She had gone to London to carry out her insane 
scheme of making a fortune with her ovm hands. She had 
done BO for his sake, and had not said a word abont it, even to 
him, because she alx^Mtdy knew that he disapproved, and would 
have prevented her. She had already refused a coronet for his 
sake, and this was a new sacrifice — ^wild indeed, but not the less 
real'— for him. She was slandered, and he must prove her inno- 
cent — she was alone in London, and he must save her from a 
million perils. He could imderstand, or thought he could 
understand, her unwillingness to come to him (now once more a 
rich man) without a penny, and to be exposed to the charge 
of having schemed to win him. Everything she did would be 
o£ necessity, and according to her nature, outrageously sud- 
den, wild, and generously unreasonable. This was his judg- 
ment : and he knew her, or believed he knew her, from top to 
toe. 

Alas I This was all very generous — ^but is not everybody, 
even the frank-souled Gerald Westwood, more or less a Lord 
Wendale, whose best acts and impulses may spring from foun- 
tains that he who follows them in the very best faith would 
blnsh to look upon P 

It was with a strange wild feeling of relief, like a criminal 

who is suddenly reprieved, that Gerald, after the first moment 

of astonishment, heard the news that had filled all the rest of 

the household with dismay. He was not released from his 

betrothal by scandal that he could not believe, but its fulfilment 

was delayed. Nay, he was seized with a shameful desire, which 

he sought to dismiss at once before it was formed, that he could 

believe the tale that the others found so easy to swallow. If she 

had gone off with the Major she would be disgraced, but he 

would be free. He deserved no blame for the wish, which, in a 

T 
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more Lord Wendale-like nature, would no doubt have become a 
thought also. 

Oljmpia was right — he was as fiaJse as a man oould be. No 
sooner had he pledged his word to her than he had broken it 
for the sake of a pair of blue ejes. 

After all, the blue eyes had been before the brown eyes in the 
field. They were the first that had welcomed back to England the 
young man who had had nothing to do with blue eyes or black 
since he was a boy, and no doubt they did their work more 
subtly than the shy lad, who could rescue a bear from a broken 
neck but could not look at the bear's mistress without blushing, 
was aware. In any case the generous champion of Olympia 
had come back heart-whole to the little dancing girl. Men 
mostly must look down, or at least fancy they look down, in 
order to love in the grand style : how could he give the protect- 
ing love of a man to the girl whose head was always enveloped 
in clouds that he could not fathom, and whose heart was always 
bursting with desires that he could not comprehend P He must 
look up to Olympia ; but Firefly looked up to him. To the first 
he was still the child of her own childhood : to the other he was 
a man and a hero. To love the first was a duty, to love the 
second was a joy. 

It was the story, over again, of Forsyth and Olympia — 
burlesqued, perhaps, but not the less real. Possibly Olympia 
herself was not quite so immaculate in the matter of loyalty 
that she could afford to throw stones. He, alone and friendless 
in the midst of London, had found a friend. Life grew more 
idyllic among the paving-stones than that of the lost Lord Cal- 
xnont at Don Pedro's qmnta. The young sailor no more dreamed 
that he was falling over head and ears in love than he eonld 
help it^ and she, whom hard work and a bear's friendship had 
kept more pure in heart than all the prayers of a convent, went 
into love with open though unsuspecting eyes. 

History without events is hardly possible : there is no history 
either of GFerald's life in London, or of the golden age. In after 
years, Gerald Westwood, when he recalled this month or more 
of poverty and disgrace, could only remember that it was the 
happiest month in all his years. He worked with his own hands 
all day long for his daily bread. He was often hongp-y, he 
never amused himself, and he made no friends but two — a bear 
that could not speak, and a girl that could not read. He was 
engaged to a girl whom he could not marry, he had lost his 
profession and prospects, had quarrelled wi& his family, and 
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had been disappointed in firiendsliip. He ought to have been as 
miserable as the day was long, and he was as happy as the 
days were short. He kept his health, he had no leisure for 
thinking, and was in love without knowing it — ^the three bea- 
titudes which compose the eighth heaven. A great man who 
possessed the three gifts of genius, uninterrupted good fortune, 
and an unlimited capacity for enjoyment, declared that in the 
course of a long life he had once been happy for as much as two 
weeks. Gerald's gifts were the better, for he was happy for four. 

Time was too precious to be wasted in sleep. The Firefly 
was a nightbird, so that he had to woo late and work early. 
Happily it did not follow that because he knew her he was 
obliged to see too much of Monsieur Drouzil or Monsieur 
Drouzil's friends. So long as she made enough money and 
never forgot to lay out supper, she might amuse herself during 
her leisure hours after midnight as she pleased. They had 
never hung heavy on her hands, for she had her needle, her 
bird, and Oscar : but before long she must have wondered, if 
she ever thought of anything but the present hour, how she 
could have found even these resources sufficient for all her 
needs. She had no Mrs. Westwood to instruct her in the pro- 
prieties, and her four-footed guardian and chaperon gave G«rald 
tacit permission to visit her as soon and as late as he pleased 
after his work and hers was done. Night was her day and 
midnight her noon : according to her experience, the first hours 
of the morning were the orthodox hours for a morning call. 

After a time Gerald used to find himself at the stage-door of 
the Phoenix, or near it, about the time when the performance 
was over. He never went into the house, for the young man 
who had once astonished the Phoenix by going there in full 
dress had still enough of the spirit of The Laurels in him to be 
ashamed of the chance of being remembered by those who had 
stared at him in the uniform of gentility. He could not divest 
himself of the uniform of a gentleman, seeing that he could not 
take off his skin : but if any man thinks it easy to give up the 
respect that is paid to clothes, let him try. Moreover, even 
from the first, he had an insuperable objection to see the blue- 
eyed and golden-haired girl, whom he knew to be the merest 
child in h»Burt, posing in paint and spangles before an audience 
such as that which frequented the Phoenix. It would have 
been worse, perhaps, if all these people had been dukes and 
duchesses, but it was bad enough as it was : and, as he could 
not bear to think of it^ he kept away and hid his eyes. The 
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ostrioh is a wise bird — if he cannot alter facts be can alter 
fancies, which are the more important things of the two, and 
often much harder facts than the facts themselves. He pre- 
ferred to think of her only as he saw her, and not as she might 
be seen any night bj hundreds of eyes besides his own. 

So he waited patiently till she came oat in her bonnet and 
shawl, and then saw her home. They had plenty to talk abont : 
they were seldom silent, and neyer both at a time. When they 
reached home there was a great deal to be done. She did not, 
like Olympia, try to march him off straight to dreamland. In- 
stead of trying to teach, she tried hard to learn, patiently and 
with reverence. He, whose very spelling was donbtfnl, and who 
knew nothing but what his own e^cperience had taaght him, 
was to her the incarnation of knowledge and of wisdom besides. 

As for the poor g^l herself — but little, if anything, need be 
said of her. She has already told her story to Olympia, and the 
additional details that Gerald knew consisted of nothing more 
than the names of places which, except in name, were all the 
same to her. The nniyerse was a stage, and Monsieur Joseph 
Dronzil its manager. Grerald set up a fiction, in which be 
resolutely believed, that the girl was a princess changed at nurse 
or stolen : he conld not or would not think that the brandy- 
sodden ruffian of a posture-master could have created that part 
of the universe which was called Firefly. There was no reason, 
however, beyond his own wish, for justifying his intuition : the 
Joseph Drouzil might have been a very different sort of vessel 
when it first floated from the hands of the shipbuilder, and he 
too, in his time, might have received the worship of some higher 
soul, however incredible such a thing might seem. QenJd was, 
or rather had been, thoughtless and careless enough, but he be- 
lieved in God as well as in honour, and it was terrible to find 
one so fair to look upon, so pure and gentle by nature, seemingly 
as utterly devoid of a soul as her bear. He gave her his heart, 
and, by slow degrees, it became a soul. 

So, in watching and welcoming the transformation of the 
Firefly into a loving woman, the days and nights slipped by. 
Not a word of love talk had passed between them when, one un« 
lucky evening, a thought of the most pressing prose broke into 
this idyll of London. His luggage still lay unclaimed in Ck>vent 
Garden. It would have been a curious piece of forgetfulness 
if his head had contained room for more thoughts than one at 
a time, and if he, in his present circumstances, had not been 
ashamed to meet the eye of the waiter in the coffee-room. Why 
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it is that all mankind shoold stand in snoh sliame-faced awe of 
the race of waiters is a question too profound for any psycho- 
logist that the world has yet known, or perhaps ever will loiow ; 
but it is certainly a fact Uiat every waiter is a mesmerist of the 
first water. G^nJd, howeyer, managed to recover his Inggage 
by means of a messenger, who, besides his portmanteau, brought 
him a packet which had been forwarded to the hotel, and which 
was the last thing in the world that he expected to see. 

The packet consisted of the four letters from his mother 
directed to the care of T. Harris, Esq., B.N., and sent by the 
latter, after some delay, to the last address given by Gerald to 
anybody since he had left home. All was forgiven, and he was 
implored to return at once to marry his cousin as soon as he 
pleased. It was from them that he learned how Lord Wendale 
had proposed to Olympia and had been refused. He dashed the 
letters to the other end of the room, and sat down in despair. 
That evening he and Firefly learned from one another all that 
they had gained and all that they must lose. 

Perhaps he ought not to have allowed her tears to open his 
whole heart to her, and to make him tell himself, and her too, 
that he loved her better than all the world. But he was no 
Forsyth, who had schooled himself to suffer all things and to 
make no sign. He was besieged with a thousand temptations 
besides her irresistible tears. He might act as if he had never 
received these letters at all ; he might marry Firefly, and so 
render the fulfilment of his duty to Olympia impossible. How 
the conflict ended we know. He may have judged like a block- 
head, but he certainly judged like a gentleman. 

What was right to Gerald was right to Firefly. She could not 
help protesting with her tears, but she never once protested 
against her doom by her words. And now, though more than 
ever bound in love to Firefly, he was more than ever, in honour, 
bound to Olympia. She had shown, as it appeared to him, such 
boundless loyalty and devotion, that if he spent his whole life 
in righting her, he should yield her no more than her due. 

** Where are you going r What are you doing ? " asked his 
mother, when she found him busily packing up within an hour 
after Forsyth had turned his back upon The Laurels. 

*' I am going to find Olympia. She is in London, and I am 
going there." 

" Are you going out of your senses P *' 

'* If I am I shall soon know." 

" But in London " 
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** If she was in tbe moon I must do all I can to find her. 
Even in London one can find what one looks for in seyentj 
years. If I'm wrong, I'm a fool : bat if I didn't go, after all 
that's been said, I shonld be a blackguard. Yon wouldn't wish 
me to be that, I'm snre." 

She knew, when he spoke in that tone, that she might as well 
speak to the wind. 

"That's the reward one gets for indulgence," she said. 
'* That comes of sparing the rod — one's nieces fto ofE with majors 
and one's sons call one names. Never mind; young people 
think old ones fools, but old ones know what young people are." 
She had been beaten, but had won the last word. G«rald did 
not answer her, but went on with his packing all the same. It 
was certainly an obstinate family on both sides. 

The Captain, who had shown himself quite as obstinate as any 
of them, took another line. 

" (herald, my boy," he said, gently, " Fm worn out of my life 
by all this, and if you hear of my blowing out my brains or hang- 
ing myself, don't you be surprised — that's all. I'ye got myself 
to thajik for it " 

" Father — what are you talking about P " 

" I meant all for the best, my boy — all for the best, by 
George ! When I say I'll hang myself, of conrse I don't mean 
that, but it's all the same thing. I'm off my head, and that's 
where I am. You stop quietly at home, there's a good boy. I 
know what you don't know " 

" I wish, sir, you would tell me what yon know." 

" That's just where it is. By George ! " he groaned, " if it 
was pnt in print they'ld say it was a lie. I wouldn't believe it 
if it was in the connty paper." 

" Nor would I, if it said Olympia had run away with Major 
Sullivan. I wouldn't believe it if it was in the log-book. Look 
here, &.ther, I must go and I will go. I shall find her out, never 
fear, and bring her back safe and sonnd. Just think what may 
become of her ! I suppose you don't want me to become a black- 
guard, father ? " 

" God forbid, my boy. But if yon find she's with Sullivan ? " 

"If she's with Sullivan, 111 let her stay with Sullivan. She 
wouldn't be our Olympia, that's aU, and it's our Olympia I mean 
to find. How can you believe snch tales ? " 

"Well, good-bye, my boy," he said, sadly. " And if anything 
happens, you'll believe I meant it for the best. I've tried to be 
a good father and to do right by everybody, and it's bard 
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there, Gbd bleas yon, and I hope you're rights but I know you're 
not, all the same." 

So Gerald, who had said good-bye to Firefly for ever, re- 
turned to the city in whioh every briok spoke eloquently of her, 
and of nothing but her. One resolution he carried up with him 
— whatever might happen, he would never see her amin. Eveiy 
thought of her was now falsehood and treason. He did not 
palter with himself by saying that her soul had claims upon him 
that he ought not to disregard. His was not a mind in which 
two opposite courses of action could, at the same time, both be 
right and neither wrong. It was Firefly or Olympia, love or 
honour : and his choice had been made. 

And the result of all this was that, before the evening was 
over, he was looking at Firefly from an obscure comer in the 
pit of the Phoenix, and had found his way into the Shakespeare 
for the sake of hearing her name and, perhapsy some news of 
her at second or third b^nd. 



CHAPTER VI. 

We doubted, qruurelled, tore onrselTes ammder, 

Faith munioked falsehood, hope was like despair: 
We doubt not, etrlYe not : oalnuy now we wonder 

Why we were happy — ^vet we know we were. 
Then passed no day bat left twelve hours of sadness. 

Then oame no night but brought twelve hours of pain ; 
Now night brings rest, and day gives hope and gladness, 

And — oould we only weep, and lore, again ! 

No wonder that after what he had heard he was anxious to pay 
his reckoning and be gone. 

He who could not believe harm of Olympia was not likely to 
believe evil of Firefly. But this was not in the barg^n — he 
had not left her in order that she might fall a victim to public- 
house slander. It was only too likely, as he felt rather than 
knew, that she who had learned the need of friendship and 
companionship only to lose it should have been driven to supply 
the place of a lover with a friend, and, though the jealousy of 
the dog in the manger rose up in him, he could throw no blame 
upon her. There were plenty of Charles Seawards abont, as he 
knew, ready enough to take advantage of the desolation of the 
Fireflys. To know that much there was no need to have read 
of Bacchus and Ariadne. 

No ; he would see her no more, except to warn her ; and also, 
perhaps, to prove that he had as little cause for jealousy as he 
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bad the right to be jealous of one wbo was benoefortb notbing 
more to him than one he had loved, and loved still. That, also, 
was a duty ; and having done all he could as a friend for her 
whom he loved, he would be able, with a heart comparatively at 
ease, to do his imperative duty for her whom he loved as a 
friend. 

He did not believe in this fellow Seaward ; but his incredulity 
did not give him sleep, and the next afternoon he found himself 
less guicu»d by his own free will to the lodgings of Monsieur 
Joseph Prouzil than drawn there independently of his will. 
What should be do when he got there? What was he going to 
say ? However, it is a wise moth that knows what he is going 
to do when he reaches the flame, and this particular moth was 
certainly no wiser than his fellows. In spite of the earliness of 
the hour, considered from Firefly's point of view, the way was 
so natural for him to take that he could have scarcely taken any 
other. His hand paused and trembled on the handle of the 
door of Monsieur Drouzil's room, but he opened it and made a 
step across the threshold. 

** Gerald? MonDieu!" 

It was the cry of startled joy itself ; but it did not last long 
enough for him to read it in all its fullness. Still it was enoogb, 
and more. He had come to London to search for Olympia, and 
in that moment Olympia took her flight from the world. 

'' You have come back to me ! She has made you free ! She 
ia " 

Her eyes asked the rest: it is to be feared that the word 
" dead " was floating about somewhere below her brain. And 
why not ? What meant death to her rival would mean life to 
her. 

He could scarcely look her in the face or bring out a word. 
** No. I am come — I am come to say good-bye." 

She had started up to meet him. What could his coming 
ever mean but joy? Bat such a wilderness of sorrow came into 
her face — the very blackest of April clouds. How could he have 
thus come back to her out of a dream unless her rival had died ? 
And she had not died. 

" Oh, Gerald ! Are we to spend our lives in saying adieu ? " 

What could he say ? His visit itself was selfish cruelty unless 
he felt himself free to clasp her to his heart as he burned to do. 
He had not seen her or heard her voice for days. 

** My darling, I never meant to have come. I wish to God my 
tongue had been cut out before I told Olympia I would many 
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her, when I didn't know what I was saying. Bnt I oame ; how 
oonld I help it ? And I'm all the more hound to her now. As 
if she hadn't given np everything else, she's lost her good name 
hesides for me." 

Poor Firefly sighed, and gave a little moaning ciy. 

" Then — ^then why do yon come to me again P Did we not 
say adien ? Did not saying it make me almost happy to think 
I loved one so noble ? Oh, I had made np my mind to bear — 
I oonld have borne all bnt seeing yon again." 

" I wish yon conld unlove me — ^no, I can't wish that; what a 
hideous, se&sh beast I am ! But there's one thing I can't bear, 
darling. I come to warn you. I've heard things said that I 
can't believe, and I can't rest till I've heard you say they're not 
true. I can't unlove yon ; and if I could " 

Firefly, whom nothing could persuade that he was not a hero 
and the wisest of mankind even if he had been proved the 
vilest, trembled into gathering teara 

" What have yon heard — what have I done but love you 
always ? " 

'' What a miserable pair we are ! What a fool I have been. 
Do you really love me still P " 

'* Oh, Gbrald, if you had to marry hundreds and hundreds of 
wives I would love yon the best of them, though I mightn't ever 
see you or have one word." 

'* Just for that I'm glad I came once more. We may take 
one minute to love each other in before — ^my darling, I oughtn't 
to ask you to love me now, but I do." 

'' You can't ask me not to love you. I don't give np that if I 
give up you." 

" YThat a load yon have taken ofE me ! it makes me almost 
happy. How can there be such hars in the world I^md nobody 
ever hears a lie without taking for gpranted it's true. I'm just 
the same; I've been half crazy with jealousy." 

" You jealous of meP" 

'* I'm not now, though. I heard some wretched cads from 
the Phoenix talking about you " 

" About me ? " 

'< And some fellow called Seaward. I felt inclined to get up 
and teU them they lied, only I wouldn't have your name mixed 
np in a pot-house squabble. Is there such a fellow P " 

" Seaward — ^yon heard of me and — and Seaward P " 

*' Is there such a fellow, then P '* 

** Oh, Gerald — surely yon couldn't think — why she — ^he " 
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*^ I never heard your xiame mentioned with any man's beCoTe.** 

Firefly was qnick-witted ; he had never fonnd her nnready 
with an anawer till now. The tmth was as quick to spring 
to her lips as to he bom in her heart : she had had no 
teacher of morals bnt Oscar, and she had not learned from him 
how to evade tmth, mnch less how to speak falsely. Her 
moment's hesitation meant more than another woman's Ue. 

** Oh, Gerald — ^if yon only knew — ^it is so absnrd, so strange! '^ 

" Come, tell me ! I have had secrets and mysteries enongh, 
by Oeorge ! Please don't let ns say good-bye with a secret on 
our minds." 

She looked np at him eagerly. The look itself was a caress, 
almost a smile. It was the April face that he had once kissed, 
and once only, with a ray of the old snnlight finding its way 
throagh the new cloud. Firefly might suffer perhaps more 
sharply than those who suffer more deeply, but even if she were 
dying a smile would not be far away. 

''Ifon Didtt, how yon would laugh and stare if you knew 
aU!" 

** I shall never laugh again," he said, with an implied rebuke. 
'' Who is he that they say takes your arm and is never away 
from your side, and Uiat will not let you speak to a soul bnt 
himP" 

She looked a little frightened. '' Please, Gerald, don't ask 
me. I mustn't tell — I promised not to tell." 

Her incapacity for telling even a white lie ought to have re- 
assured him and made him rest satisfied with her secret even if 
it was for ever unsolved. But what lover, in his place, ever did 
what he ought to do P 

'' Then he does take your arm and is always with yon P For 
heaven's sake say *No.' Do yon think because I am bound 
to tear myself £rom yon that I can leave yon to be talked 
about in pot-houses — ^good Gk>d ! I came to hear you say it is 
not trae. Let new love come in time if it must, but not now, 
while I can't help loving you still, before you're off with the old. 
I don't believe it ; but don't send me away from you wretched. 
Say who he is — tell me it is all nothing — but I can't live with 
such a thing as that upon my mind." 

Her smile was gone now. "Oh, Gerald, don't speak like 
that ! Yon make me think I'm doing wrong." 

" Firefly ! You are keeping me on the rack. I must know 
for your sake — ^how can I toll into what hands you mayn't 
have fallen ? Who is he P I know his name is Seaward — ^that 
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he is a painter : bo no donbt I can find ont if I please. Is he 
any relation of years ? I have heard of misnnderstandings and 
qnarrels abont girls' brothers who wanted to hide themselves." 

** Gerald ! Yon know I have no relation in the world bat 
my father and Oscar." 

" Have yon known him — ^before yoa knew me ? " 

" Not a week ago. I saw — ^him — the day after you went 
away. Indeed I will tell yon all I can " 

'' There is nothing that I woald not tell you" 

" Yes, there is — ^if it is anyUiing yon promised not to tell. It 
was yon that told me a promise mast be kept even if it kills. 
Did yoa not leave me becanse yoa promised P Was it not 
becanse yoa told me it is right to keep a promise that I let yoa 
go P It was not becanse I wanted to, mon Dieu ! And now yoa 
ask me to break mine ! " 

If he had been able to bear this, Gerald woald have been 
more or less than a man. With all his good qaahties his 
mother's son had no fair chance of being bom with a larger 
mind than falls to the common share. To him, as to any other 
lover, a secret meant treason. It shonld have occarred to him 
sooner that he had no right to make any snch compact with her 
as his heart proposed — that he shoald give her ap while at the 
same time she snonld remain trne to hmi. He knew that they 
mast be nothing to one another since they oonld not be all. 
And yet how coald he see the girl whom he loved with all his 
strength drifting, as it coald not bat seem, into perdition, and 
himself, by thns deserting her, the caase ? Was it impossible 
that she, whom he had taaght to love, was consoling herself 
ont of sheer loneliness and despair ? He was perhaps no wiser 
than he had been many months ago, bat his insight into the 
possibilities of a woman's heart had grown strangely clear. 

He coald neither analyse nor lectnre : he coald only feel. 
The store of jealonsy, to which the train had been laid last 
night, had taken fire : he felt himself tarn pale. It was his 
first love, and all its emotions were new. 

*' Bat I have not promised not to find ont aboat this Seaward," 
he said, " and I wilL Heaven knows I don't mistrast yoa— oh, 
my darling, whom I love so mnch, I can't bear this any more. 
There are bonnds to keeping one's word ; I have tried hard and 
failed. I can't be trne to one and love another— I can only be 
trae to yoa. I don't care abont a handred Seawards or a thoa- 
sand Olympias, or anything in the world if I have yon. Come, 
let as forget it all, and be as we nsed to be. I will be year 
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Imsband and yon shall be my wife, and we will let everything 
else go. There — you have won, my own darling — how conld I 
ever think I conld give np yon ? " 

For one moment the g^rl lighted np with joy. She seemed 
scarcely to toach the ground with her feet, as if she were about 
to fly to his arms. Suddenly a low growl from the forgotten 
Oscar made Gerald start. It may or may not have been any- 
thing to do with the matter, but the moment for her flight into 
joy seemed gone. 

'* You have always been bidding me to do what you said 
was right, and now you bid me to do what you said was so 
wrong that you must give up me rather than do it — what am 
I to do?'* 

The words may sound cold enough, but they were not cold. 
Nor did he think so. Passion would not have paused to speak 
them, but Firefly's was the love of worship, which can tolerate 
in its idol nothing short of perfection. If Oerald had told her 
it was right to commit murder, to steal, or to lie, she would 
have believed without question; but the newly-born unworn 
soul could not see how he who was always right could be him- 
self when he, on his own showing, sought to tempt himself and 
her to do what he had so crucially convinced her he knew to 
be wrong. It was not a thought, but an instinct, which is 
far stronger and far dearer. 

Bat his was not the love of worship. Passion had burst 
its gates and was sweeping him. on with the tide. He had 
aimed at self -conquest, but he was not quite so cold-blooded a 
young man as to be able to succeed. 

" What's Olympia to you ? Why should you make yourself 
miserable for her r I tell you I'm beginning to hate tiie girl. 
If I find her I'll tell her aU— I'll tell her that I've behaved like 
a cad to her if she likes, and I feel I have, but I won't and I 
can't give up you. How could I many her and love you ! — 
good God ! it's horrible to think of — never see you again " 

*' Oh, Gerald, Gerald, how can I ever believe what you tell 
me any more ? When you left me was it because you cared for 
her most after all ! " 

*' You'll send me mad ! If you talk like that you don't 
love me. I see how it is," he said suddenly and passionately, 
** when I gave you up you gave me up too. I won't ask any- 
thing more about that fellow you talk of — ^I'll go to the Phcenix 
and see with my own eyes — and if he's after you in the wrong 
way, and I shaJl soon know, it shall be so much the worse for 
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him. ril save you from that, anyway, and then — then'' he 
went on with a miserable attempt to seem oahn, '' I'll pnt 
Olympia right, and then I'll go off somewhere where I shan't 
see either of yon again. I did think that yon loved me almost 
as much as I love yon." 

He was tortnring himself even more than her : bnt cruelty 
and self-torment are the two grand attributes of Love before he 
is old enough to be wise. It was Qerald's first passion : and it 
came down with a crash upon every note in the confused and 
unpractised scale. 

" Gerald ! — Qerald ! " she cried out, ready now to say any- 
thing, to break every promise, rather than let him go. But he 
was gone. 

** Why, Cora I " said a full soft voice ftom somewhere in the 
sky above her, '' what has happened P You poor foolish child — 
there, don't cry like that," and she felt an arm placed round her 
waist. ** One would think you were heart-broken. Nothing has 
happened to Oscar P " 

Olympia, who had never given or received a caress since 
Gerald was a baby, drew the girl's golden head to her bosom 
and let it rest there, while Firefly sobbed as if she were indeed 
broken-hearted. Nor had Firefly — save once — ever given or re- 
ceived a caress, except from Osour : and this unknown, longed- 
for tenderness made her weep and sob the more. 

** What is it, Cora P " asked Olympia, when she thought the 
tears must be running dry. *' You must not ciy yourself ill — 
there's nothing worth crying for like that, I'm sure. You'll be 
making me cry too, and that would never do. Tell me what it 
is — I'm your lover now, you know, and you must tell me all." 

'' I— I can't tell you. I think I shall die." 

** Nonsense. People don't die, or I'ld have been dead by now. 
Is it your father — ^is it Oscar — is it the Canary P " 

" It— it was He." 

** He P I'm heartsick of Hes I Who is it now P Sure you're not 
crying your blue eyes out about a man P You don't mean " 

" "Ba has been here — and he loves me — and I've sent him 
away angry : I've made him wretched, and I shall never see 
him again ! " 

'' Cora ! Don't tell me Gerald has been here again ! He 
has P Oh, what will I do ! When did he come P What has 
he been telling you P " 

'' I — he — he wanted to give up that other girl and come back 
to me : and I " 
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''Ah!" exolaimed Oljmpia, in a bitter tone that was not, 
however, without a note of tnunph. '* Now she won't have 
him he oomes back to yon. He is a wise young man to haye 
two strings to his bow. He oan't get money, so he must make 
shift with love. What did you say ? " 

Firefly suddenly and quickly drew her head away. 

" Oh, but she would have him though ! He is still bound to 
her — ten times more, he told me. He wanted to give her up — 
it is not she that has given him up." 

'' Not she that gave him up ? What — ^he means to marry her 
still and keep you too P He dares come and break your heart 
when he thinks himself bound to another girl P What did he 
tell you about that other girl ? " 

'* Nothing." 

" Nothing at all P " 

" Only what I have said. Oh, you must not be angry with 
him, indeed ! He loves me so much, and it is so hard." 

'* Cora, you are a little simpleton. It's you I'm angry with, 
not with him. He's a man. Is he coming here again? I 
suppose you let him see that you loved him, you poor foolish 
child ? '• 

'' Doesn't he know it without seeing ? But no — I know hell 
never come near me again. I've lost him, and what will be- 
come of us now P " 

'* Cora, if he ever speaks to you again, tell him — ^tell him — 
no, tell him nothing. What did you tell him to-day ? " 

'' I only told him I thought he was doing what he knew 
wasn't right — that's all." 

" You are a good girl, Cora, only I'm afraid you didn't say it 
as if you meant it." '* No," she thought, '* I won't have this 
poor girl made a plaything of by a man that would sell her for 
money and make her think he's doing something very fine, 
rid let her know what a scoundrel the sneaking hypocrite is, 
only she'ld hate me ; but he shan't have another word with her, 
if I never let her out of my sight for a year." " There, Cora, 
that's enough now. Be a good girl, and stop crying, and I'll 
take care of you, never fear." 

'' Please — ^mademoiselle — ^will you let me tell him who jou 
areP" 

" Never-— nobody is to know who I am." 

*' But he thinks I am in love with you." 

'' Oh, that is charming ! That is your quarrel, then P You 
are quite sure you did not tell P No, Cora, I'm glad — sorry, I 
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mean — that I oan't let yon tell. Never mind, thongh — if I'm 
the only canse, it's only patting off things " — '' for ever," she 
thought, seeing a way of making an irreparable breach between 
Gbrald and the girl whom she wished to save from the love of 
so contemptible a man. '' There, Cora, dear, yon'U laugh at all 
this one of these days, and if Glerald's what you think him he'll 
laugh too. Maybe I'll let him know all in good time. You 
trust tome." 

How or why Eirefly was to trust to her, Olympia herself 
would have found rather hard to explain. She only knew that 
this infinitely trusting and loving girl must be kept safe from 
harm. But she spoke, as she tdways did when her impulses 
outran her thoughts, in a tone of such hope and courage that 
Firefly, who had now tasted the luxury of leaning upon some* 
body» caught the vague comfort that was implied in her tone. 
It was the part of Firefly to obey, even when commanded to 
hope, as much as it was the part of Olympia to command. 

That evening Olympia saw Firefly to the Phcsnix, not merely 
as a matter of course, but as her champion against new and un- 
known perils, and kept more closely than ever to her side until 
the performance was over. All things went smoothly until, on 
leaving the stage door, Firefly, as usual, took her stronger arm 
to walk home. 

The night was not very dark, but the entrance of the theatre 
was just sufficiently illuminated to make the part of the street 
immediately outside dim and confusing. As the two went out, 
the light fell upon them from behind, so that their faces were 
in almoet complete shade. But it fell straight upon any face 
that met them, and Olympia found herself face to &ce with him 
whom she now wished to avoid as much from anger and con- 
tempt as from shame — Oerald. 

He had come to see the truth with his own eyes ; it was not 
to be expected that, even in a better light, he would, in one 
moment, have recognised Olympia in her disguise. One does 
not expect to meet young ladies dressed up as men out of novels 
and plays. But it was a terrible moment for her, and all the 
impulses that were at hand boiled up and boiled over. He had 
come to persecute Firefly again — ^for her own sake and for Fire- 
fly's she must stUl be Chia>les Seaward to him — and, for both 
their sakes, she brimmed over with anger and scorn. He was 
a liar, a fortune-hunter, a hypocrite, a traitor, a coward. What 
would she expect a man to oo — what would she do if she herself 
were really a man P 
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She did not aak herself the question, bnt she answered it-^ 
her answers were apt to come first, and her qnestionings after- 
wards. Before Glerald ooold say a word, or even shift his eyes 
from Firefly to her, she lifted her cane and gave Oerald a sharp 
out across the eyes. So sudden and unprovoked was the assault, 
that before he could recover his dazzled sight, or even realise 
who had struck the blow, she had thrust Firefly into a coach 
that was waiting for somebody else, was in after her, and was 
gone. 

CHAPTER VIL 

Tliere wm a tattered begnr-man, 

And he lored a lady well— 
" I have a heart to bur," he nid, 

" And yoa have gold to oell." 

^lere was a Mnoe of high degree, 

And he loved the lady weU— 
" I have a orown to buy/' he said, 

" And you have a heart to lell." 

To the beggar-carle she laughed a langh. 

To the fnnoe she frowned a frown- 
** ril give my gold for the beggar's heart, 

But no heart for the Fkinoe's orown." 

Whxn Olympia had at last succeeded in escaping from that trying 
evening of her arrival in London into the solitude of the room 
in whidi the Major had placed her, she did not sit down to think 
upon events and their consequences. She went to bed and went 
to sleep, and woke up the next morning as miserable, forlorn, 
and bewildered a young woman as was to be found in all 
London. She could hanlly bear to dress herself up again in 
those horrible clothes, which had proved unable to conceal her 
sex from the first stranger with whom she had had more than a 
moment's conversation. Did men live in these rough, dose 
rooms, and get thrown among Drouzils, who drank too much 
brandy and played cards in their shirt-sleeves ? What was she 
to do with no better guide than Major Sullivan ? And yet what 
she had learned from Firefly showed how absolutely right she 
had been to run away from home, if only to escape being 
tricked into a marriage with one who loved another, while he 
made cold, half-hearted love to her. And now, tooj her minor 
troubles began. She had to tell the maid-of-all-work what she 
would have for breakfast, and whether she meant to dine out or 
at home. Sullivan would be calling, and she would have to 
get herself some clothes. She would have to find out what 
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painters did, and how she was fo enter the profession of art. 
All the great and little things that had either been nothings or 
trifles to the dreamer in the solitude of The Laurels came upon 
her like a shower of cold rain, which she faced almost with 
despair. She a heroine, indeed, when she did not know how to 
ask for a cup of tea without feeling inclined to sink under the 
floor! She never felt so utterly unmanlike, so hopelessly a 
woman, in her life before. 

And then there was the humiliating, horrible discovery of last 
night that no life that could come to her hereafter, even if she 
gained all the fame and glory that art and the world can give, 
would be worth the life she had left behind her at Oressford 
St. Mary. In her mad impulse she had escaped from the treache- 
rous plots of Gerald and his mother, but she had escaped also from 
the master of her mind — as she knew now, of her heart also. 
" I don't care if he's old and plain and rich," she thought, in her 
shame. " There's not another man in the world that I'll care 
to speak to again till I die. He might hate me if he liked — and 
I'm sure he didn't hate me, for all his odd ways : and I don't 
love him like they love in books ; but if I'd only known all this 
I might have been with him days more, and have had a life to 
look back upon while I was trying to make myself good and 
wise enough for him. And now 111 never be able to look him 
in the face again. A girl that's gone ofE in boy's clothes, and 
who's done all that I've done — he'ld turn from me in that cold, 
sad way of his that would make me die of sbame. I wonder if 
he thinks of me — I wonder if he cares for the girl that he tried 
so hard to teach to be good and wise, and who's shown him what 
lus teaching's good for. I'd been wanting a dear friend since I 
was bom, and now I've thrown him away. Oh, if I'd only 
known — if I'd only seen through their tricks befora But I 
won't be quite beat ; 111 go on. I'll find out a way to be gpreat 
somehow, and g^ood too, and then maybe," she went on, falling 
into her old trick of castle-building, *' maybe when I die I'll let 
him know all I tried to be ; and why — ^why coaldn't I have been 
made his wife, or his daughter, or, anything ? — I'ld soon have found 
all the glory and all the life I ever wanted then. Well, I came 
into the world in a strange way, and a strange world it's been to 
xne; and ifs an ill turn the Major did me when he took 
me up from that battle-field. I ought to be grateful to him, 
too, but I don't believe I've got a bit of good about me. I'm 
either mad or wicked — but it s all too late now. I'll drag ov 
though,'* she said, for her spirit was not going to be self- 

s 
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strangled. *' If I can't be a woman, I'll be all He'ld like a man 

to be." 

And she tried. Whatever Sullivan's motives might be — and 
they were probably complex enoagh — ^he kept her secret and, as 
much as possible, relieved her from the otherwise insuperable 
difficulties of keeping up her character. It is to be feared that 
bhe was really not sufficientlj grateful to the man who covered 
what heart he had under a mask so singularly unattractive. 
There could be no doubt of the almost pathetic stffection of the 
adventurer for the girl who had once, according to his story, 
been more than his own child. He was to her what Oscar was 
to Firefly, and made himself her admiring slave. With his aid 
she turned her rooms into a studio, and, striving to make herself 
a second Forsyth, worked energetically all day long. She never 
left them except to accompany to the theatre the little dancing 
girl whom she had taken under her wing. She had always, 
since the puppyhood of Pluto and of Gerald, felt an intense 
need to love and protect somebody or something, and here was 
one who needed all the love and protection she had to bestow. 
Since her grand discovery about Forsyth she could no longer 
remain self-absorbed or live utterly alone. 

Such was her life up to that evening when, goaded by one of 
those irresistible impulses that were part of her nature, ^e gave 
Gerald the blow wluch, when it was over, frightened her more 
than it astonished him. She could not find it in her heart to 
be sorry, however ; he deserved it richly, and was not likely now 
to trouble Firefly any more. What Firefly thought of the matter 
she could not make out — the poor girl seemed frightened out of 
her wits, crushed and cowed. It had all passed in such a 
moment that she could hardly have told whether it was in attack 
or defence that Olympia used her cane. In any case she did 
not thank her cavalier for her championship, and said '* Gkx)d 
night " with a coldness that was strangely out of keeping with 
her usual warm-hearted ways. Olympia was working at her 
easel next morning, more industriously, thoagh with her mind 
less absorbed in her work, than usual, when she received a 
visit from Major Sullivan. 

" To-niorrow*B the day," he said, " for sending in the pictures 
to them B.A.'b. I'll do it for ye, of course. By the way, hero's 
a bit of a paper Til want ye to put your name to — the real one, 
Olympia Westwood, ye know. 'Tis time ye put your fingers 
on that fortune as was left ye in America, and I've made love to 
some of them boys at the lawyer's officci just gave'm tiie smooth 
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side o' me tongue, ye know, and it's all in your name in the 
thrajB, and if yeUl just sign this thing they call a power of 
attorney, 111 be able to draw the dividends for ye as if I was yon." 

** The money ? Oh, I know — what Gerald — no, I won't touch 
the money. Anybody may take it that likes for me." 

" Murder, darlin' ! But 'tis twenty thousand pounds — six 
hundred a year — a hundred and fifty every quarter day — ^and ye 
don't care ? " 

" I'll only care to earn my own bread and let nobody find me. 
Whatll I do with twenty thousand pounds ? " 

" What would ye do with 'em ? Faith, what wouldn't ye do 
with 'em ! Ye might take off them things you're in and go 
with your old father-an*-mother all over the world if ye please, 
rid take care ye shouldn't be cheated out of a penny of 'em." 

"Ah ! " she said, suddenly struck by a brilliant idea, "you 
were once very good to me — there, I'll sign the paper, and you 
shall have it all. You'll know better what to do with it than 
me. You shan't say you've lost by being kind to a dying 
woman and her little girl." 

The Major looked at her with a wooden stare : and, for the 
second time, his eyes had the queer sort of shining look in them 
that she had seen in them just after he had kissed her forehead. 

" Oh, darlin', d'ye think Danny '11 be paid by Molly Bawn ? " 

Something in his tone touched her. "There, then," she said, 
quickly, " sure I didn't mean it in that way. I think you're 
the very best of them, after all. But take the pounds and 
things, do — I'ld be ever so happy; and keep them or spend 
them, only never let me see them — ^please, Danny, I'll be so 
glad if you wiU." 

" Faith, then, I will," he said. "But 'tis just as if I won't — 
I'll have to find some more bones to pick, that's all, and I think 
I have too. Good-bye, darlin', and God bless ye— ye paid me 
the little I did for ye long ago, when ye first laughed up at me — 
but them's owld times now. I'U see about the picture to- 
morrow Come in ! " 

•• Please, sir, a gentleman to see Mr. " 

The servant had no time to finish, for the gentleman was at 
her heels, and was in the room almost before Sullivan was out 
of it. The girl had only been told once that no visitors were 
to be shown up to Mr. Seaward without sending up a card, so 
her disobedience was no matter of wonder. Olympia looked 
npy and felt as if struck to stone. She had feared it waa 
Gerald, bat it was worse still — it was the Earl of Wendale. 
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Her folly was finding her onfc with a vengeance. It 
lucky that she did not think of leaping from the two-atory 
window, for most assuredly she woald have done it if the idea 
had entered her mind. She stood paralysed, even to her 
tongue. 

Bat the Earl, so far from hetraying the least astonishment, 
only bowed politely, and spoke with even more than his usual 
ease. Gould it be possible that he really did not recognise her 
in her disguise P And, if not, what could he be doing up each 
a flight of stairs in such a part of the town ? 

**I suppose I must introduce myself," he said, as unem- 
barrassed as if she were not as obviously Olympia Westwood as 
he was Lord Wendale. " I am Lord Wendiede," and he smiled 
imperceptibly. *' I know what to-morrow is, and how busy you 
mu^t be, but this is one of my busy weeks too — I always make 
a point of finding out everything for myself, before the show 
begins. Perhaps you may wonder how I have found out a 
stranger to the art- world like yourself: but I am a regular 
detective of possible genius, I assure you, and have a nose for it 
like one of my own hounds. I should be disgraced for ever if 
I had to hear of a good picture from others. It was I who 
found out Forsyth, you know. You will excuse a visit made ir 
the interest of our lui, I'm sure." 

Even now he did not seem to notice that there was anything 
strange about her silence, or the manner in which she held her 
head down, and her face turned away. He went to the i^ront 
of her easel, talking all the while. 

'* Mr. — ^Mr. Seaward, I congratulate yon. That is something 
divine ! Forsyth himself never came up to that — I'm in luck's 
way, indeed ! The contour is worthy of Signorelli, the colour^ 
ing of Bandinelli, and the ckiairoiowro of BecoafiumL" He 
always made a point of quoting the lesser masters ; it showed 
originality in criticism, and an mdependence of its popular and 
conventional traditions. '' This will be the picture of the year 
— in ffikct, it shall. Forsyth is nowhere this year. He has dis- 
appointed me wofully of late. He is painting himself out, Mr. 
Seaward, between you and me. We want somebody new. 
Name your own price and consider this picture as mine from 
this hour, and yourself as the coming — ^man." 

" My— my agent — " began poor Olympia, in a whisper that 
she 'meant for a disguise : but he interrupted her. 

'* There, Miss Westwood," he said, with what he meant for a 
reassuring smile, '*we ha^e both played our parts now. 
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Snrelj you are nofc afraid of me P I meant what I said about 
rour pictnre, thoagh, every word. It is perfect — ^it is sublime. 
J3ut what shall I say of the painter? You are a true heroine. 
Yes, I was right after all when I talked of the sympathy be- 
tween you and mo. I can imagine what it must be for a 
woman of genius who is fettered and trammelled at a place 
like Gressford. It is what I feel — you were crushed by the 
life of a woman just as I am by being, unhappily, a rich man 
and a peer. Oh, it is glorioasly refreshing, in these wretched 
conventional times, to find a woman who sets everything and 
everybody at defiance, and throws herself into the world with 
nothing but her enthusiasm and her genius, and scorns even the 
clothes that are the uniform of a slave. They may say what 
they like, but I honour you. It is the fate of genius to be 
slandered by little minds : but, if I can do nothing else, I can 
appreciate a grand soul." 

A short while since she would have been fired by such praise 
from SQch a man : but her ambition was dying now. 

'* Ah, you don't know what battles I hia.ve had to waee for 
you since you were gone ! I am disgusted with all the little- 
minded narrowness that crops up everywhere ; it makes one 
who tries his hardest to make the world a little better ready to 
sit down in despair. I should, if I did not know one who is 
not as others are. I see yoa are angry at my having learned 
your secret, but indeed you have no cause. I will not betray 
you to a pack of narrow-minded scandal-mongers. Gressford 
is no home for you now." 

Her tongue at last managed to tremble into life. '' What do 
they know — what do they say of me ? Do they think I am 
dead?" 

** No. They are not so charitable. They think you have 
run away with some Irish fellow, and of coarse they leap to 
the worst, and your name is gone. So much the better for 
you. You'll TDske a name worth a hundred of the old. A 
name, indeed — that's another of those contemptible convention- 
alities — as if genius had sex and was to be measured by an old 
maid's foot rule. I needn't say I thought nothing of the kind, 
but one might as well talk Chinese as mention the word Genius 
to the good people of Gressford St. Mary. You've cut yourself 
off from them now, and I congratulate you from my souL Yoa 
are henceforth as free as air." 

*' Good Gk)d ! what have I done ? I don't understand — and 
—and— does he — does Mr. Forsyth think — ? " She had never 
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tbongHt of tbia : imd her words seemed to bum ber tbroat as 
tbey oame. 

" Forsytb P He's tbe worst of tbem. Tbe fellow bas some 
tecbnical skill, but be is no arfcist in soul. Well, well, after 
all, one can't make silk purses out of sows' ears. It was of bim 
I spoke wben I said I bad to do battle for you. He is a soul- 
less, mean-spirited fellow, wbo would do most tbings for balf a 
guinea, and eyerytbiug for a whole one." 

" And be thinks of me — ah, I knew it : what else baye I 
deserved ? But oh, it is too horrible to bear ! Why did you 
come — ^wby did you not leave me alone ? " 

" Why have I come ? Olympia ! What friend have you in 
the world but me P It was a happy chance indeed that I found 
you. You must not think I came not knowing whom I was 
to find. I go everywhere : I am interested in the degrading 
efiects of our public amusements at present, and have been 
going to see them with my own eyes. I found that you, also, 
like a true artist, use your disguise to see what women cannot 
otherwise see. Wben I went behind the scenes at the Phoenix, 
do you think any disguise could hide you from me P I kept 
away from you then, because I thought you might be startled, 
and there would be a scene. But bow could I keep away P I 
did the only thing possible, and followed you home — and here I 
am. We can no more escape from the work of sympathy, 
Olympia, than we can fly. You live in this place all alone P " 

*' It is too horrible ! " she said, aghast at her own thoughts. 
" Alone P Yes — quite alone." 

" You must leave this wretched place — ^at once — now. I will 
find you a studio myself, where you can work in ease and com- 
fort, as genius should do, and you shall want for nothing. And 
I will ti^e care that nobody but myself shall know anything of 
you except your glory." 

" Why do you abuse Mr. Forsyth P Is he not your friend ?" 

He frowned. *' I abuse Forsyth because he abuses you. 
You shall put your foot on bis neck. I made bim, and I can 
unmake him ; Forsyth is no more. Let him paint for the 
cotton-spinners, if he likes : he has done with me. You are my 
painter now. • We will conquer the universe together : you shall 
inspire me to do all things, and I will do all things for you. I 
will be your right hand, and you shall be my soul." 

" Sure, you're not asking me to marry you again P " 

*' I would not degrade a woman like you to the level of a 
countess. It would be sacrilege. How can a countess bo an 
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artist P What scope has she for genius P I know the cnxshing 
weight of worldly rank too well. What I mean is a higher 
marriage — a marriage of souls." 

" That's beyond me — sure, my soul's my own. No, I don't 
know what yon mean," she said, sadly, bat proudly, " and I 
don't want to know. I suppose it's good of you to come, but 
please let me be in my own way. 'Tis nothing I want now but 
to be left alone." 

'' Think, Olympia, if you want to be great, how much depends 
— ^both ways — on a word from me." 

She could only stare at him : he was talking a language of 
which she could not comprehend a word. That Forsyth scorned 
and hated her was now all that she knew or cared. 

" Would you say all that to me if I were a man ? " asked her 
instinct at last, which understood more than her very small 
allowance of common sense allowed her to understand." 

" Of course not. But surely jou are not still keeping up this 
disguise with me ? " 

*' I am, though — ^to you and all. You're a gentleman, so you 
won't betray me, and you'll be gentleman enough to respect me 
too." 

"Olympia! I " 

He was interrupted by another tap at the door. " Please, 
sir, a letter for Mr. Seaward, to be given immediate." She took 
the letter and broke the seal anxiously. rTho could possibly 
have been writing to her ? 

Before she had hurried through it to the end, she had to sup- 
port herself against the table to save herself from falling to the 
ground. A mist floated over her eyes almost as dark as that 
which had overtaken her when waiting for the Major at the road- 
side. Hardly knowing what she was about, she held out the 
open letter in her hand and let it fall to the ground. 

** May I ? " asked Lord Wendale, raising it for her, and with 
real anxiety in his voice. It was not a case for over- delicacy 
on the part of one who professed the smallest friendship for 
this desolate girl. Her silence gave him consent, and he read 
as follows : — 

*' Sm, — ^As an officer in His Majesty's service and as a gen- 
tleman I have only one course to pursue after the insulting and 
unprovoked attack you made upon me last night at the door of 
the Phoenix Theatre, for which I am very sorry that your 
cowardly escape did not give me the opportunity to give you a 
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good thrashing. Yoa must either beg my pardon before every- 
body who saw what was done or yoa must give me the satis- 
facshon of a gentlbman — I snpose yon know what I mean, or 
I shall call on yon and give yon a horsewipping, I don't care 
before who, which von will also know what I mean. I shall 
wait in all day at this hotel, Goyent Qarden, for yon to send a 
friend. 

" Gerald Westwood, late E.N." 

•'Why, what in the world is this?" he asked. "Gerald 
Westwood — yonr own consin? Well, it is to be hoped the 
fellow nnderstaods fighting better than spelling and grammar." 

" Oh, what shall I do now ? " moaned Olympia. " Is it a 
dnel he means ? Yes — I hit him, and he deserved it, too." 

" And he did not know yon ? Of conrse not," he said, with a 
smile. '* What shall yon do P Tell him who yon are ! " 

" Never ! " 

" Then yon will let yonrself be called a coward ? That will 
be awkward, if yon mean to be a man. By the way, what did 
yon strike him for ? " 

*< Don't ask me anything — ^becanse he is everything bad and 
mean. Oh, what tihall I do ? " 

" Yon won't let him know, and yon won't be called a coward ? 
Snrely, yon are not«tbinking of fighting him ? Then yon may 
well ask what yon shall do. It is awkward — I see it all as plainly 
— ah ! a good idea ! Yon were angry with me jnst now — I don't 
know why. Bnt I wonld do anything to show yon that yon 
may rely npon me. Yon see what comes of being a man ' to 
me and all. ' Yon are snre he conld not recognise yon ? — ^indeed, 
this letter is proof of that, and to spare. Then I will get you 
ont of this mess without betraying yon, and without yonr bemg 
called a coward — and what will yon say to me then ? " 

" Can you — will you really ? Then I will say — thaok you, a 
million times ! " 

" And nothing more than that ? " 

" Why, what more could I say ? " 

" For the present, only good-bye." Such a situation seemed 
made for Lord Wendale. He was being even outrageously 
chivalrous, and felt that he had something to gain by his chivalry. 



345 
CHAPTER I. 

'Tis thou may'st mount thy bonny blaok maze 

And lightly ride away — 
'Tia thon may'st seek thy Faloon fair 

And none shall say thee nay. 

And 'tis I mnst sonrly wander on 

In dark and dolefol weed — 
But 'tis I mnst find thy fair Faloon, 

Though no man bid me speed. 

It was in a very different studio from that of Oljmpia that 
Forsyth was sitting one morning soon after the return of his 
patron from Beckfield to London. He was not working : he 
was trying to reconcile himself to himself, and failing 
ignominiondy. 

Of course he knew, being a more or less reasonable man, that 
no man has a right to bestow upon himself the title of martyr. 
He had never done so hitherto, and was not going to begin now. 
And yet it was very hard indeed not to cry out and complain. 
He did not for an instant regret the act of self-sacrifice by which 
he had condemned himself to a more than hermit-like solitude ; 
knowing all the bitterness of its results, he would not have 
hesitated if he had had to make the same choice over again. 
As he had done before, he would do now. Nor had he earned 
any overt claim to gratitude for what he had done. But still it 
was not in homan natore not to feel cut to the heart by the 
unconscious ingratitude of him for whose sake he had given up 
not only the right to live a frank and open life, but even the 
right to hold up his head among honest men. It was only with 
the help of one who believed him to be a felon that he had been 
able to pass himself off upon the world as a man with a stain- 
less name. But his burden of having to act a double part was 
nothing in comparison with the estrangement from Lord Wen- 
dale that had grown up noiselessly, but not the less palpably, 
over since the Earl had accused the painter of being unable to 
comprehend the instincts of a gentleman. His nephew represented 
to him the sole link that bound him to human life, and he had 
eagerly bestowed upon him all the g^ratitude that he was unable 
to claim, content to find his reward in the grater blessedness of 
giving than receiving. And now, because he could not bring 
hims^ to pander to his patron's whim, he was nothing more 
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tliaa the inieresiiog felon who had been picked np for a capiice 
and then thrown down again, with something like a rebnke for 
presuming to dream that there could be anj relation except that 
of generous patron and servile jprotegS between the forger and 
the earl. He wondered at himself that habit had enabled him, 
in spite of indigpiant disappointment, to keep his secret at the 
moment of so sore a trial 

. It had not been very hard to keep silence for the sake of one 
in whom he was determined to find nothing less than every good 
and generous quality under the sun : but it was hard indeed to 
have to bear his self-imposed burdens simply for the sake of 
what he doubtfully thought was abstract right, and of one whose 
boasted virtues seemed to evaporate in sophistry as soon as the 
first real temptation fell across his way. It was for one who 
now appeared to be unworthy of the sacrifice that he had given 
up, not only the good things of the world, but his good name, 
and even the right, if it had been in his power, to make domestic 
happiness compensate for all. All things had been lost but 
honour, and even that had been lost in the estimation of men. 
It was always on the cards that some unlucky accident might 
identify the famous painter with the convict of Weyport : and 
still he, who loved honour more dearly than life, must accept 
public dishonour in order that his honour might be concealed 
more closely than if it had been shame — and this without the 
sympathetic touch of a single human hand. 

And all this burden could, at will, be thrown off by the magic 
of a single word. The tempter stood at hand, and argued welL 
First, he said, quoting the scripture of Honour herself, right is 
righi^ and wrong is wrong : you are a living lie : tell the truth 
and shame me. It is due to one of your name that no dishonour 
should be associated with it even when the name is unknown. 
Your head is more worthy to wear your father's coronet and your 
hands to dispense his wealth than your nephew's head and 
hands — ^you do wrong to thousands in not doing your duty in the 
state of life to which you have been called. Your nephew is 
always wishing to be freed from the station which drags him 
down — he will have no right to complain. You, as his kinsman 
and as the head of his house, will be able to use your influence 
for his good, instead of letting him, for want of control, drift 
into the self-deception of selfishness that can only end in harm 
to him and to hundreds more. Your own happiness is a trust, 
and you are its unfaithful steward. Finally, who are you that 
dare to set up your own standard of what is right, and, for the 
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sake of a scmple that oommon sense wonld langh at, presnme 
to place yourself on a pinnacle of self-martjrdom above the 
mles of right that are good enough for men who are "wiser and 
better than jon P 

The cnp of temptation seemed fall ; but there was yet more 
to come. 

You love Olympia, the tempter went on : whatever you tell 
yourself, whatever you may say to others, in the depth of your 
soul you cannot force yourself to think that she, in heart, is 
not true and pure. Her name to you means the lost chance of 
peace, and rest, and human sympathy, and renewed hope — of 
somebody to make better and wiser, and of finding a soul to 
meet your own half way. Even now you hold aloof from her 
and let her go because you are afraid : because you know that 
your heart adopted her without asking leave of year will. You 
threw away your youth once : will you let it come back to you 
in this wonderful way and still let it go ? Think what must 
have happened if you had recognised all this when you were 
with her, and if you had fonnd that, strange as it might seem^ 
you were loved again. Would you have sacrificed such a reality 
as this for a dream of honour ? Would you have robbed her of 
her claims, and perhaps your unborn children of theirs, for the 
sake of this young man who would throw you over to satisfy a 
whim P Girls, before now, have loved men far older and plainer 
and more cross-grained than you. Even if you were willing to 
rob your wife and children of their rights to satisfy your own 
selfish conscience, you would not be so cruel to them as to run 
the risk of their learning some day that their father was a convicted 
felon. No— the secret would have been out then : and now you are 
calling a sacrifice of honour what is, in truth, a feeble submission 
to the despair of finding the happiness for which in your heart you 
long. Find Olmypia ; learn that you do not wrong her : discover 
if she loves you. If she does not, then yield, and toil on like a 
slave till you die. But, if she does, then let the right be done. 

It is impossible to explain in a word what the whole history 
of Forsyth, from beginning to end, is needed to explain — ^how 
utterly, in spite of her innumerable faults and of his full know- 
ledge of them, the dead love for Olympia Sanchez had revived 
in Olympia Westwood. I, who tell that history, have tried hard 
to do so, and if I have failed, I have failed. It is too late any 
longer to throw fresh colour upon the j&usts as they stand. From 
the moment in which it received its first blow, the whole youth 
of this man stood still. He left his youth where he laid it, and, 
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aa he thonfflit, liad buried it, and then devoted liinself to the 
well-nigh impossible task of being himself no more. BVom a 
-warm-blooded man he transformed himself into a ecaroelj 
animated mask, and lived the life of a shadow. His name was 
well known, but even that was false, and to none, except to Lord 
Wendale, was he anything more than a name. For the best 
part of his life he had acted a part without a moment's relief or 
repose. For fear of being tempted to make a friend be had 
been driven to treat mankmd as his foe ; he had been a misan- 
thrope because he craved for friendship, and had lived like a 
miser because he had no use or taste for gold. He had changed 
his character by force : but nature he could not kill. And then, 
when all at once friendship, relief, repose — nay, love itself, were 
tasted in one full and unlooked for draught, how could be fail 
to take into his deepest heart her who had given him all that 
was worth having in the whole world P And now this was gone — 
unless, as he thought with bitter, mistrusting fear, he wooed 
them back again with a coronet on his head and fortune in his 
hand. 

But, supposing Olympia to be still free and still pare, 
supposing her to be still discoverable somewhere in the world, 
what would be the gain of all these good things if he had to buy 
them P He might love as Walter Forsyth : but marriage was 
denied him except as the Earl of Wendale. Love was the name 
of the tempter now. All other things had tempted him in their 
turn and failed — hunger, home-sickness, the love of liberty, the 
fear of infamy, solitude, pride, indignation, reason, weari- 
ness, all things in turn but Love : and now Love had come 
in his torn. He was not so deaf and blind as not to recognise 
the voice of that tempter for all his sophistical disguise. 

'* Thank God I lost her — that she is gone anywhere ! " at last 
he said fiercely — no longer the Forsyth whom none had ever 
seen betray a sign of his being anything but the cold, impassive 
mask that he seemed to be. " She would have tempted me to 
do for her sake what otherwise I found it impossibly base to do. 
The whole purpose of a man's life would have been swept away 
by a woman's word. What have I to do with love P It is rank 
temptation, and nothing more. Yes : Bight is right and Wrong 
is wrong, but Bight does not mean Bights, and Wrong does not 
mean Wrongs. And to resume my rights for the sake of a 
possible wife and children, indeed — ^Bah ! It is always for his 
children's sake that a man acts when he particularly wants to 
''^ something mean or dishonourable for his own : it is the 
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exctiae of greediness and selfishness aJl over the world. How 
could I look that poor lad in the face, after letting him think 
himself one of the greatest men in England all these years, and 
then, jnst when it snited me, calmly telling him that he is an 
impostor, and most henceforth depend upon me ? I think it 
wonld kill him — he has neyer been taught to bear all things, as 
I have been — pray Gk)d he never may. I sappose I have borne 
the worst now. These are the dregs of the cnp, I snppose : 
bitter enoogh they are. What shall I do with the rest of my 
days P Work — well, I snppose so ; go on daubing colour upon 
canvas in order to cover other people's blank walls. It is a noble 
life, indeed, to follow Art in order to kill as many hours as one 
can : almost as sublime as staring out of a club window. As 
for my own blank, black, staring walls — but never mind them. 
At my time of life every step of the road makes one feel nearer 
the end. I suppose I must have asked, when I was a child, 
what I was made for. And I suppose they told me, ' You will 
know when you're a man.' Heaven forgive them the lie! 
unless I am right in thinking that I was made to be an old fool. 
All things, they say, have their uses — so why not old fools? 
Good Ood, I can bear my own burden, but I should kill myself 
if I could think in my heart that She is not as true as her voice 
and pure as her eves! Gould she not feel that she was my 
daughter, at least if she could be no&ing more P Even if she 
did not feel that I was idiot enough to be the rival of young men ! 
What is it that draws to her all who know her — her, without a 
virtue upon which I could place the point of a needle, except her 
voice, and an open heart, and a pure mind, and generous 
impulses, and her mother's eyes P And what are such things 
as these to that pair of boys P What a different room this 
Slight have been — ^how she, just because she is herself, faults and 
all, could have made me work in another way, have made me 
work with hope, and ambition, and sympathy, and have made me 
mix heart with my colours instead of brains ! No : I will not 
work : I will not be such a triple impostor. I will be one 
incarnate secret, and when death lifts the mask they may say, if 
they like, he was a vile painter and an old fool — but one thing 
they shall say, and that is, he was a Calmont and a gentleman, 
and knew how to hold his tongue." 

He went up to his easel, and lifted the cloth that covered it 
and had not been removed since his return. He shrugged his 
shoulders oontemtuously as he let the cover fall again. " That mag- 
nificent painter Forsyth, or whatever it is they call me, won't be 
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represented in the Exhibition this year — I beliere that is the 
nsnal form. No, nor next year, nor the next, if I haye 
any gift of prophecy. Let me see, what is the next best part ol 
the world to lose oneself in ? If I were a few years younger I 
might shoulder a musket again, but I'm afraid Don Mignd 
Flores y Matamoras would stare a little if I oflfered myself as a 
recruit in these latter days. South African lion-huntmg ia the 
traditional resource for broken-down romance heroes — ^bat then 
I'm not a hero : and, if I were, what harm hare South African 
lions done to me that I should punish them for my own follies ? 
Gome — I can't stay here aslong myself riddles, anyway. I 
must not sit down and think, and I will not— I must do some- 
thing, and I will. If I am not a hero, neither am I broken 
down." 

His self -mockery was sorry enough, but he was one of those 
men who use jests for stabs when they turn upon themselves. 
The utter desolation to which he must henceforth look forward 
was not to be looked upon save with half-closed and mocking 
eyes : and it is the bitterest, harshest suffering of all that is wept 
with forced jests instead of natural tears. He went out into the 
streets because, as he had said, he could not sit and brood. The 
shadow of the doubly-lost Olympia — ^his miserable nightmare of 
impossible hope and peace — was sitting there and suggesting all 
that might have been and could never be. If he had painted 
no picture for the world, he had painted one for himself, and 
had put his whole heart into the colours that faded away under 
his hand. 

He had merely gone out into the streets, without any purpose 
beyond that of reducing himself so far as he could to the con- 
dition of a drop in the sea. The atmosphere of a crowd was the 
breath of life to one who might not mix with mankind save in 
the mass: observation was his sorry substitute for sympathy. 
Not that he was now in an observant mood; but it was some 
paltry sort of philosophic consolation to feel that, after all, he 
was only bearing his share of the common burden, and that his 
life was only one out of a million of lives. He had come oat to 
fortify himself with deliberate thought upon his present and 
future; and had instinctively escaped from Jiimself to find what 
he sought among the hurry of active life and the suggestive roar 
of wheels. While his mind was unconsciously at work his body 
drifted along the strongest currents of the human river. In a 
crowd, the burden of each is in some degree borne by all, iuat as 
a rivulet, when it has entered the sea, w^ bear a weight tliat its 
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own strength would not suffice to keep from sinking down. 
Suddenly be was roused from his rererie by feeling a heavy hand 
laid upon his shoulder. Looking up, he found, to his annoyance, 
that he was face to face with one of those genial men who are the 
curse and horror of all who sometimes wish to be aJone— who 
translate No into Yes, and against whom the most scornful re- 
serve is no shield. To lay a familiar hand upon the reputed 
misanthrope, who had not a familiar acquaintance in the world, 
was a feat which only one man in the world was capable of 
achieving ; and this was he. 

'* HuUoa, Forsyth ! " he said, in a jolly voice, *' where have you 
been ? All the fellows have been swearing that you are dead 
and buried. Here's a disappointment for some of them ! Been 
down at that earFs of yours, I suppose ? Hope you've enjoyed 
yourself — though you don't look it, I must say. How is it you 
haven't a picture this year P You've seen mine, of course. What 
do you think of it ? Come, none of your cold water this time " 

" I would give you scalding water with pleasure : but it so 
happens that I can neither blow hot nor cold. I haven't seen it 
at all. I'm rather in a hurry ; if you'll excuse me " 

" What — not seen my picture ? No wonder you're in a hurry, 
then — why, everybody's been talking about it these ten days. 
How could you have missed it P " 

'* Very easily ; I have not seen yours because I have not seen 
anybody's." 

" What P — Ah, I suppose you've only just come to town. 
You're on your way now, of course. I'm going too, so I'll just 
get your first impression. But how is it there's nothing of 
yours P " 

" How should I know ? Perhaps it has been rejected P " 

" Hang it all, Forsyth, what a close fellow you are ! One 
wants a tongue made like an oyster-knife to talk to you. By 
the way, there are a lot of new men this year — not likely to set 
the Thames on fire, though, any of them. One fellow, though, 
hasn't done a bad thing — anyway, you won't think so." 

" And why not I P " 

" Becahse imitation's the sincerest form of flattery. I wasn't 
taken in myself, but I've heard a dozen men, at the first blush 
of the thing, say ' That's a Forsyth,' before they thought of look- 
ing at their catalogues. Perhaps you know the name P " 

'* What name ? " 

" Didn't I tell yon ? Seaward." 

" No.'* 
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*' Then there's my last hope gone — I Ve asked all the fellows^ 
and nobody knows. What do yon think of somebody going in 
for your mantle, and doing it so cleverly that half the fellows 
think yon've got something after all." 

" He is qnite welcome. I hope it will fit him better than it 
fits me. Bnt I'm keeping yon " 

'^Yon haven't been going in nnder a nom de guerre^ have 
yon ? By Jove ! it wonld be jnst like you. I wonder I never 
thought of that before. Here we are. No — ^you're coming in : 
I must get your first impression of my picture : surely you were 
on your way here ? No P Well, of all the closest old files — if 
you don't come in. 111 hang on to you till you do.*' 

Forsyth, knowing his man, knew that the only chance of get- 
ting rid of him was to yield, give him his dose of praise, and 
then escape in the crowd : or else to yield, abuse his picture, 
and make an enemy of him for an hour, which might be a better 
way still. So he gave way and followed. 

He escaped more easily than he expected. His acquaintance 
did all the praise for himself, and left his critic no part to play 
but that of assenting silence. Wlien at last he pleaded a press- 
ing engagement, the self-trumpeter, having caught hold of 
another listener, let him go willingly. He was on his way to 
the entrance, letting his eyes wander idly and incuriously finom 
wall to wall, when he was suddenly brought to a stand. 

He was a haunted man. He had been followed by the face of 
a ghost from La Plata to Gressford, and now from Gressford to 
London ; and its face, no longer vague and shadowy like that of 
a phantom, but complete in all the lif e of form and colour, gazed 
down upon him from the walL 

If he was in his sober senses — which he doubted — ^it was a 
miracle. The type of beauty to which Olympia Sanchez had 
belonged was common and national. But this was no typical 
portrait — ^this was she her own self, and no other. Had he him- 
self dared to place on canvas the face that he had striven to 
forget, and had his hand worked in unison with his memory, 
this is what he himself would have done. He looked .into the 
picture long and eamestlv, trying to convince himself that 
either some chance resemolance had produced an illusion of 
sense and memory, or that he was in a dream. If it were a 
ooincidence, that would be the greatest miracle of all. 

There was but one living painter besides himself who could 
paint that face. Apart from sorcery, if it was not the uncon- 
scious work of Forsyth, it was the work of Olympia. Gould it 
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be possible that she had really carried out her wild scheme of 
setting up as a painter in London, and that her mysterious 
elopement could be thus accounted for — ^that she, with her utter 
ignorance of the paths to success, had not only carried out her 
scheme, but had made it succeed P But, impossible as all this 
might seem, it was nothing to the impossibility of ascribing the 
portrait of Olympia Sanchez to any hands but those of Olympia 
Westwood. 

So long did he stand absorbed in contemplation, that he forgot 
the possibility of his falling once more into the clutches of his 
genial companion. But his genial companion did not forget him. 
Once more the hand was laid on his shoulder. 

" Aha, I thought I should catch you here. Come — tell me 
honestly, there's a good fellow — is it you or is it not you ? " 

It was the very question that he was asking himself, and to 
which he could find no answer. 

" Who is it ? " he asked, suddenly. " What did you say was 
the name ? " 

" By Jove ! you've got a touch of human jealousy, after all. 
Seaward's the name. Here's the catalogue — Charles Seaward, 
No. 14, Little Minster Street, Westminster. Never heard of the 
place any more than the name. Genius under water, I should 
say. Then I was right, and it isn't yon ? " 

" The picture is sold, I see. Do you know *^ 

'* Know ? Of course I know. That was another thing made 
me think that, perhaps, you knew more " 

" I know nothing. Who bought that picture ? " 

" Why, your own man, Lord Wendale. Do you really mean 
to say you don't know ? I thought that misguided young man 
was your Charles the Fifth, and that you were his Titian. The 
idea of his buying that thing, when there's ^" 

But Forsyth heard no more. Olympia, with his nephew for 
hor patron; it was clear enough now. He had fulfilled his 
threat, then, and had discovered her : he was making the most 
of his new toy. " I must save her from this," he thought. " I 
would save any girl— even if it obliges me to see her again." 
How he was to save her he did not think. For once, the flood- 
gates by which for years he had restrained the impulses of tho 
instant were broken through. Even the new bolts and bars 
wherewith he had strengthened them in that very morning's 
solitude were shattered as if they had been mere cobwebs, as, 
perhaps, they were. He said not a word ; but turned his back 
upon the gaflery, and was gone. 
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'' Do yon see that ? " laaghed the genial painter to another 
friend, who stood by his side. 

" See what ? " 

•' What ? Why, Lord Wendale*s boot-painter in ordinary, to 
be snre. He's lost his place, my boy ; he's gone mad with 
jealousy — and I'm glad of it, by Jupiter ! That's what comes 
of your private patronage; and there goes an exploded im- 
postor. We'll have our innings now — ^you and I. Didn*t he 
turn green when he heard that lord of his had bought a picture 
that wasn't his, and without consultiog him ! " 

" No, no," said the other ; " Forsyth's a miserly fellow, with 
a bad heart and a bad tongue ; but we won't hit a man when 
he's down. Who's Seaward ? " 

'* Ah, that's just what I want to know. We mustn't let hvm 
get his head turned by those lord fellows. We mustn't let any- 
more shoeblacks into the concern. I'll find out Little Minster 
Street, and drop him a card. One might come across Lord 
Wendale there oneself — who knows *t *' 

Meanwhile, Forsyth, the supposed dying lion, was hurrying to 
Westminster as fast as a coach could carry him. He guessed 
only too well what such a relation betAveen his nephew and 
Olympia must at last come to mean ] and cost what it might, 
even the betrayal of his life's secret, ,slie must be saved. Love 
himself had not proved to be the final temptation of all. He 
sought to realise nothing. There wan no need to speculate upon 
what might be, or what might not be, when he was on the eve of 
knowing all things. He had no course of action — that must come. 

It was not, however, without considerable difficulty that the 
address of Charles Seaward was disccnered. But it was found 
at last ; and Forsyth hurried up the court, until he reached the 
dingy door on which the number " 14 " was barely legible. 
What a place in which to light upon Olympia, if it were really 
she ! He knocked, and asked — 

"Does Miss Westwood live here ? " 

" I don't know the name, sir," answ ered the maid-of -all-work, 
who had been so carefully instructed to deny all visitors to Mr. 
Seaward. 

" No ? Perhaps I am wrong in tlio name. Some young lady 
lodges here ? " 

" Oh, yes, sir — ^if you want to see !Miss Drouzil '* 

" Of course she would change her name," he thought. " Yes, 
that is very likely the nama Is iiliss Drouzil in P Can I see 
hex ? " 
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" Yes, sir — ^yonll find her in Mr. Seaward's paintiiig-room, if 
you'll come this way." 

He followed the girl up the close and narrow staircase, and 
tapped at the door that was pointed out to him. 

** Gome in ! " called oat a man's voice that was not nnfamiliar 
to him. He entered — and a strange group met his eyes. He 
was in the depths of Westminster, and yet was standing on the 
village green of Gressford St. Mary, leaning against the black- 
smith's door. 

There was the bear-leader, still with his Pan-pipes and side- 
drum, his broDzed face, his blue chin, his sallow cheeks, and his 
red nose. There, also, was the bear, standing upon his hind legs, 
with his pointed nose in the air, as if in the act to perform ; there 
also, instead of the fairy-like child, with blue eyes and golden 
hair, was a girl scarcely less like a fairy, with hair no less golden 
and eyes no less blue. They formed an artistically arranged 
group : and in front of them, with his back to the door, stood 
a young man at an easel, painting them all. In the comer, the 
part of the audience was played by another Oressford acquaint- 
ance — the inevitable Major Sullivan, looking cm at the perform- 
ance, with admiration shining in his stony blue eyes. Except 
for the want of the bracing air, and of the bright October sun- 
shine, it was the whole scene of the village green once more. 

The vagrant, now the famous painter, stood still upon the 
threshold, thinking, if he thought anything, that he had really 
become crazed. The young artist was too absorbed in his work 
to turn round ; but Sullivan saw the visitor : and the golden- 
haired girl, suddenly throwing herself out of her pose, glanced 
at him for a single instant, darted forward, and caught his 
hand. 

^'^M^on Dieu! — CPest luij — ^It is he to whom I gave some 
pennies, and who gave me gold ! " 

Monsieur Drouzil looked up slowly and heavily, blinked at him 
with his blear eyes, and then nodded solemnly — and then the 
young painter turned round — let &11 his brush — and saw him 
with Olympiads eyes. 
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CHAPTER n. 

Vii-MA IfaufMe. A crown P— a bauble ! Gold ?— the doat of pzids ! 
I heed them not, more than the inmost sim 
Heeds the red robe that makes him seen of men. 
I'ld barter them for ease, for jost a draught 
Of water when I thirst ; for Esau's mess 
When I am hungry : for one silyer ooin 
That hangs in I^na's ear 

AndiTtas. For (fM^ my lord ? 

'Twas thirty used to be the traitor's wage. 

Prii\c6 Maurice. How, villain P 

AnAreoM, Nay, I was but marrelling 

That, while all else grows dearer, friends alone 
Are something cheaper than they used to be. 

Meanwhile it must not be forgotten that the Earl of Wendale 
has some claim to have matters considered a little from his point 
of view. He had shown himself so jnst a judge when (Sidled 
upon to decide between the forger and the landlord of the Black 
Prince that he should reap the full benefit of his excellent in- 
tentions at oar hands. If he is to be set down off-hand as the 
villain, a terrible act of injastice will have been committed at 
the expense of half the well-meaning people whom this complex 
world contains. He always meant exceedingly well ; and if his 
good intentions invariably happened to square with his own 
personal wishes he could not help that : he was simply a very 
lucky young man. He never wished to do what was wrong for 
the very excellent reason that he never wished to do anything 
that he did not wish to do. This summary of his character is 
not the less accurate for being a little obscure. 

He also was at home in his town house on the day of Forsyth's 
temptation. It was now late in the afternoon, and he was 
amusing himself in no common-place, frivolous way, but in 
puffing dreams of philanthropic glory from a cigar. Even 
cigars were not conmion-place things in those days, or one may 
be sure he would not have smoked them. If he is still alive, he 
does not smoke at all. People took snuff in those days, there- 
fore he smoked : in all prolraibility he now carries a snaff-box, 
just because snuff-boxes are now seldom seen. He was very 
happy and very proud. The glory of turning a convict into a 
famous painter had long ago begun to pall : it belonged to years 
ago ; and even if it had been still fresh, it would have &ded into 
dull insignificance before the discovery of a girl like Olympia 
Westwood. She was a new and grand sensation. She was 
beautiful, and she went about in men's clothes ; what more could 
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BO passionate an amateur of the unconventional desire? If he 
had only not been trammelled and tied hand and foot by the 
coronet that he was always bewailing as the badge of his slavery, 
he could have made her his wife ; he did not wish to go so far 
as to make so eccentric a young lady his countess, and therefore 
that would be wrong. " K I could only rid myself of my 
earldom ! " he thought, in all the luxurious safety of knowing 
his wish to be impossible of fulfilment. " If I could only cease 
to be a slave ! " But, earl or no earl, it would be the part of a 
craven not to follow out such an adventure to the end. If there 
was one role he affected more than another, it was that of the 
knight errant, and now he had a splendid opportunity of turning 
his championship of Olympia to good purpose. He had quite 
insight enough to know that he had the best chance with her 
who came before her in the light of one who risked life and limb 
in the service of honour and his lady-love ; and this weapon of 
assault, chance had now wonderfully delivered into his hands. 
As soon as he had finished his cigar, he went to his writing-table 
and wrote as follows : — 

" Sir, — You are under a misapprehension, which it is my duty 
as a gentleman to set right at once. I alone am responsible for 
the chastisement to which you submitted, and of which vou now 
choose to complain. A friend of mine will deliver you this, who 
has definite instructions to offer no apology. Of course, if afler 
this explanation on my part you still feel aggrieved, you may 
ask for what further satisfaction you please ; if it is that which 
a gentleman is justified in giving it shall not be refused. — ^Yours, 
ol^diently, Wendale. 

" To Gerald Westwood, Esq." 

He never paused for a word as he wrote : he was a different 
sort of clerk from Gerald, whose attempt to combine dignity 
with grammar and orthography had no doubt cost him much 
more than one hour's labour of hand and brain. 

*' That will bring him to his bearings," said the Earl to him- 
self. "He is a boy and a sailor, and won't hold back when 
there's fighting in the wind ; and he won't be the less pleased 
and flattered to find who it is that he will have to change shots 
with. This is being a true knight of romance, if ever there 
was one. I have found an adventure at last such as I may feel 
quite sure never happened to anybody before ; and to teke care 
of that glorions girl and fight her battles for her is a duty be- 
sides. What strange things antipathies are, to be sure ! From 
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the first moment I saw that sailoxvconsin I felt that we should 
stand np at twenty paces in good time, even* if it ends in a 
oonple of shots in the air. I suppose my shot will have to be 
wide, unless my hand feels steady enough to fire to wing/' 

It did not strike him that an angry young man like Gendd 
might not choose to fire wide. Bat if it had, it woald have 
mn^e little difEerence. His wishes and deeds were at the mercy : 
of all the winds that hlow excepting that of fear. 

It may he new to many readers to he told that once upon a 
time, not longer ago than the hy no means far-ofi* days of Lord 
Wendale and Gerald Westwood, men occasionally indulged in 
a carious comhination of murder and suicide without by anj 
means ceasing to he gentlemen in the truest and highest sense 
of the word. It is true the fashion was even then dying oat, 
and was yielding to a public opinion which holds that hamsn 
life is something so inestimably sacred as to be privileged from 
all but the most scientific and wholesale destraction. The reign 
of the pistol was rapidly giving way before that of the torpedo 
and the mitrailleuse. But not as yet had an a&ir of honour 
between a couple of shopmen brought down upon the Dud 
the contemptuous laughter of public opinion. The duel was 
sufficiently unfashionable to be stamped vrith the approval o{ 
Lord Wendale without obliging him to run the risk of incar- 
ring ridicule, and the very words '* an afiair of honour " were 
music in Gerald's ear. Apart from the Earl's way of regarding 
things, there was quite enough ill blood between these two 
young men to recommend the good old way of letting it out as 
the most satisfactory that could be found. It was not very noble, 
perhaps, to think with pleasure of having a shot at the young 
sailor who had been guilty of nothing but standing in his way; 
but — so he told himself — ^he vras noble, therefore it was noble, 
and it was his duty, and therefore must be done. He had 
never fought a duel yet, and the novelty of the experience 
was in itself a temptation. A man, according to his theoiy, 
should prove all thingrs, and hold fast that which is good in 
his own eyes. 

That little matter having been despatched, he lighted another 
cigar and sat down to wait for the arrival of the friend whom he 
chose to honour with the office of his ambassador. He amused 
himself by letting his fancy play with his love afEair, and con- 
g^ratulated himself upon having had the excitement of a siege 
to give zest to his coming victory. He had not long to wait 
before he was told that a gentleman wished to see Lord Wen- 
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dale npon most important business that would admit of no delay. 
He was not, as a role, very accessible, for his repntsftion for 
general philantbropj had obliged him to keep the majority of 
his fellow-creatnres at a distance ; bat he was so deeply engaged 
in expecting one visitor that it never occurred to him that the 
caller on important business, thus announced without a name, 
could be any other. 

He was, therefore, not a little disappointed 'wben bis visitor 
proved to be, in all appearance, one of those very traders upon 
a reputation for philanthropy from whom he so carefully tried 
to keep hiuLself clear. He recognised at once the elaborately 
shabby clothes, the imposing solemnity of the bald head, and 
the air of blufiT servility. His eye looked at once for the ample 
pockets out of which the petition or the testimonials would pre- 
sently appear. He was half vexed, half amused, to think how 
cleverly he had been caught at last, and promised himself a cer- 
tain amouiit of pleasure in cross-examining one who looked, every 
inch of him, the type of a respectable rogue. He settled him- 
self comfortably in an arm-chair, bowed slightly, and waited for 
his visitor to begin. 

*' I have the honour of addressin* me Lord Wendle P " asked 
the latter. 

*' I am he. What is your business P If it is something that 
cannot be stated in writing, may I ask you to say what you 
want as quickly and shortly as possible P Yon probably know 
that I have many calls upon my time, and " 

'* Sure Fm proud and happy to make your acquaintance, me 
lord. I didn't give in me name to your fellow — your valley, 
rid say — because I thought I* Id just intro juice meself — I don't 
hold with them ceremonious fashions between men o' the world 
like you and I. Me name's SoolUvan, me lord — Major Diony- 
dus Soolivan : that's who I am : of Castle Soollivan in Ireland 
that ought to be." 

" SuUivan P Why, that's the nam&— do you mean to say you 
are the Irish |<entleman that I have heard so much about in 
Gressford St. Mary P " 

** Ah, ye've heard o* th' owld cahmpeener, then P Ye haven't 
heard any bad of 'm, anyhow." 

'* And this is the fellow," he thought, '^ that they accused of 
running off with Olympia ! — He looks much more likely to have 
walked off with their silver spoons. By Jove — an idea — just the 
fellow that's likely to be young Westwood's second P But that 
would never do. If he hasn't got a more presentable friend I 
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mnst lend liiai one of my own. Yon are in the army, then F 
May I ask to what regiment yon belong P " ' 

*' Oh, to scores of 'm — Spahnish ones, mostly. I'm a fightin* 
major, I am, and not one of your gyardsmen that's only kep* up 
for show. Bat may be your lordship's waitin' to know what 
I'm come for ? " 

*' That is exactly what I am doing. I shonld like to know at 
once, if it is all the same to yon." 

'' Faith, then ye shall. Snre 'tis all one to me if ye know it 
now or if ye wait for a wake — but maybe now'U be best for 
yon. I hate batin' about the bash, and I never do." 

" I can give yon all my attention, but pray remember that I 
cannot give yon all my time." 

'* Snre I wonldn't be so onrespectfnl. Time's money — ^nc 
donbt of that, anyhow." 

" Ah, yon mean that my time is worth taking P Since yon 
are so determined to come to the point at once — am I right in 
thinking that yonr visit is in some way connected with five 
pounds ? " 

" Snre 'tis yonr lordship's the boy for jokin' ! Not that five 
pound is a thing to be snayzed at by a owld cahmpeener, that's 
known the ups and downs. Faith, I've known the time w^hen 
rid have given a fifty-pound note for just half-a-crown. Twas 
in Chili that was, when " 

" I really am not interested in Chili. Perhaps, then, as yon 
are a fighting major, you have come about an afiiedr " 

*' A jool P Not this time, though your lordship's not far oat 
in thinkin' of fightin' when ye're in the same counthry with 
Denis Soollivan." 

'* Then," said Wendale, getting really impatient, *' what have 
you come for P I'll give ye one minute by my watch, and 
then " 

** Sure, me lord, half a second 11 do. I've found your nncle 
—that's aU." 

" My uncle P I'm sure I'm much obliged to you. You talk 
as if I carried a few uncles and aunts on my bunch of keys, and 
had let one of them drop about -somewhere. No — I have not 
missed any uncle. Perhaps it belongs to somebody else ? In- 
deed I never had an uncle— ^except one, that's past anybody's 
finding but the sextoa's. There — the minute is up now, and 
my time is no longer my own." 

" Sure, 'tis your lordship's the boy for takin* things easy ! 
But 'tis true. I've found 'm, and a mighty queer fish he is tooc" 
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*' I shonld think so ! If he is in either of those great pockets 
of yours, have him out, bj all means." He rang the bell. *' I 
reallj must ask you to excuse me now, Mr. Sullivan — if you 
have nothing more to say " 

" Wait a bit, me lord — ^I'm a o wider man than you, and a 
trifle more slow. I've come to ye out of friendship, I may say, 
like as if I were the father to the whole lot of ye. 'Tis fact, 
on the oath of an Irish gentleman, that's seen queerer fish than 
any he's got to show ye now. If ye won't listen, I'U have to go 
to the uncle, and then ye'll be sorry, may be." 

'* Mr. Sullivan, I don't understand a word, except that you 
must have been dining uncommonly well. If you have found 
an uncle, pray keep him ; he is of no use to me." 

'' Me dming ? DiVl a bit have I ate but a steak since break- 
fast time. Now there's many a owld cahmpeener 'Id have called 
out a dnke for tellin' him he*d been dinin' ; but I'm not one o* 
them fellows that get their backs up at a word. Sure a joke's 
a joke ^ 

'' You may think it strange, but I have the greatest dislike to 
jokes." 

" And who's givin'm ye ? Not me. Wait a bit — did ye ever 
hear tell of a little owld schoolmastherin' sort of chap they call 
Forsyth? That's him." 

" That's whoy you old — rascal ? You have either found a 
mare's nest or you are trying to frighten me into buying yon. 
Forsyth my uncle, indeed — why " 

" Ah, ye see ye can't give a reason why he wouldn't be, any- 
how — and I'll give ye a dozen why he would be, if ye wouldn't 
be in such a hurry to misname them as are friends to ye." 

Lord Wendale became suddenly grave. His wits were quick, 
and the very wildness of the idea was not without effect. The 
Major, no doubt seeing that his words at last had told, resumed 
the placid air which had been a little disturbed, 

" Will I go," he asked, " or will I go on P " 

^' Gk> on. What reasons have you for even pretending to sus- 
pect such an absurdity as that Forsyth and my father's elder 
brother are one and the same ? " 

*' Ah, now ye're more speakable. I'll tell ye. Well, ye see, 
this is how. I've got it all straight in me head as I came along, 
and I'll tell just as if it were out of a newspaper. Ye see me 
Lord Galmont, as was then, went to Buenos Ayres, where I have 
been meself scores and scores of times. I needn't tell ye he 
was never heard of after the first day he got there, except when 
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he sent to an Hotel for a portmantean that was took to the care 
of a old fellow well known for a monej-lending old blagyard 
they called Sanchez, tliat when he was asked knew nothing at 
all about nobody, and whose daughter had run away with — 
we'll say nobody knows who." 

" Well ? I know all that better than you — ^that was all found 
out at the time." 

" Well, as ye say, me lord, there was an end of them findings. 
I've told ye the story of your uncle that all the world knows, 
and now 111 tell ye the story of Forsyth, as ye call'm. Does 
your lordship know where he comes from — who was his father 
an' mother, and all his relations and friends ? " 

"I? No." 

"Nor nobody. But I'll tell ye one thing — ^he's been in all 
them South American places " 

" He P I never heard him speak of it." 

" Your lordship knows a young woman of the name of Miss 
Olympia Westwood, I b'lieve ? Well, he told her, and she told 
me." 

** 8U told you ? What has she to do with you ? " 

" Wait a bit, me lord — you'll b'lieve what she says, anyhow, 
and ye may ask her yourself if you think I'm lyin'. Well, 
anyhow he came from there, and the first time I set eyes on'm 
was at Payter Pigot's in Qressford — the little drinkin* shop that 
your lordship '11 know welL So, me lord, ye see there's a bit of a 
business that takes me down to Gressford once a quarter, when 
the captain's money comes in — to see me friend and brother^in- 
arrums I should say, four times a year, and he's just a sort of a 
leaky bottle, ye know, that it's no credit to do a bit of pumping 
on. Well, me lord, this Master Forsyth, to give'm his aldia^^ 
as the lawyers say, was mighty took with a bit of a picture in a 
scrap book " 

" I was there. Pray get on." 

'' Sure I'm gettin' on like gahlopin', to what's to come. So 
the long and the short of it was, what does Forsyth do, to give'm 
his nong de phonic but go and lave all his savmgs on the little 
girl that drew the picture " 

" What ! — ^Forsyth leave his money to Olympia — ^Miss West- 
wood ? " 

" Ye may ask me friend the Captain, or Mr. King the lawyer 
in Lincoln's Inn Faylds, if ye think it's a lie. Ye must know 
me friend and brother-in-arrums the Captain has been in Buenos 
Ayres too, and he'd seen your lordship's uncle there the first 
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daj he came, and bad good reason to remember it too. So ^e 
put this and that together, me and him, and he looked at Forsjth, 
to give'm his wmg de gare^ a bit more 'cute after that money 
afEair, and ' By George ! ' says he, ' I'm blessed if that isn't a 
owld friend of mine got owld ! ' * Who ? ' says I : and he 
wouldn't tell at first, but I pumped'm and pumped'm till, faith, 
the leaky owld bottle was as dry as I am with talkin'. And ye 
must know the little g^l's the daughter of a owld fiame of 
Forsyth — ^your uncle, I mean. The mother's name was just 
Olympia Sanchez, daughter of the money-dealin' blagyard, and 
that's her picture that's in the Academy this very day. That 
Captain knows a sight more than ye'd think to look at'm, I can 
tell ye : and if he was to say all he knows — Oaramba, there'ld 
be the divl and a half to pay. But that's tellin's— and I won't 
say more than I need." 

'' Is that all P It comes to this, then, that my uncle and 
Forsyth have both been in Buenos Ayres — that the trace of one 
was lost where the trace of the other was found — that Forsyth 
recognized the face of a girl whom my uncle was in love with, 
and left money to her daughter — and that Captain Westwood 
saw, or fancied, a likeness between the two men ? " 

" Put in a nutshell — ^like an attorney ! " 

''Then I can't say much for your knowledge of the laws of 
evidence, if you think a string of mere coincidences is sufficient 
to prove a glaring absurdity. Wait a minute — Captain West- 
wood is Miss Westwood's uncle — ^how comes that, since you are 
so intimately acquainted with other people's family aifairsP 
How is it that Captain Westwood, by having been at Buenos 
Ayres, becomes the uncle of a girl whose mother lived there? 
If you had said the father " 

" The Captain was there and his brother Charley too. Ye 
may ask'm, and the grey mare too, if Charley Westwood, as 
they call'm, wasn't the name o' the father o' the little gurl. I 
know'm. Jack an' Charley, an' all, and nice boys they are." 

''And so that is all P" 

" Wait a bit — there's a little bit more to the back of 'm. So 
it comes out. You know the way of them gossupin' village 
places, as how me friend Payter heard from a young man at 
Beckfield how your lordship's own valley heard £rom your lord- 
ship's housekeeper, Mrs. What-ye-call'm, as how she thought, 
when she first saw Forsyth, to giv'm the name he goes by, as 
'twas your lordship's own blessed grandfather stepped out from 
ma gprave 
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Lord Wendale started — ^he knew the opinion of Mrs. Dayi& 
on better authority than that given by the Major, and xht 
resemblance noticed by Lady Anne Calmont came ^th veir 
different force into his mind. He remembered also how Forsrcii 
had tried to turn the talk aside, and had received the news d 
the resemblance as if it were a serions accusation that he v^ 
bound to disprove. 

** Go on," he said ; " never mind the chatter of servants. If 
there is still anything more, come to the end." 

'^ As your lordship'U see, there's just a missin' link to job 
your lordship's uncle and Forsyth — and sure the missin' link is 
the very uncle I've found ! 'Twas but this morning it came : and 
though it's only me that knows the middle an' the end — ws^ 
may be the Captain — there's lots that knows the middle besides 
him and me. Ye must know, and the Captain knows — ^ye maj 
ask'm if ye won't take my word f or'm — that when your lordship^s 
uncle was swate on Miss Sanchez, 'twas John Francis he called 
himself, and not Lord Calmont^ nor yet Walter Forsyth, at all'* 

" Good God !— John Francis ? " 

" Sure why wouldn't he ? 'Tis a very good name." 

It was the discovery of a missing link indeed. Moral con- 
viction was beginning to take the place of disbelief, and he who 
was always longing to lay down his coronet trembled to feel it 
slipping involuntarily from his brows. But if Sullivan had 
really told him all he knew, there was still one needful link in 
the chain of evidence that was nnsupplied. Sullivan had said 
all that was necessary, combined with a thousand little things 
that now crowded into his mind, to convince Lord Wendale, bet 
he had not said quite enough to convince the world. SnlliT&n 
and Captain Westwood had connected John Francis with his 
nncle, but the connection between John Francis and Walter 
Forsyth was the secret of the two whom it most concerned. 

" Then now it comes to this, in addition to what I said before," 
he said, in a cold and quiet voice, though the perspiration wa^ 
beginning to stand upon his brow. " My uncle lived in Bnenos 
Ayres under an assumed name — John Francis, or JoKn Jones, 
it comes to the same thing. What then ? " 

** If I could show ye that John Francis is Walter Forsyth 
'twould be as clear as twelve o'clock and an hour over.'* 

'* Show it — and we will see." 

" Then, me lord — if I may call ye so — there was a friend of 
mine, Joe Drouzil, that saw Forsyth this very morning, and 
knew him dead for John Francis the Forger, that they waattd 
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to duck that day at Gressford when your lordship gave him a 
pound — and Joe's little gnrl, Miss Firefly of the Phayniz, knew'm, 
and good reason she had too. I wasn't there myself, bnt they 
were. And so I've fonnd ont what puzzled *em, why John Francis 
wrote your lordship's name — good reason he had, seein' 'twas 
his own. And now the murder's out, and I've done : and I 
think your lordship'U feel obliged." 

The recognition of Forsyth by Monsieur Droozil and his 
daughter was nothing to Lord Wendale, who knew the con- 
nection between the painter and forger better than they. He 
could not doubt the truth of Sullivan's story in the main, for it 
tallied certainly with what he himself knew to be true. That a 
man like Forsyth could ever have been a real criminal had 
always been an impenetrable mystery to him. The family like- 
ness, though valueless standing alone, was all important now 
that it was combined with so many other matters ; he himself 
was a witness of Forsyth's strange friendship for Olympia, and 
he remembered every incident connected with the discovery of 
the &ce in Marian's scrap-book as if it was yesterday. The 
chain was complicated and involved, but all its links were 
strong. He had achieved his wish — he was plain Arthur 
Calmont after all, with his own way to make in the world. 

There still, however, remained unsolved the great riddle of 
all — if Forsyth were Lord Wendale, why had he not taken up 
his rights ? Why had he deliberately preferred the punishment 
of a felon to recognition not only as a great Earl, but as an 
honest man P This, it must be confessed. Lord Wendale, with 
all his subtlety of mind, failed ignominiously to solve. It was 
simply incomprehensible ; it could only be that his uncle was 
bound to submit for want of evidence to make good his claim ; 
more probably still, there might be some stain upon his early 
career abroad that he wished to hide in obscurity. And now 
what might happen, when all the diverging threads of the skein 
were collected together and held in one pair of unscrupulous 
hands ? 

Lord Wendale turned sick at the prospect that lay before 
him. The title of plain Arthur Calmont^ landless, poor, and 
dethroned, had by no means so attractive a sound as when it was 
merely a flight of fancy. He would no longer have the satisfac- 
tion of grumbling at a burden because he had the still greater 
satis&ction of being unable to lay it down. Such a downfall as 
this would be too terrible to bear ; till he was called upon to 
throw himself from his pinnacle he had never realised that he 
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could breathe no lower air. No — ^it was impossible : and reason, 
as nsnal, came to his aid. 

Why should he forcibly interfere with the life that his nnck 
had deliberately chosen, and perhaps drag forth some shamefnl 
secret to the light of day P If he had not forged, he had very 
likely done worse ; he wonld not have borne to be punished for 
what he had not done, except for the purpose of concealing 
something that he had done. Then, again, England must be 
considered. The loss would be England's, perhaps the world's, 
if a young man of high aims and lofty genius should yield up 
his influence for good into the hands of a man past the prime of 
life, with no chivalry of soul, no genius, no lofty aims, with a 
soul crushed by poverty and disgrace, and with hands perhaps 
stained by crime — who had so little ambition that he preferred 
plodding for his daily bread to making a fight for an earldom, 
and of whose degraded life in London, under the name of 
Francis, hundreds had been aware. It was his duty to let things 
remain as they were — and he would do his duty, even if it cost 
him the keep of his coronet. But he felt himself on the brink of 
a precipice, and shuddered stiU. 

He took a rapid review of the whole perilous position, while 
Sullivan stood before him in wooden and patient solemnity. 

" This is a strange tale," he said, slowly, '* a very strange tale. 
Some men would have had you thrown out of window for trying 
to extort money by threatening them with lies. I will not ; I 
will believe that you believe in your own tale. How much of it 
does Captain Westwood believe ? " 

" Faith, ye take it cool ! I thought meself was the coolest 
hand I ever knew, but ye beat me. How much does the Captain 
know ? Why, as much as I let him, to be sure." 

" Does he know that Forsyth and Francis the Forger are one 
and the same ? " 

'* Deuce a bit. D'ye think I'ld let him know the saycret of 
the whole saycret before givin' ye a bit of a friendly wamin' ? 
He keeps a grey mare, me boy — me lord, I mean : and what he 
knows, she knows, and what she knows, the pahrish knows too. 
Faith, the knack that Captain has of tellin' things is something 
wonderfuL" 

" Thank you for the warning, Major. Gossip is all the worse 
when it is made up of lies. One can never disprove a lie. I 
suppose if Captain Westwood were to be told — say by yourself 
— that Forsyth is, so far from being a possible ear^ only an 
actual felon, he would suspect no more P " 
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" lid like to see'm, that's all ; and as for the grey mare, she'ld 
no more believe a real lord could have been in gaol than she'ld 
think a gaol-bird conld tnm ont to be a real lord. Snre if a 
pickpocket was to swear to her he was the King of Spene an' 
th' Injies, she wonldxi't believe : if he showed her his gowlden 
crown she 'Id say 'twas stole." 

'* It seems to me, then, that by shutting the mouth of the 
Westwoods we should shut the mouth of the world." 

"Faith, not quite — 'twould be known that Master Forsyth 
was a felon of Weyport from Cork to Cuba : I cahlculate if he 
was put on his oath he wouldn't get many but fools to believe'm 
then." 

" That is what I mean.** He paused : for he was on the brink 
of a temptation to which that of Forsyth had been child's play. 
The man who had no common sense had meditated only what he 
held to be the betrayal of a self-imposed vow : the man of reason 
and conscience was meditating a sin. 

It was not a crime, however : he was quite justified in letting 
all whom it concerned or might concern know that Forsyth the 
Painter was a man who had been convicted of forgery on his own 
confession. He might say that, and keep within the letter of the 
truth. It only happened that he now knew the convict to be an 
innocent man. While he thought him guilty, abstract philan- 
thropy had led him to impose Forsyth on the world as innocent : 
now tiiat he knew him to be innocent, the charity which begins 
at home tempted to impose him upon the world as gailty. If it 
had not been for his singular power of adapting reason to cir- 
cumstance, even Lord Wendale must have suspected that he was 
tempted to do what was wrong. 

" X ou must think me very inhospitable, Major Sullivan — and 
I have kept you standing idl this while ; pray sit down. I will 
ring for some wine." 

" Thank ye, me lord — ^I won't say no. I guess the liquorll be 
good here, anyhow." 

'' You are a gentleman, and a soldier, Major Sullivan, and I do 
not think for a moment you are saying what you don't believe, 
although I happen to know that you have made a most extra- 
ordinary blunder. I know all about Francis the Forger ; he is 
no more my uncle, or related to me, except through Adam, than 
you are. Still fools will talk, and he may be tempted to take 
advantage of their folly — a man who has conmiitted one crime 
win not stick at another^— and the mouths of fools must be 
closed. I am sorry that you said so much to Captain Westwood, 
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bnt that can't be helped now. I am sorrj — ^verj sorry to be 
obliged to say what I know of a man in Forsyth's position " 

" Nades most, of coarse, when the divl drives — ^faith, that's 
tme, anyhow." 

" Of coarse yon anderstand that I don't admit a word of vonr 
story P " 

" Of coarse, me lord j I woaldn't be so presnmin' as to expect ye." 

" That's over then. And now I am afraid I can really give yea 
no more time. I have an engagement that is now over-dae ** 

" Sare year lordship'll want to know what makes me so 
friendly to ye before I go ? '* 

" Well then, why P " 

" Well, ye see, me lord, cahmpeenin's bat poor work — plenty 
of glory I've got, bat oncommon little of the gilding. So, thinks 
I " 

" What — do yoa mean yoa expect to be paid for telling me a 
parcel of lies P " 

" Faith, then, that's jast what I do." 

Lord Wendale shrngged his shoalders. " I never allow my- 
self to be imposed apon. I wish yoa a very good evening." 

'^ All right, me lord. May be yoa're right and I'm wrong. 
Bat I'ld jast like to know first, for me own satisfaction. I'll 
just talk things over again with me friend the Captain, and if I 
find oat I'm as right as I b'lieve I am, it isn't the Major that'll 
see a innocent ancle done oat of his pickin's and him not 
interfere. Faith, if yonr lordship's ongratefal, his other lord- 
ship won't be — and I gness, if he's wantin' evidence, he'll give 
good valae for what I can pat'm ap to — and if he doesn't, the 
Captain '11 jast leak it oat — and 't '11 be too late to cork'm then." 

'' I beg yonr pardon," said Lord Wendale, hamiliated to find 
himself so completely in the power of snch a man. " I did for- 
get, I own, that to give something for nothing is not 
the way of the world. If year information belongs to 
the 'highest bidder — ^I mean if yoa expect to be paid for the 
service yoa are desiroas of rendering me — I suppose it's but 
fair yoa should not lose by yonr time and trouble. Yon know 
the way to Gressford — go there, and let Captain Westwood at 
once know the true character of this man Forsyth : that he is 
nothing more than a discharged convict, a forger — thatistosaj, 
a professional impostor. If he doubts, it can be easily proved. 
What will pay your expenses there and back P What I pay you 
will be your expenses in my service — ^you anderstand P " 

^* 'Twill be a long journey, me lord. There'll be the coach 
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there an' back — and me bed an' bit of breakfast at the Black 
Prince— 'tis a dear place for a conntrj inn — and there'll be 
refreshments by the way, and me tip to the gnard — faith, I 
wouldn't undertake to do it under a thousand pounds, and 111 be 
doin' it mighty chape too." 

'* Very well — ^you shall have five hundred at once and five 
hundred more as soon as the first rumour informs me that 
Forsyth's true character is exposed. You will excuse me for 
treating this as a matter of simple business, and wishing to make 
sure that the money has been earned. I hope you are satisfied." 

The Major paused — ^probably he had not expected to mak^ his 
terms so easily, and had not comprehended that Lord Wendale 
might stoop to bribe, but could not condescend to haggle about 
the amount of the bribe. And then his putting abroad Lord 
Wendale's version of the story would put it out of his power to 
make any further market of his own. It was necessary to make 
hay while the sun shone. 

" Say another thousand for me loss of time " 

" Well P " 

<< And a thousand for interest on the five hundred that's to be 
paid after " 

" I see — I must name a sum. Two thousand now and three 
thousand afberwards, and if you ask for a penny more you shall 
go out of the window.'' 

" Faith, my lord, ye're a gentleman — 'tis easy to see with half 
an eye that 'tis yourself s &e real Earl of Wendle. And ye'U 
never repent of it — ^yell never be troubled again." 

" If I am, I shall know how to protect myself, you may be 
quite sure. You will go to Gressford this very nighty and let 
Captain Westwood know all that need be known." 

'^ Better let the grey mare know at once — everybody'll know 
then before ye can twmkle your oye, and me friend the Captain 
won't dare to say his soul's his own." 

" TeU her, then." 

" And there's no nade, now I think of it, to waste the money 
on coaches and hotels. They've come to town." 

So the old campaigner carried ofP his cheque for two thousand 
pounds, leaving the Season and Conscience of Lord Wendale as 
best they might to fight out the whole matter between them. 
They must have succeeded in coming to terms somehow, but 
their reconciliation did not make him look forward to the visit of 
his expected friend with quite so much eagerness as he had shown 
an hour ago, and his championship of Olympia had turned cold* 

BB 



ITO OLYMPIA. 

CHAPTER in. 

I tiiink with tho0e who thought of old 

In nther xopghar w«ather» 
Thftt oonzage 18 the thing to hold 

A GentLenum together: 

That eo it oumot ahrajs sleep, 

Thongh short its gleam and rare is, 
And in his heart Hea tlirioe as deep 

As Calais in Qoeen Mary's.. 

" PiVB sbarp to-morrow, Tom — don't fail.'* 

"Not I, Westwood — ^you trast to me. EZeep np yoxur spirits, 
old fellow, and don't take any — go to bed early, and you'll be 
as fresh as a herring." 

" Dead as one, perhaps, Tom." 

" Well, if yon are, yonll be killed in style. I ^wish I wis 
mixed np in a dael every day — ^fancy a set-to with an earl ! AsA 
don't forget about ordering the kidneys over night *' 

" All right, Tom — ^I'll hd ready, xou know all yon have to 
do if anything goes wrong.'' 

" You never mind that — trust to me." 

*' You'll see my people, you knowy and you won't forget 
about " 

" The little ballet girl at the PhcBnix P I know — ^yonr love 
and all that sort of thing." 

*' I've written them all some letters — ^youll find them, in mr 
pocket — you won't forget to look there, will you H " 

•* You trust to me. GK>od night, old boy.* 

" Good night, Tom." 

After all that had passed between them, it may not be diTincd 
at once and by instinct, that Tom was Tom Harris, and tltts 
Westwood was Gerald. But so it was, nevertheless. Qnarr^ 
are not mortal at twenty-one : Gerald was incapable of bearisg 
malice, and Tom was blessed with a thick skin and a nainxB tha: 
made it very easy for him to forgave all whom he had offended 
and to forget that he had ever offended them. The first chazkce 
meeting since Gerald's restoration to prosperity was enough to 
bring him back under the influence to which he had bees 
accustomed ever since he had first gone to sea — ^without ao vrhc^e 
and Tindoubting a heart, perhaps, but still willingly. As s 
matter of course it was to the worldly-wise Tom Harris that ht 
appealed when he needed a '^ friend " in the technical sense o: 
the word. 
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The prondest Heart in all London was that of Gerald West« 
-wood when he found himself engaged in a real duel with a real 
earl. He did not try to nnderstand why Lord Wendale should 
take upon himself the quarrels of another man, but so much 
the better : it gave his first afiPair aU the greater prestige. He 
longed to say good-bye to Firefly before he stood fire, in spite of 
her behaviour towards him : it wets but a poor makeshift for a 
loving parting to write her a long letter that he hoped might 
touch her to the heart in case it was really written that he should 
die for her. She would be sorry then. 

He did not in his heart think he should be killed, any more 
than if he had been going to play in a cricket match. But still, 
though under legal age, he had always heard that people made 
their wills before " going out," so he asked for a large sheet of 
paper and wrote as follows : — 

" I, Gerald Westwood, of The Laurels, G^ssferd St. Mary, 
late midshipman aboard of H.M.S. Lapwing^ I leave to-my father^ 
Captain John Westwood, Esquire, my old cutlass and dirk, and 
to my mother, Mrs. Caroline Westwood, all my other things, 
except my desk to my sister, Miss Julia Pender; and my books 
to my sister, Miss Caroline Pender, and my studs to* my sister, 
Miss Marian Pender. Mr. Thomas Harris, lieutenant in the 
Boyal Navy,, is to have my new pair of pistols, and you will 
please send my gold watch and my ring to Miss Mis^ricorde 
Drouzil, of the JrhoBuix Theatre, who I hope will wear them. 
When my cousin. Miss Olympia Westwood, is found, let her 
have my pencil-case. Tom Harris has got a letter for every- 
body. Pay my hotel bill, and if I have any money about me, you 
can give it to the servants. Good-bye, and God bless you aU. 

" Gerald Wkstwood, late R.N." 

"Codicil: If you " 

" Hulloa I " he exclaimed, hurriedly turning his last will and 
testament over upon the blotting-paper, '* Father — you here P '* 

It was the Captain, who had walked down the long coffee- 
room until he had reached the table where he was writing. 

" Yes, my boy, I'm in town, and your mother toa" 

"My mother — in town P What has brought her here P Where 
are you staying P " 

" Put on your hat and come with me. We've g^t lodg^gs 
not far off here, and she sent me to fetch you. Any news P " 

" About Olympia, you mean P Not a word." 

He did not think it necessary te explain how unlikely it was 
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there should be any news to telly considering how he had been 
mis-spending his time and energies. He pnt on his hat, 
folded np and pocketed his document, and left the hotel with 
the Captain. 

On entering the street thej brushed against a g^l who stood 
on the pavement in the half-darkness close to the door. The 
adventure was slight enough, but Gerald felt himself drawn to 
look twice at the figure that hurried off before he had time to 
beg the g^Vs pardon for running against her. She seemed to 
have vanished, so suddenly had she disappeared. 

On the way, the Captain explained, as well as he could, whj 
they had come to town, and his facts were clear, thoagh his ex- 
planations were vaguer even than they usually were. For the 
? resent it is enough to know that Mrs. Westwood was there, 
'he Captain tried to explain that she had come ap for the 
season, and though the news that his mother had gone up to 
the moon would have been less surprising, Qerald could hardly 
doubt what his own father told him. 

But we are by no means bound to take even Captain West- 
wood's word. The loss of the custody of an heiress was not ia 
be put up with lightly, or the loss of her inheritance to an Iii^H 
major. When she came to think over matters in cold blood 
she was seized with remorse for over haste in her judgment: 
and one day startled the Captain by saying, suddenly — 

'' John, I never 'knew such a man as you. You let your 
niece go as if she was a charity girl." 

*' My dear, Gerald's looking for her as hard as he can.** 

'* What can Gerald do ? If you were half a man yonld pr. 
your friendship with that major-man to some use, lT^ly»iMM^ of 
sitting staring there." 

'* I'ld do anything, my dear, if I only knew what to do." 

" Do ? Why go to London yourself, to be sure. That's 
where they are, you may depend, or we should have heard of 
them long ago, unless they've gone abroad. That he*s at the 
bottom of it I'm as sure as Fm sitting here. You know his 
address in town, I suppose ? You're intimate enough to kno* 
it, I'm sure, and if he's left, it's a case for the police to take i:: 
hand. Your own brother's child 1 — I declare it's a shame. Wh&: 
would you do if anybody went off with Marian P Less still I 
suppose — though you couldn't do less than nothing, I'm sure.* 
And so, by the practice of all the diplomatic arts she knev, 
she succeeded, not only in discovering that her husband kne«r 
the address at which letters would reach the Major, but goaded 
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bim nntil he undertook to act like a ptian of energy. It need 
not be added that she did not tmet him to go alone. 

Gerald, in spite of his manly courage, would have given much 
to have been spared that family meeting. He knew how his 
mother worshipped him with all the soul she had, and the 
thought of meeting her on the eve of a duel made him realise 
that he was playing at pitch and toss with something more im- 
portant than his own brains. His death might be worse than 
death to others, if it was sport to him. However, there was 
nothing to be done but put a cheerful face on the '* Good 
night " that might mean " Good-bye," and to be more cheerful 
than usual in order to hide what he seemed to bear written on 
his brow — '^ I am going to fight a duel to-morrow with Lord 
Wendale." 

They reaehed the Captain's lodgings in one of the semi- 
fashionable neighbourhoods to which Mrs. Westwood was drawn 
by natural affinity, expecting to find her waiting for them in 
chill solitnde. What they did find was Major Dionysius Sulli- 
van quietly holding out a tearcup which Mrs. Westwood was 
replenishing with her sweetest and most beaming smile. 

It was the oddest combination ever brought about by that so- 
called chance which can bring about all things. The Major and 
Mrs. Westwood taking tea ! It was the meeting of the North 
Pole with the South Pole. 

'* Ah, here is Captain Westwood," said the lady. " John, I 
will never forgive you as long as I live fov not having introduced 
Major Sullivan. I assure yoa, Major, you have quite the 
character of an og^. Where is Gerald P Oh, there — you see 
we came to find ^cm, nay dear. This is my son, Major Sallivan — 
the little boy whose life you saved, you know." 

'' Sure, madam, ye won.'t tell me that fine young man'is your 
son — 'tis your brother, ye mean. Faith, ye're a fine family all 
of ye ; and I don't wonder the Captain doesn't care to expose 
you to the admirin' eyes of a owld oabmpeener. I hope ye're 
well, Captain — ^and you too, Mister Ger'l. Maybe ye wonder 
now, to see me here P I wanted to see ve, and Mrs. Westwood 
was so kind as to ask me to stay to tay.' 

Mrs. Westwood was lacquered, the old campaigner was 
unlacquered; but there was more than one touch of good, 
vulgar nature about them to make their spirits kin. Blind, 
perhaps, must have been the eyes that took the Major for a bluff 
and honest gentleman; but he came from the same forge in 
which her ladyship was made. At any rate, Major Sullivan of 
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Castle Sullivan had made a good impressioii iipoD one wbom ii 
waa very hard to please. ' 

** John," she said, *' yon never told me Major Solli'vmn is 
intimate with our dear friend the Earl of Wendale ! I declare 
I feel positively ashamed that Major Sullivan has been so ofteo 
at Oressford and that we allowed him to pnt up at a oommon 
public-honse — ^for that's what the Black Prince is — ^it is down- 
right inhospitable. The next time yon come to Gtrassford, 
Major Sullivan, you must come to The LanreLs, unless you are 
obliged to go to Beokfield. You must think us veiy inhospitablfi 
people at Gressf<^, Major Sullivan, but Captain Westwood is 
so thoughtless sometimes." 

" Faith, then, I wiU, ma'am ; good quarters isn't to he 
refused." 

'* What win you take, M^jor P " asked the Captain, feeUj 
feeling about for something to say. "I daresay the Major 
would like some whiskey, my dear " 

" Whiskey P Not for me, if ye please. Sure a cup of your 

fx)d lady's tay is worth all the whiskey that ever was 'stilled, 
never take them things, and I've becoi having champagne at 
me Lord Wendle's." 

" John 1 " said Mrs. Westwood, *' how can you think of such 
things? I wish everybody thought about spirits as yoo d<v 
Major Sullivaen ; I hope Gerald Tnill follow your example. Fraj 
let me pour you out another cup of tea." 

'* As you're so pressin', I will. Them spirits is the corse of 
the country, as I've said to me friend me Lord Wendle scores an' 
scores of times. Talking of me Lord Wendle puts me in mind that 
there's a thing ye ought to know — a mighty delicate thing* it is, 
but tell the truth and shame the divl, say I. I wouldn't be 
thankful meeelf, anyhow, if a man saw me nursin' a viper and 
didn't tell me I was runnin' me head against a brick wall. So 
I'll just give ye a bit of friendly warnin' that may be ye'U be 
thankful for." 

Gerald had his private reasons for distrusting the Major, and 
what he had now seen and heard did not tend to make him mors 
trustfully inclined. 

"I suppose, mother," he said, ''' jou are convinced I was 
right, and thatMi^or Sullivan knows nothing about Olympia r* 

*' That you were right P Who ever thonght of such a thing P 
Kot mi, I'm sure. Do you think Major Sullivan would be hm 
at this moment if he had not g^iven me his word as a gentleman 
that he knows no more about Olympia than the man in the 
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moon P Whj, he has promised to help find her, which is more 
than yon can do, or yonr &ther. Bnt then Major Snllivan is a 
real soldier, and they're obliged to know what to do." 

" Mother ! Why, yon woald have it " 

''Never, G«rald« It was yonr father and Mr. Forsyth that 
olamonred me down. None of yon wonld let me say a word.*' 

*' That's it, ma'am — 'tis Forsyth, as ye call'm, that's at the 
bottom of it, I'll be bonnd. It's of him that I've come to warn 
ye. He's got a sort of a footing in yonr house, the owld fox in 
ahape's clothin' 1 Ye wouldn't think it now to look at'm, the 
owld schoolmasthering rascal, bnt it's come out that he's a dis- 
charged convict out of Weyport Gaol. Ah, I thought I'ld make 
ye stare." 

" Meroifnl goodness ! '' exclaimed Mrs. Westwood. '' Well, 
of all the " 

" Ye may say that, ma'am, anyhow. He was in for forgery, 
the cheatin' blagyard, and got Ins three years, or his seven, for 
aught I know. And his name's no more Forsyth than it*s 
Westwood or SooUivan." 

'' The wretoh — the impudent creature, to palm himself ofE for 
a painter indeed — and Captain Westwood a magistrate too ! 
And to think how intimate — ^I declare I shall never hold up my 
head again. Well, I always did think there was something 
strange about him — I never could abide him myself, and 1 
always said so, only nobodv ever listens to me. Perhaps they 
will another time. Bnt it^ one comfort to think the Earl was 
deceived as well as me. Ah, Major Sullivan, this is indeed a 
wicked world ! " 

" You say — ^that — ^Mr. Forsyth is a convict from Weyport P " 
asked the Captain. 

** Faith, that's what I do." 

'< But what's his real name, then P What did he do ? " 

The Major looked him full in the face, and said boldlv — " His 
name's Francis, if ye want to know — him as tried to cheat me 
Lord Wendle once before. And ye'll not doubt that, if ye — plaie." 

'' Francis P Yon say it's been proved then P " 

''Up to the handle. Captain." 

** But then — surely, by George, Major, yon don't mean to say 
that you've forgotten Francis, don't yon know P Well, of aU 
the wonderful *' 

"'TIb true, though: ye may ask'm at the gaol. Yon ask 
Forsyth or Francis to go over Weyport with ye when you're 
inspectin', and see if he'll go." 
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** And — ymt — ^wby, by Gheorge, if Fonytb is Francifl, and he's 
like the^the — and if Francis was " 

" Forsyth's Francis, and Francis is Francis, Captain. That'll 
be enongh, I reckon, for Mrs. Westwood and yon. 'Tis enough 
for me." 

'< Enough ! " said ICrs. Westwood. '* What more can yon 
want ind^ ? — and we've had a common prisoner at onr table 
eating and drinking, I'm sare, as if he was a lord." 

"But does Lord Wendale know P *' 

" Ye don't think lid let me Lord Wendle go abont with a 
forger P Of course I told'm, jnst as 1 tell yon. So you've 
nothing to do but just let things sUde, and send the bli^gyard 
packing." 

The Captain's mind was not hard to bewilder, but though he 
seldom succeeded in his endeavours, he liked to puzzle out 
everything till it was clear to his slow but honest mind. He 
had tried hard about the question of the coaches, and he was trying 
hard now. Gerald's interest in the character of Forsyth was 
languid, but he listened, not being by nature of an absent mind. 
Mrs. Westwood was too much accustomed to the workings of 
her husbana's intellect to take much note of his nunblings in 
search of light, and the Major did not come to his aid. 

" Major," he said at last, " I should Hke to know more abont 
this, please. Perhaps you will stay and smoke a pipe with 
meP'^ 

" Thank ye. Captain — ^but early to bed and early to rise : that's 
what I go on." 

" Don't let Captain Westwood lead you into dissipation," said 
the lady. '* I'm sure if there's anything to be said it may be 
said before me. It's new to hear that I'm in the way." 

" Faith, lid think so, ma'am ! What is it, Captain P " 

*' If I was you, Sullivan, I'ld just tell Lord Wendale what 
you know. That's aU, my dear." 

" P'raps I have, may be." 

" Ah--and what did he say P " 

" Just • Thank ye. Major,' and had in the champagne." 

** Then — ^then, by Jove, I believe you forgot ha& the story. 
This is an important thing. Major — a deuced important thing — 
and, by George, if you told him all I know " 

^* Faith, ye're too much for a plain owld cahmpeener like L 
WhatisityeknowP" 

" Why— don't you know P— Why, that I'ld bet a thousand 
pounds Forsyth's the Francis I knew in America — ^that's alL" 
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" PVaps be is, may be. Te meet witb migbty qneer specimenB 
tbere. And ivbat Francis did je meet in America P Tell me 
tbat, me boy — Captain, I mean." 

" Jobn ! yon knew that wretcb in America and you never told 
meP'' 

" I never knew at first, my dear. It — ^it came into my bead 
— ^and then I got snre— and there's the name. And by Jupiter, 
as sure as my name's Jobn Westwood, if Forsyth's Francis, 
Forsyth's Lord Wendale, that's all." 

** Glerald, my dear," said Mrs. Westwood, ''don't you think 
you'd better see your father into bed P Oh dear, oh dear — to 
think — and before strangers too " 

" Garry, my dear," said the Captain with unaccustomed sharp- 
ness, " I'm no more tipsy than you. It's muddle enough, but if 
Forsyth's Francis, Forsyth's Lord Wendale, and that's the long 
and short of it, by Jove." 

The Major lifted his eyebrows. '' Faith, it's a queer end of the 
stick ye've got hold of, anyhow! P'raps ye'll explain, for 
madam's in a fog, and me too." 

** Everybody knows I went to America when I was a young 
man. You know that, Caroline. And there I saw the man 
that's now called Forsyth as sure as I'm born — though he was a 
young man then, I've good reason — by Jove, Major " 

" This is a sarious affair. Captain. May be you'll let Mrs. 
Westwood here, and Oerl too, know what your good rason may 
be. 'Tis nothing to me, ye know, anyhow." 

" And he was Lord Calmont-— that's Lord Wendale — as sure 
as I stand here." 

*' Pooh I you're dreamin'. 'Tis ridiculous that a man that was 
a earlld be a convict too. Isn't it, ma'am P I'll advise ye, 
Captain, to keep them nonsenses to yourself — 111 advise ye as a 
friend. A nod's as good as a wink, ye know " 

" Look here, Major, I may be right or I may be wrong — I 
don't know — but this must be looked into. I'm not a lawyer, 
but I'm a justice, and I won't think a man a rogue till he's 
proved. We never do at sessions, and I won't here." 

"But it 19 proved," said Mrs. Westwood. *' A forger must 
be a rogue — and my father vom a lawyer, and poor Sir Samuel 
was a magistrate as much as you." 

" And what'll ye do, Captain, if a owld cabmpeener may be 
so bowld as to ask ye P " 

i» I'll— I'll see Lord Wendale to-morrow " 

^' Ye will P Then 111 go with ye, and see'm toa He'sabeak, 
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too, ye know, and as jon're another ye can haye it ont between 
ye. P'raps ye*d better take your own attorney. No— I didn't 
tell'm ye*d seen Francis, the blagyard, in Bnenos Ayres, bnt may 
be ye're right, and it's better hell know the long an' short, as 
well as yon an' I. If ye jnst think a bit, may be ye'U think 
twice before telling a cook and boll stery that'll make ye look 
like a fool." 

Gerald clenched one of his fists instinctiTely. Why did not 
his father get np and knock the fellow down ? There was some- 
thing in the Major's tone that sonnded like a threat, which might 
escape his mother, bnt did not escape him. 

The Captain did rise from his seat, but, so far from assaulting 
his visitor, fell to pacing np and down the room. His hands 
were clasped behind him, and Gerald, whose attention was 
aroused, saw that the fingers were working nervously. Whatevw 
the Major knew or did not know, he knew what he was about — 
that was clear. 

" Better look like a fool than be a rogue/' the Captain said at 
last, in a voice of misery. 

" Faith, though, 'tis better to look like arogrue than be a fool i 
and ye*ll do both, I warn ye as a friend, if ye don't mind yonr 
Pays-and-Kews. Ye'll excuse me, ma'am, for bein' so free, 
but I'm a owld cahmpeener, and neither ate me words nor 



mince m." 



^' Major, I won't see an innocent man hounded down. It can't 
be forgery for a man to sigpi his own name P^' 

"As ye plaze. Captain. And I won't see a guilty man 
hounded up — ^that's flat; and ye know what that manes. 
(Traniba ! There's worse things going than f orgin*, and if ye 
don't — ^I mane — I'll just ask ye to turn owver in your mind if 
ye haven't mistook a young man for a owld. I'll just ode ye, 
Captain — 'twill be worth wluile." 

•' You blackguard ! " cried out the Captain. " Do yon think 
me such a blackguard myself as to sell an innocent man to save 
my neck from hanging ? I'm d d if I am, by G^rge! " 

The Major was a clever man, but he had left out one important 
factor from his calculation — that Captain Jack Westwood, 
though as stupid a moral coward as ever breathed, was a Gentle- 
man. Perhaps, however, it was not so much from inadvertence 
as from ignorance of the term that the Major erred. 

What this impulsive outburst meant, he and the Major alone 
could tell. It was the second time since his wedding-day that 
he had been heard to swear roundly ; and the amazement caused 
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by his first oatli' was nothing to the amazement now. Gerald 
started, and Mrs. Westwood was struck dnmb. 

*' Sure, yon're mad 1 " said the Major, as soon as he reoovered 
his senses. *' P'raps, ma'am, yonld like to know " 

" I have been, bnt I'm not now. YouVe pnton the last straw. 
Major Snlliyan. You think because I've spent all my substance 
in paying you hush-money — ^that's the word, by jingo — ^that I*ld 
throw you my immortal soul in as if it were another penny at 
qaarter day. Caroline, my dear — Gerald, my poor boy '* 

He threw himself into a chair, and buried his face in his 
hands. 

" What is it, John P — ^tell me this instant,'' cried out Mrs. 
Westwood, turning pale. 

" What is it father? " asked Gera1d,laying his hand on the Gap- 
tain's shoulder. '* Jwon't believe that you've done what's wrong." 

" Caroline— -Olympia is my daughter. I — ^I was married — I 
had a wife living when I married you." 

Oerald ran to his mother — she would have fainted if she had 
not been too much surprised. 

'* I didn't know it though, by Oeorge ; — I thought she died — 
anyhow I never thought she didn*t, don't you know. I had to 
leave her when my &ther was dying, and I never heard of her 
again. You remember that day I told you poor Charley died P 
Poor old Charley — he's alive now for aught I know. That was 
the day that scoundrel there found me out and brought me the 
child, and told me if I didn't take her and pay him to hold his 
tongue he'ld tell you all— and I couldn't have that, don't you 
know. So I paid him once, and once meant always. I never 
told my brother G^rge. Oh, it was all true about my wife and 
Olympia — I saw my own letters and other things besides. There, 
it's out now, Caroline, and Pll g^ off to America to-morrow, and 
go under water like poor Charley, and I'll never trouble you 
again." 

Mrs. Westwood still sat speecbdess. She was not one of 
those tender-hearted women that would have remembered in 
the moment of their own disgrace that the relation of a wife 
does not necessarily depend upon the name. But GbnJd spoke 
both for himself and for her. 

*' Father," he said, *' if yon thought Olympiads mother was 
dead when you married mine, you did no wrong. Why did 
you not say all this before P " 

''Because I couldn't break your poor mother's heart, my 
poor boy, after you were bom. That's why." 
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He meant what lie said, but if his speech had been '* Beca jsb 
I was afraid of domesiio squalls and wanted a quiet life^' it 
would have been qnite as tnie. To buy peace of mind he had 
paid away his peace of mind — a bargain which, though illogica], 
is by no means uncommon. It had been the old story — ^^lose 
who remember the now far-off youth of Jack Westwood wOl 
have no difficulty in understanding how it was that he married 
a second time before assuring himself that his first w^ife w 
safe underground. These was he, and there was his tailar's 
bill — there was a rich widow who was determined to manr 
him, and there stood he. Bio^ tn |}nfictpio, m mfkhJj I 
Bfxcfalofrwnu \ 

Meanwhile the Major, without waitiag- to say good nightv 
stole off. He had been so brilliantly <uever as to spoil his 
market with the Captain, and had not earned his wages from 
Lord Wendale with all the skill of which he had boasted 
beforehand. He could not yet understand what could hare 
made Captain Westwood blurt out in a moment what he had 
been paying heavily f<^ many years to conceal. Still he had 
not done a bad day s work — ^he had made two thousand pounds, 
though of the three more he was not quite so sure. 

It was a bitter ending to Mrs. Westwood's tea party. She 
still sat frozen into silence, while the Captain still leaned his 
face upon the table. Gerald felt like a criminal to think that 
he was pledged to run the risk of deserting the ship of The 
Laurels when on the very eve of wrecking. In half a doieii 
more hours Tom Harris would come to fetch him, and he would 
be standing up at twenty paces distance from the very Lord 
Wendale of whom his ears were full He dared not place his 
arm round the neck of either father or mother with a pretence 
of protection when he felt like a deserter. But his heart was 
not wholly absorbed in this domestic calamity. If only his 
father had spoken out at once, if only he had been frankly told 
the relation in which he stood to Olympia, what anguish of the 
heart would have been spared to him! — and it was too late now. 
All these wretehed mysteries might end in costing him his life ; 
and this was no coward's thought, for life to him now meant 
the poor girl from whom he had parted in jealous anger. 

It was Mrs. Westwood who first broke this awful sileno 

" Captain Westwood," she said slowly, ^' may I ask yoQ what 
you mean to do P " 

" Caroline ^ 

" I beg, sir, you will not Caroline me. I am Lady Pender 
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now, I suppose. And I want to know wliat yon mean to do. 
Oh, it's horrible to have been so deoeiyed — to have married a 
common bigamist — who may have twenty other wives for what 
I know."' 

" Caroline, FU kill myself if that'll be any comfort to you." 

*' I suppose the police will be coming next to take you ofE to 
gaol. What a scandal ! — how shall I ever hold up my head 
again?" 

'* Good-bye, Oerald, my boy — ^I can't look you in the face, 
but I should like you to shake hands. I'm ofE to — to — ^America, 
like poor Charley." 

" To your first wife, I snppose^that girl Olympiads mother. 
I always thenght there was more in your fbhing than you 
liked to say — and now I know. No, you won't go to America. 
Do you tlonk I'm going to put up with the wrong and the 
scandal too ? You will think a little of my good name, if you 
please, and what they'll say in Gressford if I have to go back 
alone. And what they'll say in Taunton — and — Clifton — and 
they'll be sure to know. Therefore, if everybody thinks I'm 
properly married they must think so still. That's the only 
right you can do now, and 111 have it done. And what's more, 
I won't be put aside for any first wives, whoever they may be. 
First or second, I've got my rights, and FU have them too. 
I've got my position, and that, as I've heard my father say 
hundreds of times, is nine-tenths of the law." 

*' My dear Caroline, I'ld just cut ofE my head if you asked 
me. Stay or go, it's all one to me. It isn't the polioe I'm 
afraid of now — Sullivan won't tell if it's made worth his while 
to hold his tongue. But itil be dear now. If he thinks you 
want to keep it dark he'll be down on you. It was to keep it 
from you I paid him, and not from the lawyers, Gt>d knows. 
If it had been only for them I'ld have been olE to America be- 
tween -qoarter day and quarter day long ago " 

*' America! John ^ - Captain West wood, if you mention 
America again I shall thiniic you want to go there. I suppose, 
then," she said with a deep groan, " that Major Sullivan must 
be paid then. I won't be driven to die of shame — I should go 
mad if ever Clifton knew. My poor boy — my poor girls — ^to 
Lave their mother's fortune spent in saving a base deceiver 
from gaol " 

'' Father — mother ! " broke in Gerald, '' I can't stand this. 
You know what's right to be donCi of course, but I know what 
I should do." 
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" And wbat would you do, pray P ** 

''Don't think of me, thats alL It's unluoky, but I don't 
oare so long as father did nothing wrong — and he didn't, that's 
clear. Tom Harris says it isn't bigamy any way if you don't 
know your wife to be alive for seven years — you don't know 
that for more than the last seven years, anyhow ; so if I was 
you two I'ld get quietly married again in London. And if that 
fellow Sullivan threatens you about the first marriage tell him 
to g^ about his business. He won't tell, you may be sure, if 
you put on a bold &oe, considering the part he's played ; and if 
he did, I*ld thrash him till he couldn't stand. And then I'ld 
tell Lord Wendale the whole story. He'ld be too much of a 
gentleman to betray you, I'm sure; and we mustn't forget, 
father, that you spoke out to shield an innocent man. I^rd 
WendiJe will thank you for saving him from doing what's nn* 
just, and if Forsyth is really what you think him, it's our duty 
not to leave Lord Wendale in the dark and let no wrong be 
done." 

*' By Jove, my boy," said the Captain, at last Iboking up, ''if 
that isn't a grey head on. green shoulders I'm a Dutchman ! 
There, Caroline, what do you say to that, my dear ? Yon 
should have been bred up a lawyeF, by Qeoige ! " 

" Captain Westwood, I wont h»ve a word said to Lord Wen- 
dale. What would he think of me P What is it to yoo, pray, 
what Mr. Forsyth may be P I should have thought, af t^ all 
that's happened, you'ld think of me first and not go meddling 
in other people's concerns thaf s nothing to you." 

" But, mother ! " Gerald began. ^ Just think *• 

" I have thought. And I won't have it done. All the rest 
you say is just what I'd thought of myself if you had given me 
a chance of saying it, but I won't be shamed before Lord Wen- 
dale. John, I'H never forgive you if you do any such thing. 
I won't be righted if it's only to be shamed before the aristo- 
cracy and talked about behind my back to all Lord Wendale's 
friends. No-^I won't have it. Where there's smoke there's 
fire, .and it doesn't follow that Major Sullivan's wrong about 
Forsyth because he was right about you. What's Forsyth to 
me P And therefore, if he's nothing to me, he's noUiing to 
you." 

" There, Gerald," said the C^tain, who scented the sweet 
savour of reconciliation, " don't vex your poor mother now. 
We'll find some way of letting Lord Wendale know about 
Forsyth, never fear — all in good time." 
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Qerald shook Ids head — ^he knew what was meant by his 
father's good time. If anything went wrong to morrow he 
suspected that, nnder his mother's influence, the good time 
would fall somewhere about the Ghreek Kalends. 

'* 111 see about that, father, and I'll take care that nothing 
shall be known about you, if my mother won't have it so. 
Gh)od night, father — good night mother." He kissed his mother 
and grasped his father's hand. '* All will be well, never fear," 
he said, bravely, though he felt the tears in his eyes. *' Ood 
bless you both, and all of you." 

'* (tod bless yoti, my boy/' said the Captain. '* Say you for- 
give me — that's all.'* 

Gerald felt that it was himself who needed pardon. But he 
could not trust himself to say more, and hurried off to see after 
Tom Harris's breakfast next morning, and to write Firefly yet 
one more farewelL 

Poor Olympia seemed being forgotten by all — as completely 
as that unknown girl against whom Oerald had brushed at the 
door of his hoteL 



GHAPTEB IT. 

Though OB the ui^fl of thv ivrath 'twas laid 
On no rebellions steeTthy nammer played : 
My heart's pnre gold, by fnmaoe fires set free, 
Was beaten to a saring shield for thee. 

LOBD Wevdalb was first in the field — ^not because Gerald West- 
wood was recreant, but because Tom Harris, unused to rising at 
four in the morning, was a little lasy. 

It was to a large tract of waste ground, far enough beyond 
the far west of London to be scattered with furze and broom, 
that the Earl had come to fire his pistol in the air. So far from 
feeling any rancour towards his opponent, he would have gladly 
washed his hands of the whole business, which had now become 
merely a troublesome duty, ^e had almost forgotten the cause 
in the firight of yesterday, and did not carry with him to the 
ground the light heart which had led him into the affair. 

He was first, but Gerald and Tom Harris were not very lone 
after time. After the usual courtesies proper to such ceremoni- 
ous occasions had been dulv exchanged, Gerald said — 

'' My lord, I have someudng to say to you privately, before 
we begin. No, Tom, it has nothing to do with what we've come 
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for, and it won't take five minutes — ^we shall both be ready bj 
the time yoaVe measured the grouid." 

*' It's very irregular," said Mr. Harris, who stood upon lik 
dignity as a second. '' What yon have to say to the Earl of 
Wendale onght to go through me." 

'* Nonsense— didn't I tell yon it has nothing to do with tUs 
affair ? Will yonr lordship let me have a minmte'B talk wit^ 
yon abont a very private matter indeed P " 

** By all means, Mr. Westwood," said Lord Wendale. '< And 
if it ends in a settlement of this foolish business I shan't 1» 
sorry, I assnre yon. We will walk to that f nrse bnsh and back, 
and yon can tell me as we go along. Am I right in supposing is 
is about your cousin, Miss Westwood ? " 

'* No, my lord. But there's something you ought to knov, 
and I could not let anything happen to me without relieving mj 
mind. I hear that Mr. Forsyth is reported to be a forger. I 
happen to know — quite on my own account — ^that it is yerj 
likely there is something about Mr. Forsyth that will sarnnse 
you. 

Lord Wendale turned pale. "You are quite ri^ht — ^Mr. 
Forsyth is Francis the Forger. Thank you for telling me, Mr. 
Westwood, if it is meant as a warning, but I knew it before, and 
I cannot tell you how it has vexed me that such a discovery his 
been made about a man of his position and--«nd — xdj own 
friend." 

It was clear that Sullivan had earned his three thousand 
pounds. 

'* Then yonr lordship will be all the more pleased if it ahonld 
turn out — that — in short " — Gerald was never good at a long 
story — *' people seem to think Mr. Forsyth may be the Uord 
Calmont who was lost in America come back in disguise." 

•' People ? What people P Are you serious, Mr. Westwood? 
Forsyth the lost Lord Calmont ! — well, that would be something 
like a fairy tala I know that when any distinguished man. gvts 
lost there are always plenty of people to believe in his return. 
It may be so at Beckfield for aught I know — indeed, I believe 
there is some gossip of the kind. You will remember, no doubt, 
that in legendary history Frederick Barbarossa, Sebastian of 
Portugal, Charles the Bold of Burgundy, William Tell — naj, 
even King Arthur, are supposed never to have died, and that at 
any moment they may re-appear in the world. But that Forsyth 
of all men should be identified with my lost uncle — I shall write 
an essay on the development of the greater myth for the purpose 
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of bringing in so singnlar an illustration. It is biglilj interesting, 
and I thank yon, Mr. Westwood, once more for adding so cnrionB 
a specimen of mythology to my collection. With a view of 
tracing the myth to its source, may I ask you who are the 
* people ' from whom you heard such a tale P " 

*' Well, my lord, I should have said I got my notion from 
putting things together, that's all." 

'* Oh, then you tell me this on your own responsibility P " 

" Altogether, my lord." 

*' It is very ingenious of you, Mr. Westwood," said the Earl, 
still assuming the same light tone. " What things have you 
put together r This is more curious stilL" 

" Only that hearing my father once knew a man named Francis 
in South America, where Lord Calmont went to, and this 
Forsyth being Francis and being punished for writing Lord 
Galmont's name, I thought your lordship might like to inquire 
into it, that's all." 

*' Beally, Mr. Westwood, I don't know how to express my 

gratitude for the interest you are pleased to take in my concerns, 
oes your father. Captain Westwood, know of your ingenuity, 
or of your giving me the benefit of it P " 

'* No, my lord ; it is my own suspicion. My father could tell 
nothing more." 

Lord Wendale gave a sigh of relief. Sullivan had decidedly 
earned his three thousand pounds. 

'* Seriously, Mr. Westwcid, I am obliged to. You have shown 
more than common chivalry in thinking of the affairs of your 
opponent on an occasion when most men have enough to do to 
thmk of their own. You are in the navy, I believe P In that 
case, if we both come out of this mess with whole skins — and I 
have a very strong idea that you will — I may be of some use to 
you. I have the highest respect for Captain Westwood, and I 
now extend the same respect to you. I trust that such enemies 
as we, may end in becoming food Mends." 

'^llien, if anything should happen to me-^or in a^ oaso 
^-your lordship will inquire into thu matter P Mr. Forsyth 
may not care for the title, but it would be terrible to give 
a bad name to an innocent man and your own other's brother 
besides." 

" My dear sir 1 Certainly not. I tell you the story is simply 
absurd. I should be ashamed to look into such an old woman's 
tale. Just as though the fellow wouldn't have told his story 
long ago if he had anything to tell — and a convict too. Come 

00 
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— I see ihe ground is measured — ^ihej ^will think we are iryiag 
to shirk if we don't ^t it over." 

*' Year lordship will not inquire, then P " 

" Bah ! Come. This is follj and waste of time. I ahonld 
not think of snch a thing.** 

*' I daresay yon are right, mj lord, hut I can't feel snre I'm 
wrong. I daresay it seems ahsord to yon, hut you would he 
sorry if it some day turned out that it isn't absurd. It ought 
to be looked into — it would be awful to think of if one ran the 
chance of letting an innocent man lose his good name. I'll look 
into the matter myself, and let your lordship know, just to make 
sure that justice is done." 

'* What P You mean that if I do not inquire into this folly, 
you wUl P " 

" I must, my lord. If you think it's such nonsense that you 
won't inquire, it's the only thing I can do." 

Lord Wendale smiled strangely ; he felt, though falsel j, as if 
the honest eyes of the young man were reading him through. 

" And what will you do P " 

'' I must find out all my father knows. I must get at the 
bottom of that fellow Sullivan, whom I advise your lordship 
not to trust too far. I must find out all I can about Forsyth. 
That's alll can do." 

'* And enough too," thought the Earl, feeling himself lost if 
this energetic young sailor, the only honest man who knew too 
much, put his shoulder to the wheeL The Captain was safe if 
left alone and kept from knowing the missing link, and SnIliTan 
had been made secure. He saw that no bribes or threats or 
mystification would avail here. Gerald, in fact, was simply 
trying to save his feeble-hearted father from committing a wrong 
without drawing his name into the afEair. 

" You are sure that your father has nothing to do with this 
tale P " asked Lord Wendale in a voice as strange as his smile. 

" Nothing but what I have told you." 

*' Mr. Westwood," said the Earl after a pause, " your good 
will shall not be thrown away. I will inquire." 

" You will P Then I have done my duty. I am ready now." 

The two were placed : and while (Gerald's nerves grew caJzn, 
a paleness that looked like livid fear came over the face of the 
Earl. He was one of the deadest shots in England, and he 
found himself, with a loaded pistol in his hand, standing only 
twenty paces in front of the only man of whom he felt 
If Gerald lived, he was in the power of an honest man. 
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His mind was a tempest of temptation. It was a &ir duel, 
and he had a right in honour to loU. There was no need to 
make an effort to be calm — he might safely leave it to the 
tempter who stood beside him to direct his ejes and to steady 
his hand. He and Gerald were to fire together. Tom Hams 
counted '' One— two — ^three," and the signal fell. G^enJd's 
pistol was pointed carelessly and only towards the Earl to save 
the appearance of firing wide — that of Lord Wendale pointed 
straight and low. 

The two shots rang out and were followed by a shrill cry. 
Neither of the opponents had fallen. Gerald and the two 
seconds ran forwai^, and lifted up the unlooked-for victim of 
Lord Wendale's ball. Firefly had ^pped from the skies just 
in time to be her hero's shield. 

'' There, Gerald,*' she managed to whisper when, lying in his 
arms, she first opened her eyes, '' you wiU not be jealous now !" 



CHAPTEE V. 

I fain woold fight in strioken field, 
I fain wonld win a kindly arown ; 
But my arm is weaiy of its shield, 
My ri^t hand aohee the aword to wield. 
And tnongh my oonrage sooma to yield. 
It ia my heut that weigha me down. 



Hy ebbing spean their tide haye 

It ia the foeman'a torn to flee : 
Well haye I f one ht from snn to ann 1 
And DOW that afl the day ia done, 
And more than half the battle won, 

My aelf atanda forth and oonqnera me. 

ITen in the hour when hope ia bom. 

My banner droopa, my falchion f aila : 
And I wonld nye my qoeendom'a mom 
For one aoft unmber in the com. 
And the eznlting bngle-hom 

For Loye'a aweei watoh of nightingale!. 

Wi left Olympia face to face with the man of all others whom 
she was most anxious to avoid, overwhelmed with confusion at 
this sudden meeting, and with shame at being found by him in 
such a disguise. She was no longer proud of being a man, and 
before him she was so utterly a woman as to feel that, in throw- 
ing off the name of her sex, she had justified all the hate aud 
scorn that she was sure he felt for her. Her courage had 
long vanished away, and now her pride had followed. 
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She was no longer the lioness, wbose first impnlae is to turn 
upon her hnnters. She obeyed the instinet of the hunted doe 
by throwing down her palette and brashes and mshing off into 
her bedroom, where she locked and double-locked the door be- 
hind her, so as to place all the barrier she could between hoseL' 
and the man whom she feared and loved more than all dse ii 
the whole world. 

Olympia had found her master : she had been hard to tune, 
but she had been tamed, and all her wilful love of role ns 
gone. She could never have been subdued into lasting lote If 
a lover who knelt before her instead of caUing upon Her to kneel 
before him. The man who had been strong enough to masttr 
himself was the only man who was able to master her. 

The order in which season subdues season is the order a 
which soul conquers soul. The April heart of Firefly mei^ 
into that of the young man in the Maytide of his days : aatus: 
would have brought her buds to no firuit without the reign c( 
full blossom between. But the summer heart of Olympia coqU 
not fall back upon Maytide bloom. She must only yield to tke 
season that conquers summer — ^the heart of autumn, who is tbs 
strength and fullness of the year. And, in retarn, autnini 
yields, not to the winter, but to the second sunmier that recalls 
the warmth and brightness of June just before the winter comes. 
Forsyth was autumn to Olympia — she the second summer to Iubl 

But to her, as to all who must be subdued into love, Lofe 
came in the guise of fear and shame. She did not welcome bs 
coming, but strove against it until she could strive no moR. 
And even then she could only call herself a slave. All sbe 
longed for now was to be scolded, forgiven, and ruled : and in- 
stead of this she had built up a barrier between herself and he; 
master that could now never be overcome. 

She heard the sound of many voices through her door, but sltf 
was afraid to listen. She assumed that the whole story of bff 
wickedness, as she in her despair chose to style her folly, i^* 
being laid before the stem mind of her judge, and that k^' 
sentence was foregone. At last the voices ceased. Bat it vs? 
not till after the lapse of an hour of silence that she daz«^ 
ri-open her door and return into the now empty room where tk 
sliame had been disclosed. She was still hesitating when sb^ 
heard a gentle tap at her door. 

" It's only me," said Firefly. " They are all gone now.** 

She opened the door and came back into her studio. 

**What made you so afraid," asked Firefly, "when "OsA 
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monsieiir came in P Is it about him you dressed like a man-** 
to run away? Is it perhaps your husband, and you haye 
quarrelled P Or perhaps it is your father P But you need not 
have fear — ^you ran away too fast for him to recognise.'' 

'* What— -did he say nothing of me — ^not a word P " and she 
thought, " He despises me too much to know me, even to be 
angry with me. Ah, I must indeed be a wicked girl ! " 

" No— not one word." 

*' What did he say, then^nothing to Major Sullivan P What 
do you know of him that you ran forward at once and said * It 
ishe'P" 

** He only bowed to Monsieur le G^n^ral, who is gone out with 
my father. I knew him because he was like a poor old man 
who once gave me a piece of gold when I was a little girl. I 
was asleep, but my father saw him do it, and took the gold 
away. It was very curious, mademoiselle — I gave him some 
pennies because he looked so poor, and he must have been so 
rich all the time." 

'* Cora — ^what makes you so grave and look so sad and ill P 
Is it anything about me P " 

*' But no, mademoiselle — ^not at all. I am not sad and not ill." 

'< And you have been so odd and strange to me — not like 
yourself at all, Cora. Are you stUl vexed with me that you 
must not tell anybody who I am — ^that you must keep my 
secret — ^is it too much for you ? " 

'* Ab, no, mademoiselle — ^there is no use to tell it now." 

*' Dear Cora, let us be friends — I've nobody to think of but 
you now, and you've no friend but me. Sure you're not fretting 
after that boy ? " 

" Oh, if you knew — ^if yon had only let me tell him " 

'* My poor child, must every girl be unhappy about some man P 
Forget him — ^let him gfo— he is not worthy of you, indeed." 

** Mademoiselle I He is worthy of all &e angels ! " 

** You shall not be unhappy, Cora ! What should you say if 
that girl whom you hate — ^for whom he deserted you — ^was not 
a poor girl who wanted a boy like him to protect her, but was a 
rich heiress, to whom he was bound by her gold, and who would 
not have married him if she had known he loved you to save her 
soul P If you knew that she was as much richer tbaiU he as he 
was than yon P If he was base to both of you P What would 
you say then P " 

'* I would not believe it, mademoiselle." 

•'If the girl told you so herself ?" 
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*' I should tlunk she was jealous, and trioking me to Iceep Ubl* 

** Cora — ^I am the girl. And I wouldn't marry him for i 
thousand worlds. If you still believe in him, keep him vA 
welcome for all 111 care — ^bnt affcer what Fve told yen Hi 
hardly think you will." 

Fireflr's blue eyes opened wide and bright with wonder, lib 
Boorched flowers after rain." 

'*lfon Dieu!** she exclaimed below her breath: but kr 
wonder did not last longer than her other moods. ** Yon an 
that girl that I have hated so P " she asked; and then, lapse 
at once over all other matters for thought straight to results 
** Then, if you give him up, I may tell him now ? " 

" Gh)od heavens, Cora — what did I tell you for but to an 
you from love for a man that would sell ^ou for a few pounds?' 

*'He wouldn't — ^you do not know him, indeed — it is pbb 
you never loved ^™, mademoiselle, or you would not saj i^ 
to me." 

<* It is no use, then ? You are determined to trust him ifter 
aUP" 

" I love him, mademoiselle 1 *' 

'* Cora ! You would let the man you love kill yon, I bdien. 
and only smile and say * Thank you.' " And so would Oljmpi 
now : but then Forsyth was not Gerald, and that, of oonrse, mid; 
a difference — ^to her. 

** Mademoiselle — ah 1 " she exclaimed, with a new light in hs 
eyes, " you love him — ^yes, you love him, and that is why to: 
came to say all this to me. Yon are jealous, mademoiselk 
You were afraid of losing him, and that is why yon came « 
make friends of me in your disguisa You find he loves vx 
best, and you intrigue to make me hate him and bring him baci 
to you. You have told me lies, mademoiselle ; but it is me be 
loves, and not you. You are a wicked woman, and I will seei 
him and tell him all. Man Dieu, you are a gprand traitor — as i 
any girl could know my Gerald and think a bad thing of hie. 
You do not, mademoiselle : you love him and you hate me td 
I hate you." 

'* Cora ! Cora ! " cried out poor Olympia — ^but Firefly ha£ 
flown from the room, and she sat down in despair. Her mft&* 
hood had proved a curse as well as a shame ; out the humil» 
tion of this last injustice was too much to bear. She aat dom 
and wept bitterly. 

At last her tears were wept out and left her a little reliend 
But she was still very miaerable and utterly ashamed. Afnr 



KING CROOKED'CHIN. 391 

ally ererytliing might be borne, eyen injustice, except one — 
that she was still wearing the hateful cause of her master's 
scorn. It was not the less intolerable because he wonld never 
see her either in that guise or in any other again. Her clothes 
burned her like the tunic of Dejanira. 

She rose and rang the bell. 

*' Jane," she asked, *' who is the mistress of this house P I 
have been here sdl this time and I don't know the landlady or 
the landlord, or even their names." 

" Mr. firowii, sir. There isn't any mistress, and Mr. Brown 
don't often cotne here. He lives up the street, sir, and leaves 
me to look after the lodgers." 

*' Has he ever been at the house since I've been here P " 

" No, sir— »I think he's been away rent-collecting. He's a 
many houses, has Mr. Brown." 

'*Then you are the only one belonging to the house that 
knows anything about me r Then — wSl you like to earn five 
pounds P " 

"SirP" 

*' There they are. You must go out— this minute — and get 
me- a shawl and a gown — any sort, so long as they'll do for me 
to go out in and get some of my own — ^if they're only like a 
servant's I don't mind, as long as they're ready made. Do you 
understand P I've been leaving home and I'm thinking about 
goinff back again — and " 

** Oh, sir — oh, ma'am — oh, miss — ^then you're really a young 
lady P If I wasn't sure of it all along ! " 

There was no end to Olympia's humiliations that day. Not 
only was she ashamed of her disguise in itself, but she had not 
even the consolation of having been a good actress — ^her disguise 
seemed to have been transparent to all. 

- " And you didn't say a word P " 

" 'Twould be worth my place, sir— miss — ^if I took notice of 
all that's done here — they're a odd lot that come to this house, 
I can tell you, and the first thing Mr. Brown asked me when I 
came after the place was if I knew how to hold my tongue. 
People come and go, foreigners and all sorts, and I take them 
as they come — ^you're not tbe first by one nor by two that I've 
known in clothes that weren't theirs. But how it was that a 
young lady like you came to be in this place — for a young lady 
I'm sure you are, she added, as she pocketed the five sove- 
reigns — " alwa^ did beat me, and if I was you, miss, lid not 
think about gomg home. I'ld ga" 
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GHAFTEB VI. 

^nrar of trnih, and tMoher of tmtfa, and lorer and ■>— .-w, 
Fidcle nor foolish nor false deem thou Gold's sheen; for heiwM, 

E'en as of gold, in the testing of gold, is gold the dtsoemer. 
So is tiie golden heart proVed bj the magio of gold. 

It was not a Teiy fashionable or elegant outfit tliat Js&e 
biongbt home. Bat no fine lady ever dressed for Conii whi 
more intense satisfaction than Oljmpia felt in disoarding her 
snit of broadcloth, and in transforming herself into that oooe 
despised creatare, a woman, once more. The satisfaction vv 
not the less intense for its bitterness. She might now, wither 
disgpracing her manhood, indulge in the Inxnries of self-abue- 
ment and of tears. 

Nevertheless, despite what she had said by way of apoloey 
for her return to womanhood, she did not think of goin^ hoBK. 
She could not bring herself to fiMse Aunt Car'line, and to be 
taunted for her folly all the rest of her days. She <x>uld not gc 
back to Gressford as if nothing had happened, and throw amr 
all she had undergone without ain" compensating gain. She 
oould not become once more the Olympia of old. Her spin* 
was broken, but she had learned many things, and one of thes 
was that she must henceforth live and work alone. 

After all, the poor girl had a brave heart, now that she w 
once more able to be brave in a girl's way ; and she was sdl 
gifted with that superb bodOy health that no mental trouble ou 
subdue. If she had not genius itself, she had the temperamecc 
and the physique of genius, if by that doubtful word is mescs 
the will and the desire to wear out and exhaust active energies 
that cannot be exhausted or outworn. Even if Forsyth h^ed 
and scorned her, he might remain her master stiU. So far as 
might be she would live as he would have her live, and wod 
as he would have her work : and trust, although she mi^ht noi 
hope, that her life, worked out in such a spirit^ might prore 
its own reward. But — if he could only know ! 

So that day was over. Wearied with the unwonted burdec 
of active and connected thought, she lay down to rest some hours 
after midnight, and found sleep that was strangely calm. She 
dreamed that she had at last found her true and fitting place in 
the world. 

It was a sleep from which it was not likely that she would 
wake until her exhausted brain was restored. But whik 
it was still early in the London morning, she was ronghlf 
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wakened by what sounded like the trampling of armies and the 
jangling of a million bells, followed by an attack of thnnder 
upon her door. 

" Oh, miss," cried out the voice of Jane, " please get np— 
here's Miss DroDzil come home killed ! " 

Olympia sprang ont of bed and dressed herself as quickly 
in her new clothes as she could tear them on. " What is it ? " 
fihe asked ; but the girl was too frightened to answer, and could 
only lead the way to Monsieur Dronzil's room. 

A strange man was there before her, who was plainly a sur- 
geon. She went to the so&k and saw Firefly — ^not dead, as she 
had been told, but faint and pale. 

The surgeon looked at this apparition of Olympia with some 
curiosity, and then explained. There had been a little affair 
between two gentlemen that morning — whom there was no 
occasion to name-~and he had been present professionally in 
case of harm. Suddenly the girl came between the two oppo- 
nents jnst in time to receive a ball in the shonlder. The ball 
had been found and extracted, and he hoped that, with a little 
care for the present, no harm would come. ^ No doubt," he 
added, '' you will understand the necessity of keeping silence 
abont this unlucky affair." 

" You mean a fight — a dnel P Poor, poor child, what could 
she have been doing there P You're quite sure she'll get well P 
Who were fighting P What " 

The voice of Olympia had an electric effect, firefly suddenly 
shnddered and opened her eyes. 

" Ifon Dt6t», mofn, Dieu ! that woman is here ! She will mur- 
der me — take her aw%y ! " 

** She seems a little light-headed,^ said the snrgeon. '' There 
is^ some fever, of course, but it will soon be gone. She looks ' 
slight, but she is one that it would take a great deal to kill. 
Who is she P " 

'' She is ^ss Drouzil, an actress at the Phoenix," whispered 
Olympia, so that if possible her voice might not be heard. 

"And you — are you an actress ? Are you related to herP" 

" No— only her friend." 

" My enemy," moaned Firefly. Take her away." 

" I think you had better go while she is in this state," said 
the surgeon, looking at her still more curionsly. " If they are 
enemies," perhaps, he thought, " that strong girl with the pale 
face and the black eyes doesn't look as if she would stick at 
trifles." So Olympia had to leave the room as if. instead of 
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having oome to nurse tenderly, she had oome to IdIL Oiw 
more there had oome a day in which no work oonld be done. 
The Burgeon also took his departore for the present, leaving liii 
patient in the hands of the still bewildered Jane, who b^gan to 
think that Mr. Brown's tenants were stranger people than e^m 
her varied experience had led her to sappose. 

Firefly's fever was not very high : she slept for a few hooi% 
and woke np quite collected and oahn. 

" Jane — ^where is Oscar P " 

*' I expect, miss, he's at the mews." 

** Is my father oome home P " 

" Not yet, miss. How do you find yourseif now P •• 

" Much better. Am I going to die r " 

" What an idea, miss I Why the doctor said nothing would 

kill you.'' 

"IsShehereP That girl, I mean P '* 

*'The young lady as was Mr. Seaward P No, miss. Tk 
doctor thought she frightened you." 

" Don't let her come in. Is He here P " 

'' Mr. Gerald P Lord miss, he's never left the house a minute 
since you was brought in dying." 

« I think I should like to die— if it wasn't for Oscar. I warn 
to see him. Bring him to me here." 

" The bear, miss P " 

<« ]^o — ^Mr. Gerald. I must see him, please.^ 

The girl* who was probably as well acquainted with the Iot? 
af&drs of her masters and mistresses as became her station, was 
not unwilling to do as she would, no doubt, have been done bj. 
In less than half a minute Gerald was in the room. 

" My own darling ! " was all he could think of to say as Ik 
threw himself on his knees by the side of her sofa and seised her 
hand in both his own. 

*• Ah, you know I loved you now, don't you P " 

'* Good God ! If you call it loving me to try and die fov 
xne— don't you know that I should have killed myself if you bad 
died P But thank God, you are not going to die — we'll live for 
one another now tUl we are as old as the hills — ^the doctoi^s a 
brick, darling ! " 

•* Tlien you do love me — still P " 

" Love youp I should think I did ! Tou didn't think because 
I was brute enough to be jealous I didn't love you P Tou cas 
keep a thousand secrets now, if you like, and Til never ask yoft 
one of them." 
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** Then I will liye, dear Gerald — ^never fear. Ton are my 
doctor. I am so glad that Lord Wendale shot me— I will go and 
thank liim when I get well — won't yon P '* 

'* Bat^-oh, think if I had shot yon instead of Lord Wendale ! " 
he said, turning pale. '' The Boonndrel, when he mnst have Been 
I fired wide." 

*' Oh, Gerald, I never thonght yowr pistol wonld hit me — ^ii 
conldn't have, yon know. How conld I be hnrt by yon P " 

*' That^s tme — something wonld have tnmed my bnllet aside. 
Bnt promise me, for my siDke, dearest, never to sttuid in the way 
of a pistol again." 

" I promise yon — ^if yon will too. If yon ever do, I will do 
jnst the same thing all over again. Ah, yon love me, after 
all!" 

" With all my sonl. And yon P " 

" With evei^ sonl I have got, and more. Bnt ah, why did yon 
go to fight wiuiont telling me P What did Lord Wendale do to 
yon P " 

** That's jnst what I don't know, darling — ^I never did know. 
Bnt when a man tells yon yon ought to fight him, what's a fellow 
to do P Yon wouldn't expect me to say 'No' to that, I suppose: 
that's one of the things one can't refuse. Bnt how did you find 
ontP What brought you there P I'm goi^ to marry a little witch, 
I know, but the^ld have burned you, Iirefly, once on a time — 
just as they used to on Gh:essford Green. How on earth could 
yon have faiown P " 

" They will not bum me, for I did not know at alL I was 
trying to tell you all about that — ^that thing we quarrelled about, 
you comprehend. I went to that hotel in Covent Gkurden last 
evening to ask for you " 

*' The deuce you did ! You shouldn't have done that, darling- 
people would have talked, you Imow." 

*' But, what did I care for people when I thonght you did not 
care for me any more and I conld not make yon again P They 
could only say that I loved yon more dear than myself, and 
so I do." 

*' What did they say to yon at the hotel P" 

^* I did not ask^I md not go in. You were coming out at 
the door, with an old gentleman, and I was afraid ; yon came 
out so fast, and I did not know who that might be. Bo I went 
the next morning at a very good hour, so that I might be sure 
to see when yon came out again, or to go in when they would 
open the door. Bnt then yon came out with another monsienri 
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and I had fear again — and I heard you say ' Hkre joa the 
pistolsP' IfonlKett/" 

*' My poor darling ! Where were my eyes that I £dn*t see 
yon?'^ 

*' I was behind a pillar in the colonnade. Bat I had sOrer- 
I caUed a coach and said, * I will give yon all if yon 'wiU dnvv 
fast after those messieurs ' — ^I must know what you ^prent to d& 
and I might tell you there, or else I might not find ycm again if 
you went to go away." 

"And then? '• 

'* You left iJie coach and sent it away, and I did the same lad 
I followed you. I am little, and I can creep — ^the thom-bodse? 
were all big enough to hide me. Then you went apart with t^ 
man whom I saw once at the Phoenix — Lord Wendale, now I 
know — and you talked a long time, and the other two messievrs 
talked and laughed and walked along the ground. Then I knev 
what was to come. Then you stood in front, and I hevd 
« One — Two — ^Three ' — and ah, but I gave one spring** and this 
is all." 

" All ! You saved my life, darling ! It is all yours now. 
'Heaven knows why, but Tom says Loid Wendale aimed a» 
straight and as low as if he was firing at a mark instead of a 
man that never did him any harm, and had just shaken, hands 
iwith him like a friend. If you'd not been so little, the ball 
would have been in your heart instead of your shoulder — and 
that would have been the same as through mine. Oh, what etc 
I do to show you how I belong to you, if I live for ever ? " 

" Love me a great deal — ^that is all. But do you know that 
we quarrel still r " 

" We ? Quarrel P ** 

** It is true ! You never ask me about what I came to tell." 

" Hang what you came to tell. Who cares for all the Sea- 
wards in Christendom ? Though it was he, the coward, thsft 
ought to have fought me instead of Lord Wendale." 

" Gherald ! I have seen that other girl ; and I hate her as mucb 
as I love you." 

«* What ! You mean Olympia P " 

" She is a wicked woman, Gerald. She has laid a trap, azid 
has fallen in. She found out you love me, and put on men's 
clothes, and came here to make friends with me and to make von 
jealous and part us, so that she might keep you. Oh, Gerald ! 
now could you ever think you cared for her P She is great and 
big, with black eyes and dark skin, and hair like a man — not 
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little and fair, like yon told me you love the best of all. And 
fihe would not let me say she is a woman — she made me swear, 
because I told her yon would not let me break my word. But I 
was not bound to keep it when I knew why. Ah, you are not 
bound to her now — and she says she is rich, too." 

"You have seen Olympiar Olympia a wicked woman^ 
Olympia rich — Olympia in men's clothes — Olympia laying a trap 
for you—- Olympia here ! My dear girl, you have found a mare's 
nest, with a vengeance.'' 

*' But she's put on her own clothes now, since I found her out. 
Yes, that is Monsieur Charles Seaward ; I found out she was a 
woman the first time I saw her, only I thought she was good, 
and I swore not to tell. Yes, and I foiind out she was in love 
too. Oh, I was such a great little fool ! But you will not love 
her now P " 

*' My darling, you are making me stand on my head. But can 
Olympia be found P " 

Firefly's face showed one last twinge of jealousy. ** Do yon 
still think so much about that horrible girl p " 

'« Think ? Of course I think. You don't know— I didn't 
know — nor she. I never loved her, I know now, nor she me, 
and no wonder. I thought she was my cousin, and now " 

*' She is not your cousin, then p " 

" My darling, I can't believe we're talking of the same girL" 

" Perhaps if you see her, Gerald, you will believe." 

" What I is she here P " 

"You will see if you go to the stairs and call for Jane. 
Jane ! Go to Mr. Seaward — ^that iKfa(2dmoue226— and ask her to 
come and see me." 

" But the doctor said, miss " 

" I do not care for the doctor. She will not vex me now." 

They sat silently, hand in hand, till Olympia came in. 

" By George ! " exclaimed Gerald, " Olympia ! " 

She looked at him scornfully. " Cora," she said, "this is not 
kind of yoi:% You do not know what you have done. Perhaps 
vou'U seo now that, so far from wanting your lover. 111 not stay 
m the room with him, or speak to him a word." 

" That is because you have lost him," said Firefly, proudly. 

" Olympia ! " said Gerald, at his wits' end, " why did you go 
9»yfW h*om home P Why didn't you leave me one word P What 
in Heaven's name does all this mean P And it was you that 
struck me in the &cet What has made you hate me, even if I 
oooldn'thelp 
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'* Twasn't for what joa couldn't help, Gerald, suib 'twas hs 
what yon could have helped well. Yon want me to set jon free, 
and I did, with that blow. If Cora likes to tJ^e jon, she's 
welcome for txhb," 

He began to think that she mnst be jealous after aC 
" Oljmpia ! " he said, *' when I said I'ld marry yon, I didn^ 
know what I know now. Yon know how strange my &ther 
was about it all P Well, he told me and my mother, last night 
you are his daughter, just as Fm his son : we're the same rdi- 
tion as Fm to Carry, and Julia, and Molly. He married josr 
mother before he married mine." 

** What ! it's Uncle John that's my father, and my fatiier'f 
my Uncle Charles P " she exclaimed, forgetting to be angry, acd 
feeling a strange sort of disappointment at finding the nnknovc 
father, for whose sake she had fought so many battles wid 
Aunt Car'line, resolving himself from an heroic shado-w into the 
less heroic but more substantial shape of her Uncle Job:: 
*' And wlr^ didn't he tell, then P And why didn't Aunt Oar li» 
know P The loss of the father that she had never had was like 
the death of one whom she had loved and known. She couli 
never feel towards the new father as she had felt towards the 
old. " Sure I've done nothing all my days but dream. Did he 
tell you about my mother too P Why it was he left her to die 
among those soldiers P and why he ran away P " 

Gerald pricked his ears at that *' What do you know aboii 
your mother P " he asked, eagerly. ^ When did she die anumg 
soldiers P — who told you about her P " 

" 'Twas Major SulHvan, then, that's been more of a father to 
me than yours has ever been. Perhaps youll tell Uncle John, 
if he doesn't know, that she died at that great battle from whid 
I expect he ran away." 

'' Nonsense ; my &ther was never at any battle, and if he hsd 
been, a Westwood wouldn't have run away. But, did this 
fellow, Sullivan, tell you himself that your mother died P For 
Heaven's sake what mittle, Olympia — when — where P " 

'* It was a big battle in America, called Carabobo. Twas the 
Major found her there, and me too, and saw her die. Tou caa 
tell Uncle John, and shame him, that I went away with hio 
that took me before I could speak, and was father and mother 
to me and all, from when I wasn't a twelvemonth old." 

"By George! Your mother died before you were twelv? 
months old P That old rascal told you so P He's put his foot 
into it nicely this time ! Why, you could run about and chatter) 
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as I've always beard, wben I waa just bora, and used fx) play 
with me wben I was a baby and yon were a big girl ; my father 
and mother hadn't been married mnch more than a year, if 
that, when yon came. And the fellow telling my father tiiat 
your mother was alive, and telling yon that she was dead ! 
Well, liars ought to have longer memories than Major 
Sullivan." 

'* Don't call Major Sullivan names to me. He has a heart of 
gold." 

'* I wasn't talking about his heart, Olympia; I was talking of 
bis tongue, which is made of brass, whatever his heart may be. 
Major Sullivan will keep, though ; you had better ask &ther 
about him; and youll tell us your story when we're all at 
home again. I'm so glad we're to be brother and sister instead 
of husband and wife, Olympia; it made me so miserable to 
think I was bound to marry you. F^ have given everything 
for you to have taken Lord Wendale. lid have told you all u 
you hadn't been so bullied, and so true, and if you hadn't 
thrown over an earl for me, and if you hadn't depended upon 
me for everything you were like to have in the world. Hunuh ! 
I needn't marry you to help you and stand by you now. What- 
ever I have, half shall be yoirs, and more too, and my wife 
won't be herself if she minds. You were always more my sister 
than my sisters ; and now you're my sister as much as they. 
How on earth have you managed to live in London all this 
while without a penny P I found it hard enough, I know. You 
don't mean to say you've found your plan answer, after aU P 
Do you want any money now P By George, this will be good 
news to write home ! " 

*' Then you won't write home. I've washed my hands of all 
of you ; and any way I'm not going home again. Your father 
doesn't become mine jnst by saying so, and your mother's 
always Aunt Carline." 

*' fiut you must live — ^you must not stay here alone. How 
can you get on without money and without friends P " 

^' Su-^ there's the Major. That'll be enough friends for 



me. 



" A piecious friend! And he is your banker too, I suppose P" 
" I don't know what you mean by being my banker, but 111 

make my own living, and when I want money it's easy to ask 

him." 
''Olympia! Surely you wouldn't ask Major Sullivan for 

money P " 
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" And why not, when it's my own P " 

*'Yoar own?'' he asked, xemembering her rather sanguine 
ideas oonceming the extent to which ten pounds would go. 
*' Do you mean to say the fellow has heen making you give him 
money P — though where you have got it from " 

*' What, Geiald ! Sure it isn't true you really don't knowP " 

'' I know I'm in a fog, that's all." 

'' Oh, if I could think that I'ld be the happiest girl ! " she 
exclaimed, almost forgetting for a moment the lower depths of 
his deception which could never be explained away. 

" Then if my being in a fog makes yon happy, you are the 
happiest girl in the world." 

" No, it's not you that's in a fog — it's me. If I could only 

feel sure " She paused suddenly, as if seeking for a test 

of his truth ; and then for a moment her face lighted up as if 
the test was found. *' I'll tell you what I'm going to do," she 
said, slowly and gravely. " I'm going to tell Major Sullivan to 
give me a lot of thousand pounds back and pay him out of my 
painting, and 111 give them to Cora. There, Oerald, you shan't 
marry a poor g^l, after all." 

*' What on earth do you mean P " 

*' I mean what I say. I'D make Cora rich and you too." 

'' Have you come into a fortune, Olympia P By George ! 
What was it my mother said to Forsyth that morning — and my 
mother — are you joking, Olympia P or what——" 

'* I'll make you and Cora rich, that's all. Yes Cora ; and 
then you'll see how little I want to keep him from you. You'd 
better take the money, Gerald. I don't think your mother will 
let you marry Cora, seeing what she thinks about play-acting 
and things, unless she's a rich g^l — as rich as me. You know 
what she used to say when I was poor. Take the money, please 
—I don't want it myself, and I'll make it up tb Major Sullivan." 

" How did you get rich, Olympia P " 

" Never mind how, if you don't know ; I don't rightly know 
myself except that it came from America because of my mother. 
If you don't know you can ask Aunt Caroline. You won't 
look a gift horse in the mouth, anyhow, as I have read some- 
where. Take it, and marry Cora and please Aunt Car'line. 
See, there's Cora opening her eyes to find nerself as rich as you. 
You'll never get her if she's poor, that's sure." 

The fog began to lift itself from Gerald's brain, and to make 
way for another. 

'*You are really rich, thenP No wonder our friend the 
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Major was ready to get yoa into his hands again I We most 
see abont that as soon as may be. Bnt, Olympia, snrel^ yoa 
don't think I'ld rob yon too P I mean to marry Mis^ncorde 
rich or poor, and she means to marry me. She's saved my life* 

and that'll be enongh for my mother " He reddened with 

shame ; a fresh light seemed to be thrown on his mother's little 
ways. "We won't touch a penny that isn't ours — ^will we, 
Firefly P You're rich enough for me if I'm rich enough for 
you. 

A soft look came into her eyes. *' You'd better think twice, 
Qerald ; may be I won't ask you again. I know Aunt Gar'- 
line " 

''Don't speak of my mother, please. I've thought three 
times." 

" YIThat do you say, Oora P What do you think of a man 
who runs the risk of losing you because he won't take what 
nobody wants but him and you P " 

" What he thinks, mademoiselle, I think too," said Firefly. 
" Ah, mademoiselle, I have been wrong about you, but I have 
been right about him. It is not him you love, mademoiselle, 
and I love you now ! " 

" My poor Cora ! You don't know how wretched you made 
me : but I was never angry with yon. I'm not Aunt Car'luie. 
You'll be my sister, rich or poor---dnchess or danoing-g^l — ^'tis 
fcU one to me. I won't ask Gerald again — I'll give my money 
to you." 

'' You'll do no such thing," said Gerald, almost angrily. " If 
you do I'll tell her to give it all to the first hospital or else throw 
it into the sea. I'll let them cut me off with a shilling sooner 
than she or I should take away a penny from you." 

" Then 111 give it to a hospital," said Olympia, "or throw it 
into the sea." 

" All right," said Gherald. " Do what you like with your own. 
If the sea's to have it, it doesn't matter whether you throw it in 
or I." 

" My dear, dear Gerald ! " she cried out, and threw herself 
on his neck. " My dear, dear brother, you're my own boy after 
all. Take the money or not, I don't care now I know you wanted 
neither my money nor me ! " 

Then these thi^ foolish people set to talking over what the 
reader knows far better than they — thus enjoying the proverbial 
superiority of the looker-on over the actor — as if each had 
twelve tongues, none of which had been set free for a year. But 

DD 
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before tliej had half finished^ the doctor came back, and was not 
a little astonished to find his patient so much improTed. Then 
Oljmpia retired to her own stadio to nndergo, alas ! the Nemesis 
of reaction that followed the nnselfish high spirits into which 
she had been thrown. Happiness was within the easy reach, as 
it seemed, of all the world bat her. She who had the most 
intense thirst for life and love, and all the other good things of 
life, was doomed to pnt up with the smallest sips, and those the 
bitterest that the bowl contained. She felt no gmdging envy, 
but she felt that fate was nnjnst, as well as Annt Caroline. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Hall, graoefnl Taot I That to no fool deniei 
A ohAnii to tame the wild and oheat the wiae^ 
And, without lying, rei^ the gain of lies : 

That, oonrteons ever, kills without a blow, 
And, with a Yes, oontrires to aot a No, 
And oan oompress a yolnme into " Oh I "— 

That wins bj losing, and by serring reigns, 

Bv silenoe argnes, and by giving ^ain«, 

That throws Us stones, yet sares its window-panes x 

That looks like poroelain when 'tis made of delf» 
And, pilf eting by its rery soom of pelf, 
Tricks all the world : yea, even trioks— Itself . 

Thi Captain's reyolt had not proved a revolation. Hitherto he 
had been simply mled by his wife — now he was enslaved. 

Greed was not by any means the rnling passion of the 
mistress of The Laurels, though,, in the not over-refined clay of 
which she had been made, it was an ingredient of some con- 
sequence in giving character to the whole. But it yielded in 
weight to jealousy, and, still more, to that curious quality called 
'* Proper Pride," which bears the same relation to improper 
pride that speculation bears to gambling, or that exaggeration 
bears to lying, or that a horticultural implement employed for 
digg^g bears to a spade. She had come to Ix>ndon to superintend 
the search for Olympia ; a very reasonable purpose while the 
latter was the actual ward of her husband, and, if all turned out 
well, a possible heiress for her son. But Olympia as her 
husband's daughter was a very different person from her 
husband's niece and ward. The dowry that Forsyth had given 
Olympia could enrich her and hers no more. On the contrary, 
a rich heiress at The Laurels would destroy the marriage chances 
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of the three ^ss Fenders for jears, and compel them to put 
Qp with second and third-rate prizes, if thej obtained any at all. 
So mnch for the effect of the prudent care for her offspring 
which few will be disposed to insult with the name of greed. 
And then there was that horrible discovery that her husband's 
heart had not belonged to her ; the revelation, in all its vulgar 
sincerity, of the season why the once yoang and good-looking 
officer of militia had married the rich widow with three children 
when the bloom of her youth was long past and gone. No 
doubt, in the bottom of her heart — for she had one — ^she had 
always known why ; but knowing and knowing that one knows 
are by no means the same thing. Her covert jealousy was now 
driven to make itself felt and to show itself openly. Olympiads 
existence at The Laurels would be a standing reproach and 
degradation to her — it was not to be supposed that the injured 
second wife would tolerate in her own house, bought with, her 
own money,, her rival's child. 

Perhaps Lord Wendale would propose again, now that he 
could gain wealth as well as beauty :. and to think of her rival's 
daughter as a countess, looking down upon her and her children, 
was simply horrible. She had come to Gressford to be its great 
lady, and its great lady she would remain. And who was 
Olympia P The granddaughter of a foreign, money-lender with 
a bad name, and the child of a woman who had made a run- 
away marriage with Mrs. Westwood's own husband :. self-respect 
forbade that she should admit a girl with such a pedigree with- 
in her stainless doors. When suitors came to Olympia — and no 
doubt they would come in swarms — ^her true relationship to the 
Captain would be sure to get known, and then more would be 
found out, and scandal would set to work, and Gressford, 
Melmouth^ Taunton, Clifton, all the universe, in shorty would be 
scandalised to their foundations. Mrs. Westwood would be 

gitied by all her friends — and, with her, to be pitied, meant to 
e shamed. She hated Olympia when she thought of all these 
things. 

She would not own to herself, evea, that she was not the 
Captain's lawful wife, though she waa alive to the probable 
necessity of having to be married again. Meanwhile, of para- 
mount necessitv, superior even to tnat of being married again, 
was the task of getting the Captain safely back to Gressford for 
the present, so as to put it out of his power to communicate in 
person with Lord Wendale, or commit himself by any other act 
of honest but suicidal folly. There would be time to re-marry 
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at leisure, aince nobody knew that there was any need. So abe 
took advantage of the first bloom of her husband's slavish and 
conscienoe-stricken oomplaisanoe to say, as soon as Gerald had 
bidden good night — 

*' John — I shall go back to Ghressford tQ-morrow morning." 

*• To-morrow, my dear P Why, we only came up to-day.'* 

" I don't care if we came up yesterday. We will go home, 
and Gerald too.** 

"Whatever you like, my dear. .Only Olympia — I thought 
you wanted ■ * 

" John ! After all that's happened, how can you speak of 
Olympia P If you talk like that I shall think you care about her 
more than me — ^you'ld rather keep me in London, away fix>m 
home and my own girls, than go home without her. It is cruel 
of you, John, after all that's happened — and cruelty's the only 
thing I can't bear. I shall be ill if I stay here another day, and 
perhaps, though you don't care about me, you'll be sorry when 
I'm gone." 

It need not be said that the Captain, who would, that evening 
at least, have hanged himself if she had considered his suicide 
to be any compensation for her wrongs, surrendered on the spot 
without the honours of war. Orders were sent to Grerald to 
meet his father and mother at the Melmouth coach next morning. 

Gerald did not come : nor was that surprising, seeing that he 
had not been at his hotel when the message arrived nor for 
many hours after the Melmouth coach had gone. Mrs. West- 
wood was annoyed, but it could not be helped : and that evening 
the Captain and the lady who knew not whether she was Mrs. 
Westwood or Lady Pender were once more at home, and he was 
safe under her wing. But alas ! hers were not dove's wings — 
she had flown away, but had not found rest for a day. The 
Captain was still servile, but sad — peace was dear, but Olympia 
was dear too. 

" A letter from Gerald ! " said Marian, on the second morning 
after their return. Mrs. Westwood opened it hurriedly, and 
read — and as she read she turned first scarlet and then pale. 
When she had finished it, she folded it up without a word. 

* W 11, my dear P " asked the Captain 

* No bad news, mamma P " asked Marian. 

'* You've broken my heart amoDg you, that's all," said the 

Eoor lady : and, indeed, she was being hardly used — she might 
ave been spared this blow. 
She poshed the letter over to the Captain, who read — ^and, as 
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he read, bia jaw fell. Bat for the father of Olympia as well as 
of Gerald there was more balm than for the mother of Gerald 
alon^. 

^ Corent Qazdon, London. 
*'Mt DlAB MOTHBByr— I am glad to tell yoa Olympia is fonnd. 
I found her in a yery odd way, which is too long to tell now. 
She is in yery bad hands. That fellow Snlliyan has got hold of 
her and her money too. Why did not yon tell me about her 
being rich before P It would haye sayed eyer so much bother 
and misunderstanding. She must be got home. I am yery 
sorry you came away from London so soon. I went to your 
lodging and found you gone. I found your letter at the hotel : 
it was too late then. You or father ought to come up and 
make her go back with you. She is Hying all by herself and 
painting, and she won't haye a word against Sulliyan. I am 
glad to tell you yery good news, that Sulliyan is a worse roge 
than we thought. He told Olympia that her mother died after 
a battle in America called Garabobo, when she had escaped from 
a place called Garacas. I got Tom Harris to help me, and we 
found out that battle was fonght in a gazeter years before I 
was bom. If he told her what's true, and why shouldn't he, as 
he had nothing to get, he must haye told you a lie that 
Olympia's mother was aliye when you married mine, and if he 
told her what's not true, Tom Harris says the lawyers would 
puzle him between what he told you, and what he told her, 
and no doubt they would too. So it's all right about mother 
and yon. I hope you will come at once, for she's as obstinate 
as a pig, and it will neyer do for her to go on Hying here. 
And now I will tell you something that wUl surprise you, and I 
hope please you too. It is silch a long story I don't know how 
to begin, and I must each the post, so I hayen't much time. 
When I was in London before I got to know a girl named Miss 
Mis^ricorde Drouzil, who is yery beautiful, and there is no 
better in all the world. I could not ask her to marry me then 
because of Olympia. But now my life belongs to her in a way. 
I hope you will forgiye me for not being able to tell you that 
eyening I saw you that I had to fight an afair of hoDOur with 
the Earl of Wendale. I told him on the ground all about 
Forsyth — not bringing in you, but as if I'd found out for 
myself, and I think I showed a great deal of tact in doing it. He 
thanked me yery much, and said he would inquire and see no 
harm done to anybody, so we may now be at ease and leaye it 
all to him. I fired wide^ but I don't know why, he amed 
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strait and I should be 'dead now if MisMcorde liad not oome 
between and stopped the ball in her shoulder — she tried to be 
killed for me. If she had not, you would never haye seen me 
again. So of -oourse then we settled to be married with your 
leave which of course you will give as she saved my life at the 
risk of her own. I ouffht to tell you she is a French girl and a 
Roman Catholic, if she s anything, and an actress, 4knd she has 
nu fortune, and no relations except a father who could be paid 
off and sent abroad for a trifle— but though you might object to 
the^e things about her I'm sure you won't after what she's done 
and being as good as gold. Olympia knows her and thinks the 
same aAwut her as me. Olympia was like a brick — she tried to 
make ns take all her money so that you might not object to her 
want of fortune, but of course that we wouldn't stand. She is 
a perfect lady, and when you see her you will know I am wise. 
If it had not been for her I should not be able to be, wkh love 
to you4md all the girls, — Y<>ur affectionate 

What was to be done P 

" My dear," said the Captain, when the two had retired for 
consultation into his study, '* we must go 4ip at once — we must 
make Olympia oome home." 

" John! Is Olympia your only child P I can't have Olympia 
here, thaf s flat. We can find some home for her, but I won't 
have her here. It's about Gerald, I mean — our child." 

" Of course he can't marry an actvess, that's clear — ^unless 
she's really a good girl ; and &e saved his life, you know." 

'* Saved his fiddlestick. Those actresses know how to act off 
the stage — and a French Papist too— « Jesuit in <lisgnise, I 
daresay. I shouldn't wonder if the Pope isn't at the bottom 
of this, somewhere. I shall speak to the Honourable Mr. Lee. 
John, you must write an angry letter to Qendd, and teU him 
to ceme back — and mind I see it before it goes." 

** All rights my dear — to-morrow^" 

" No— t€hday." 

By the time« '^Pjj ^ ^o angry letter arrived from Gorald, 
a week went by. He wrote a mournful letter of argument, 
oombatine his parents' ••bjections one by one. This time he 
was too mil of his Mis^ricorde to say a word about Olympia : 
and the Captain dared not even ask Oerald for her address, so 
watchful were the eyes of Mrs. Westwood, now doubly his wifo 
since her doubts had been removed. She was bringing him to 
the point at which he could not say his soul was his own. 
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So the oorrespondence went on until Mrs. Westwood, in re- 
reading it, found a sentence in the first letter that suggested 
more than it told. *' Olympia was like a brick — she tried to 
make us take all her money so that you might not object to hei- 
want of fortune, but of course that we wouldn't stand." 

It was just like Olympia, thought Mrs. Westwood — or rather 
so she felt, for to couple Olympiads name with anything but " 
wickedness was more tnan hor reason would aliow. If Gerald » 
was bent upon marrying this girl might it not be possible to 
gild the pill ? In any case it might be worth while to see. 
Olympiads hand certainly seemed to lie yery lightly upon her 
twenty thousand pounds: and if out of sisterly afEection she 
wished to give a dowry to her brother^s bride, who had any right 
to say her nay ? 

So, about the end of the third week, Mrs. Westwood g^ve her 
husband a last and crowning surprise. 

*'John," she said, ''we ought to go and see after Olympia. 
It is a shame to leave a young girl Hke that in London alone — 
one would think she was not your own child, after all. I'll 
write to Gerald and ask where she is. and then we'll go up 
again." 

''Thank you, my dearl** said the Oaptain. '''m write— * 
to<layJ- 

CHAPTER Vin. 

W%fik ¥oMr^, And what sbAll I do, maiterT 
Q^ienm, Thou, the ttnieat fay of all, 

Thoa art great, for thoa art smalll 
Peas-BloMom shall deok the sprmg 
IVith its purple bloaeomiiig : 
Moth and CoWeb weave for her 
Silyer robes of goesamer : 
Thoa shalt splinter in a trioe 
Holes of granite, bergs of ioe^ 
Thoa shaft make King Winter speed— 
For thy name ia Mu8TAB]>-sbb9. 

Oltmpu need not have run away from the mere sight of her 
master, as if he had been an og^ who had come to devour her. 
He certainly was not going to recognise her in the presence of 
such company as that in which he found her ; and, to tell the 
truth, he was thrown into a far greater state of confusion and 
embarrassment than she. He had more than half expected to 
find her in Charles Seaward ; but to find her thus was the same 
thing as finding her without expectation. And then his reoog- 
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nition by Firefly, thongb it would probably lead to notbing, was 
singpilarly out of season, especially iu the presence of a man 
like the Major. It was as though he had accidentally found 
himself upon a part of the ice marked " danger." 

It was true, then. Olympia had gone o£E with Sullivan. It 
was still incomprehensible, but it was not the less true ; his first 
instinct had been right, after all. Well, it was nothing to him. 
He had only been fool enough to love her, that was all ; and 
he had made up his mind that very morning that such an all was 
the same thing as nothing. If Olympia had overcome her panic 
so far as to listen to the conversation that followed her flight, 
she would not even have heard the mention of her name. At 
any other time he might have taken some interest in Firefly ; 
but^ as things were, he kept his recognition of Olympia to him- 
self ; hoped that Mr. Seaward had not been taken suddenly ill ; 
left word, as a matter of form, that he might call some other 
time, and then took his leave, and returned once more to the 
straight hard road, without interest, resting-place, or goal, that 
henceforward lay before him. Some men, of less miserly re- 
pute, might have given a thought to the dowry that he had 
thrown away, considering the hands into which it had no doubt 
fallen. He did not. He had bestowed it originally as the out- 
ward and visible sign of the payment of a debt of pardon, and 
to regret his blunder would be to forget the one dream of hap- 
piness that he had known since he was young. He might, a few 
months back, have fancied that he regretted his g^ft; but be 
was now a second Midas, who begged of Fortune spiritual bread, 
and she gave him gold. There was even some cynical satis^MS- 
tion in watching the scramble for such rubbish among the hawks 
and crows. It might almost be worth while to return to his old 
gaming haunts, to let them scramble for the rest, and amuse 
himself with their battling. 

He did not, however. He returned to his easel from sheer 
force of habit, and asked himself every day why he did not carry 
out his fancy of leaving London. Possibly, since all parts of 
the world were now the same to him, he found it impossible to 
give the preference to any one point of the compass over the 
others. But it may be that where his heart was, there his body 
remained also — he could not unlove at will. And so the weeks 
passed on with him. 

He never saw Lord Wendale now. Indeed, for that matter, 
he never saw anybody at all. His studio had never been a 
gathering place for friends and companions, but at last even he. 
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in his self-imposed solitnde, began to think that the nnaccns- 
tomed absence of visitors on business was strange. Traders in 
art had always been as nnmerons in his stndio as artists had 
been rare ; and among art patrons he had a large clientele. At 
last he ceased even to receive letters ; and then a whole week 
passed without a knock at his door. He took little heed, but 
he missed the habit of being intermpted, and fonnd that occa- 
sional speech with a fellow creature is not so easily dispensed 
with as those who try, without success, to avoid their kind are 
apt to suppose. 

So once more he was driven to fall back upon mankind in the 
mass, as a substitute for the companionship of men. Every day 
he left his studio to mix with the outer crowd, not as a relaxation, 
but as a necessity. One afternoon he met his old acquaintance 
who had been wont to salute him by laying a heavy hand upon 
his shoulder. This time he sainted him with a broad stare : he 
cut Forsyth dead and passed on. 

The cut might possibly have been the result of accident, though 
it was not likely. But he soon afterwards met another well- 
known painter, and then a large purchaser of his own pictures : 
and both passed him by. Then his pride took fire; it was 
impossible that his brand of felony should have become legible 
on his forehead, and to no mere slander could he submit tamely. 
He broke his solitude by appearing in a certain well-known 
painters' haunt that he hid not visited for many jears ; and not 
a man there took any more notice of his presence than if he had 
been an invisible phantom. 

He took the bull by the horns, and went straight up to the 
man of highest standing present. 

'* I cannot pretend not to see that I am not welcome here," he 
said. ** I insist on knowing at once what all this mean^" 

^'I should think you know best, Mr. Francis,*^ said the 
other, and continued his conversation as if it had not been 
interrupted. 

Forsyth, still bound to hide his innocence as if it had been 
gnilt, left the room without a word. He could blame no man 
for refusing to associate with one who had confessed himself to 
be a felonr. He went home and wrote to Lord Wendale, to let 
him know that his generous kindness had failed. He had not 
to wait many hours for the reply, 

** My dear Forsyth," wrote the Earl, '' I am indeed deeply 
grieved that your identity has become known — I know not how. 



4C0 OLYMPIA. 

I can only aasnre yon ihat it baa been through no instmmentality 
of mine. It ia clear that I can do nothing for you now. Pablic 
opinion is too strong, even for me. I am wrong, though — I can 
do aomething for yon. I can give yon good advice, and the 
means of f olfowing it. You mnst leave England, and you will 
of oonrse change your name again. I fear yon will have to 
abandon yonr profession, as yon will lose the prestige of yonr 
present name, and theve is no donbt that yon have been tending 
to work yoarself out for some little time. Under all these 
circumstances, England is no place for you. I am, however, 
always your friend, and I will with much pleasure place to your 
credit at my bankers a sufficient sum to keep you in ease and 
comfort for the rest of your days. I would see you, bat am 
unhappily obliged to go out of town, and start in less than an 
hour. Believe me to be, with the best good will to assist you 
in every way in my power, yours most sinoerelyy 

^ WllTDALl. 

^'P.S. — ^You will understand that my whole power to assist 
you depends on your going abroad. If my advice is not taken 
I should not be justified in helping you to ruin yourself by 
fighting against the contemptible, Imt invincible prejudices of 
mankind." 

He let the letter fall from his hands. ^' And this is the man," 
he exclaimed, " for whom I am bearing all 1 Well, I muat not 
be turned aside by revenge." 

So he 



** Mt Lokd, — I will take your advice, but not your aBsistanoe. 
You are quite right — ^I am too worn out to fight, and I yield. I 
will go abroad. ^* John Fbancis." 

And so would have ended the story of the lost Lord Calmont 
— ^perhaps of Olympia too — had it not been for a certain mouse 
who, in the bills of the Phoenix Theatre, was called Firefly. 

It was no coincidence, such as is met with every day upon the 
stage and every hour off it^ that broufrht Firefly to Forsyth's 
door. Since her reconciliation with (}erald*8 sister, the poor girl's 
repentance for her jealous injustice knew no bounds : and what 
was more to the purpose, her blae eyes, trained in a wide school 
ol observation, were singularly keen. It was not for nothing, 
as sne well knew, that Forsyth's appearance had driven Olympia 
away. She was not to be deceived by a silence on his part so 
wholly inconsistent with the look of recogpiition that ane had 
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read at once in his eyes as well as in tbose of her friend. Her 
own heart had, during their very first long talk together, 
discorered that Oljmpia bad a romance as well as she : and, 
though she did not admire such taste, it was as clear to her as 
noon-day that Forsyth was either its villain or its hero. She 
never argued or reasoned or looked for evidence: her first 
thought was her last thought, and her instincts inspirations. 
Of course she told Gferald of the adventure, and he, from her 
description, was able to tell her of the intimate companionship 
of Forsyth and Olympia while he had been away. He ridiculed 
the idea of a girl Hke Olympia oaring for a man like Forsyth— 
but for once in her life, she thought him in the wrong. 

*' They have quarrelled, like you and me, Oerald. But she 
loves bun, and everybody would love her— excepting you : and 
I must make her as happy as me." 

** But what can you do, darling P What an absurd idea!^ 

*' What do you know about other g^ls I would know P No- 
thing at all." 

80 she set out on her mission of nibbling «way the net that 
kept the heart of Olympia bound. 

OHAFTEB IX. 

Thej mookdd me with water— I thirsted for wine \ 
Thej starred me with kindness—I hmigjered for thine* 
And now that the want and the wand'rinff are past, 
It is but like winter oomes summer at last. 

I heed not— I have thee— thj midnight is mine, 
And the tears of the stormwind are sweeter than wine-* 
Whate'er be the burden, TU bear it for thee, 
And the thorns of thj shame be j<^s roses for me. 

DuBDro the weeks of GbnJd's correspondence with The Laurels, 
Olympia had not changed her lodgmg, and was still living and 
working alone. But she was not without human interest now. 
Gerald and Firefly were as if they were her children. She tried 
to draw ead and lonely happiness from their joys and unselfish 
sorrow from their troubles, and she did not wholly fail. Her only 
disagreement with Gerald now arose from her obstinate belief in 
Major Sullivan. She insisted en tolerating his very unclean 
Hands — ^in a double sense— for the sake of what she stubbornly 
declared was his heart of gold. " Sure 'tis only his way,'' she 
maintained : " and he bothered himself with a baby, and my poor 
mother died in his arms." 
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She was bard at work one day, about tbe middle of tbe fonrtb 
week from Mrs. Westwood's return to Gressford, wben Firefly 
put her golden head in at the door, opened it, and then ran away 
without a word. So, at least, she must have done in fact, bat, 
in seeming, she had transformed herself from Olympia's docile 
slave into Olympia's master. There was something of a witch 
about her, after all. 

Forsyth was not embarrassed now. He was more himself than 
ever — ^more than ever grave and self-restrained. As for Olympia, 
she had been expecting this terrible visit too long to be startled 
into flight again ; and she was a man and a coward no more. 
She nerved herself to be trampled under foot, and yet felt almost 
glad that she was not to begin her new life without seeing him 
^nce more. 

"** I am come to beg your pardon. Miss Westwood," said Forsyth, 
coldly, but without the note of sarcasm or scorn that she feared. 
" One can but judge from appearances — ^all others do, so why 
should not I ? " 

He seemed to expect her to speak ; but as she was silent, he 
went on. 

*' Yours has been a strange story. Almost as strange as mine. 
I am ashamed that I, who ought to know what judgment from 
appearances is worth, should have done by you as I have been 
done by. I never meant to see you again, and I only come now — 
not as myself, but as any stranger might who wished to make you 
listen to reason — if such a thing is possible. After hearing what 
that girl, who seems to have more sense in her little finger than 
you have in your whole head, has teld me, I was forced to come, 
though against my will. She says your cousin wants you to go 
home, and you, with your usual obstinacy, will not go. I say so 
too — ^you must go home." 

"Mr. Forsyth — I — I never wanted you to oome if yould 
rather stay away. Is that all you've come for P Then I won't 
go home." 

** We wHl see. Why ? " 

" Because I won't," said Olympia, her heart beating like the 
drum of a rebel army driven to bay. *' What is it to you what 
I do or what I don't do ? " She was longing to run away again, 
but that was impossible now, and she was forced to stand to 
her guns. 

*' What is it to me P Nothing^ — except that every woman in 
danger ought to be something to every man." 

She sighed, and called upon anger to hide her disappointed 
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Biglu *^ Then, that's the same as nothing. I'm at home now, 
I'm not in danger that I know of, and if I was, I don't choose 
to be something to every man." 

She was ahnost deliberately conrting a scolding, and it came. 

^* Miss Westwood," he said, with more warmth in his voice, 
** some people would think yon mad — I know yon better than 
anybody, better than yourself even, and I know that yon are 
only a slave of impulse, without sense or wisdom to guide yon. 
And so " 

" So you've come to give me what I haven't got P" 

" Yes. If I can't be wise for myself I can for you. What do 
yon mean to do in London, all alone ? " 

'* I'll work. You've taught me — and thank you for that — 
and I've beg^n well." 

*' Yon have painted a picture that was bought by Lord Wen- 
dale, I know. We talked about your painting long ago." 

" Yes — and you said I'ld never be great, and if I was I'ld be 

miserable. Sure, wasn't that why I " ''made myself a man," 

she was going to say, but instead of saying it, she only blushed 
crimson. ''But I don't want to be great, and if I'm to be 
miserable I am to be. I only want to work as long as I live, 
that's all, and not to go back to Aunt Gar'line. ' I could never 
live in Oressford now. All my spirit's gone out of me, and Aunt 
Gar'line would just trample me in pieces." 

" Gt)od Gk>d, what a child you are ! Is it because yon are 
afraid of a scolding that yon won't go home P " 

The same train of memories was called up in both at once-^ 
they were the very words he had spoken to her in Lyke Wood 
after she had lost Gerald, and when she was in years a child. 

" Olympia ! " he went on, " the very first day I ever saw yon 
I told you to be patient and brave, and all would be well. It 
may be a long time first — a very long time," he added, bitterly; 
** but there's always an end. Think how young you are — are you 
beginning life with despair P And all because yon have an aunt 
that scolds you P " 

That was too much to bear. If she could only tell him all, 
like a penitent to a confessor ! — ^that for his sake the air of the 
wide world had now become the breath of her life, and that im- 
prisoned among the narrow garden walls of Gressford, with or 
without Aunt Garline, she would have nothing to do but sit 
down and rust into dreary nothingness until she died 1 She 
must live in herself if she coxdd not live in him, and life with 
her meant the full play of warm blood, and a free career for the 
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demon of strong health that will not suffer his yictims to ait 
quietly in a chair and fold their hands. And then to he taunted 
with heing afraid to go back hecause of Aunt Caroline ! 

" I won't be laughed at," she exclaimed, hoUj, " I won't be 
treated unjustly. If you only knew — ^but it's all feeling, and 
you can't fee) like I will. Only I'ld sooner die than go back 
to Gressford. I've always tried to be meek, and to give up every* 
thing to everybody ^nst like a lamb — but it'a no good : nobodj 
ever cared except for what they could get out of me. Whatever 
I did was always wicked and wroug, ever since I was bom — I 
suppose I was made different from them. Even my own father 
left me to die anyhow, before I could speak, my mother and 
me, and now he's ashamed to own me, and the only friend I 
ever had gets called liar and blackguard for his pains. I don't 
mean Gerald, poor boy \ but what's he ? So that's why I 
won't go home. If I'm wicked, and the poor Major's wicked,, 
and Aunt Carline and Uncle John are good, then I'll hold to 
them that are wicked, and be wicked myself too. It's the good 
that are the bad, and the bad that are the good, in this world. 
I won't go home just because it would be good to go home, and 
that's why." 

'' What wild talk is this P What is this about your Bother ? 
I thought you knew nothing of her." 

" Ah, but I know now — I had a mother like the rest^ after 
all : thanks to the poor Major." 

" Olympia — you know more than I — guessed i than you told 
me. Who was it left her to die P " 

" Perhaps you'll ask why I don't go home when I tell you 
'twas Uncle John P '* 

" Captain Westwood P " 

** He's my father, it seema— worse luck,, when I thought my 
own father was a brave man." 

" And he knows it P " 

" Sure, he's known it all along." 

" And why — what made him hide it, then P •* 

She shrugged her shoulders. "Sure, he's like what you 
called me— he'ld be afraid of a scolding from Aunt Car'line." 

«* And who told you all this P " 

" Twas the poor Major. 'Twas he found me and brought 
me Irome : 'twas he picked us up, my mother and me, at a battle 
called Garabobo." She was proud of Garabobo : it was a dis- 
tinction to have taken part in a real battle, though only as a child 
in arms. 
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*' Sbe died at Carabobo P Good God, and I waa there ! "* 

" What— von were there P " 

" To thinK I must have been so near — ^that I might perhaps 
have saved her and 70a too — ^that I might have found her, after 
all, if only to have shielded her. And it was with Captain 
Westwood that she went away P '' 

" Yon knew my mother^— oh, tell me " 

'* Knew her P I loved her, that* s all. I was to have been 
married to her. You remember onr talk about that face P It was 
hers : and it was then I knew whose child you were. And now 
you know, perhaps, why I — I took so much interest in yon : 
why I, who meant never to see yon again, eonld not leave Eng 
land without trying to help her child." 

" Yon were to marry my mother P Sure, yon can't be so old 
— ^why, yon'ld have been my father instead of Uncle John. Bnt^ 
oh ■" She left her sentence without an end: she was 
already out of conceit with her father, and now she was falling 
out of conceit with her new-found mother too. Bhe would not 
have run away from Forsyth to marry Uncle John. 

*' Think that I am your father, Olympia — it is what I onee 
wanted to be. Yon will trust my advice now — ^promise mo yon 
will go home, let me think yon safe with your real father, be- 
fore I say good-byeJ* 

**Were you very fond of my mother P" The new-found 
mother seemed even less loveable than bef ore» 

" I worshipped her — ^butit was not to be, and perhaps it is as 
well. Now promise me you will go home. If ever you are in 
trouble " 

*' Oh, don't ask me to go home I You are my real father — let 
me stay with yon ! " 

"Olympia! With me P Don't talk so madly." 

^* Sure, 'tis not mad at all. I'll think 'twas you married my 
mother, and Til be a daughter to yon and be as good to you, 
and as good in all ways as the day's long. But oh, I can't be 
good alone — and I'ld be alone with anyone but yon — ^the poor 
Major isn't yon. Ill help you too — I can paint, and I'll learn 
everything and let you scold me as much as you like, so that 
we can go on together like in the old days. Why wouldn't we P 
You nsfd to care about being with me, and if 111 be as good as 
you want me, why won't you let me now P " 

** Yon don't know what yon are saying, Olympia." He turned 
very pale — ^there was something in her words that made him 
tremble. " Yon shall be my danghter^far away — ^bui 
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" I hate But ! Why far awayP Tm not going back — and I 
won't mind where else I go." 

" Bnt I am going Heaven knows where — ^to Amerioa, perhaps 
—to Africar— to India " 

*' Africa — India P Do yon mean that's wby yon can't let me 
go too — only becanse ifs so far away P As if the world wasn't 
all one to me ! " 

'' Can't yon understand P Don't yon know there is bnt one 
way you can go with me P ** 

" How P Mayn't I choose what &ther I please P Don't yon 
want me P " 

'* It would be too heavenly a consolation, Ood kDOws.** 

" Then why mayn't I go r " 

** Becanse — ^becanse yon would have to go as my wife, Olympia 
— that is why." 

Again the crimson glow covered her. She had been so rapidly 
carried on by the current that in her headlong course she hitd al- 
most managed to make an offer of marriage before she was aware. 

He saw the flush, and felt in one moment the temptation of 
all that he had dreamed and yet might gain. He knew that he 
had but to open his arms to clasp to his heart the supreme con- 
solation for all he had suffered, and more. Why should he 
carry on the battle any longer P Or, rather, what but a stock 
or a stone could refuse to yield P Self-conquest would only 
prove now a contemptible triumph over a heart of ice that was 
not worth the conquering. He knew that he could not marry 
her, but tbe word of love was bound to come. 

" Olympia — ^I love you i It is because I loved you that I 
dared not come." 

" Ah ! " she cried, in a joyful whisper, *' you don't scorn me 
— ^you don't hate me P Oh, that's what I was wanting you to 
say some day before I died, and now *' 

" Yes, I love you, terribly, with all my heart and soul ! It 
would be heaven upon earth to ask you to come to me — but, oh, 
my dearest, how can I say it now P I cannot ask you to be the 
wife of one whom the world knows as a felon — a forger — a con- 
vict, who has been found out, and can only ask you to share 
his shame ! '* 

** You P You a — whatever you are you're everything that's 
good and great ; and if you were all that., 'tis nothing to me. 
They call the poor Major a blackguard. 'Tis the way of all the 
Uncle Johns and Aunt Gar'lines. I don't ask other people for 
leave to love who I likci and I won't be ashamed of your shame. 
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If jcfu^re hunted down yon'll want me all the more— there, don'c 
tell me another word ; you'll never be able to get me to leave 
yon now." 

** Olympia ! Can yon indeed love me like that — ^yon who are 
so yonng and so beautifal, and I who am — what I am P I should 
be more than mad — thank Qod I — ^to throw this away. But I 
did not say I am what I told you — do yon think I would ever 
have dared to look in your eyes if what they say of me were 
true P But the shame for you will be the same." 

*' Of course it isn't true. Oh, it will be glorious to be the 
wife of an innocent man that nobody believes in but me ! It'll 
be better than being a queen — and think of the glory when the 
truth comes to be known ! " 

" It will never be known." 

" But I'll have it known. I'll work and work till everybody 
knows you as well as me." 

He dSrew her to his heart. " This is God's gift," he said in a 
low voice, *' and GK>d's gift I dare not refuse, come what may." 
And he thought — for he could not lay aside the habit of so many 
years — *' I do no wrong to some possible man by giving him a 
mother who will make him brave and true instead of an earldom. 
Much good that has been to my nephew or me ! Olympia, we 
will begin this new life of ours under a new name, where men 
and women are trained to love honour and to scorn honours. 
You are my youth now : and we will beg^n the world again." 

" Why under a new name P Don't you trust me not to be 
ashamed of yours P I'll go where you like, but we won't run 
away." 

** It is not because I am ashamed of mine that I must not 
leave it hereafter to be a badge of shame. You are to be my 
wife now, and you must know all — ^if I can dare tell it you. 
Olympia — ^in marrying me you must be put to a terrible test — 
you must choose between being the wife of a man whom the 
world scorns because he has tried to be true to himself, and one 
whom the world honours because for your sake he commits an 
injury that his whole life has been spent in striving to avoid. 
It may be that my life has been one long mistake — ^though I 
think not — ^but I cannot bring myself, even for your sake, to be 
fiedse to it^ whatever it has been. Bight or wrong, what I 
thought to be right does not cease to be right because I love 
you. But that must be for you to decide now." 

** Sure I'll try to decide right, if you'll tell me— I'll never ask 
you to do what you think is wrong for me." 

S E 
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** Fm sure of thai — ^bat I doubt : jon are a woman, and — I 
have but to saj one word to make joa the Countess of Wendale.** 

" Oh, for shame ! " she said, almost recoiling from him. ** Is 
that loving me, to think lid even choose between Lord Wendale 
and yoa P Why, I said ' No,' to him for Gerald — and if I did 
that, wonld I look at him now P Why I nsed to hate yon beoanae 
I thought you were in a plot with Aunt Car'line to get me for 
him." 

** Olympia— I am the Earl of Wendale." 

"You?" 

*' Yes— I. You have heard of the Lord Calmont — ^that is our 
second title— who went abroad and never returned ? Ho was 
lost in dreamland : and when he came back it was to find others 
in the place which his own folly gave him no right to claim. 
He thought it a sin to ruin the hopes and careers of others in 
order to selfishly take heuok what he had thrown away. Not that 
the sacrifice was hard — without his dream the earldom was as 
little to him then as it would now be without you. He had be- 
come degraded in body and soul. He became a drunkard and 
a gambler — ^you see I tell you all. At last — ^you will g^ess how 
and why — he signed his relEJ name instead of the name he bore. 
He had to choose now between letting his degradation be the 
cause of others' injury and giving up his good name — and if he 
had not aUowed himself to wrong others by his rights, how 
could he now allow himself to profit by his own evil P I am that 
Lord Cslmont, now Lord Wendale : and I have to choose now — 
you have to choose-^-between becoming' the wife of a reputed 
felon, and becoming the wife of an earl. I must now be in your 
hands. Think well : year choice may affect many lives ** 

She was startled, but not surprised — the skies had already 
fallen long ago. She hesitated, though not from the reasons he 
supposed. The vision of glory that had once before tempted 
her to be false to one whom she did not love, had faded away 
for ever, and could not return. From the hands that she did 
love she had already received her crown. 

*' And you would never have asked me the question but for 
my sake P " she asked suddenly. 

" Never. It is only for you." 

** You'ld be content if I say I won't be a countess ? You'll 
be content if I*m prouder of you than if you were a king P " 

" Content P Do you mean what you say P I should be more 
tban content — ^I should be happy. Thank Gk>d that I can even 
think that word I " 
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** Then I'll say what Cora said to Gerald, Fid sooner yon'ld 
giye me np than bnj me. Yon shan't make me dearer than yonr 
own good name." 

" Once more, thank. God, Olympia ! I once laughed at yon 
for being a heroine, bnt I have a heroine now." 

"And I've a hero," said Olympia, proudly. "Let Lord 
Wendale keep all he's got, and I'll haye yon." 

Talk of the devil. Lord Wendale, as the young man must 
still be called, was only a man, bnt he appeared. He had found 
leisure to think of Olympia's eyes again, and there was no 
reason that the duel he had fought for her, though in one sense 
it had proved skfiaseOf should be wholly thrown away. It may 
be supposed how pleased he was to find Forsyth there when he 
had naturally expected to find his new prot^gSe alone. For the 
first time in his life he did not feel wholly at ease. 



CHAPTER X. 

The flaffiron dawn most swiftlv grows to srey t 

And onto tears the langh of mominff ekiea : 
From donbt doUi erer dawn the brightest dav — 

From mist the noon of Heaven's nnolonded ejea, 

Mbs. Wbstwood, as we have seen, had now come to hate her 
stepdaughter with a hatred that outstepped her powers of reason. 
She would have cut off her own right hand if by so doing she 
could have crushed out of existence the viper that, as she per- 
suaded herself, the coldness of her own bosom had warmed. 
But she could not bring herself to hate her stepdaughter's for- 
tune, after which she still hankered, founding her hopes of 
squeezing a few mouthfuls from it upon the passage in Grerald's 
letter, which she had now read and re-read a hundred times. 
After all Gerald had a moral right to at least a part of it, if 
not to the whole, seeing that it was given to Olympia in anti- 
oipation and in consideration of her marriage with him. Mrs. 
Westwood was quite as conscientious as Lord Wendale himself 
could be, and never acted except on the best principles. 

Gerald was only too ready to send his parents Olympia's ad- 
dress, and they came, after sending their son a com|uete and 
definite refusal to accept the honour of an alliance with Miss 
Mis^ricorde Drouzil. ms mother showed her usual diplomatic 
skill in combining her refusal with the threat that he must 
choose between the gurl and his future share of her fifteen hundred 
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a year, and an assurance that sbe never broke her word. The 
imagination of the reader should, in general, be spared ; but it 
must for once be called npon to bear the strain of realising the 
efEeot of snoh a threat npon so foolish a jonng man, who still 
fancied that his mother meant all she said, and that, by dis- 
obeying her in this instance, he was doing her a service against 
her will. She wished him to be happy and to marry well, and 
what else was he going to do P . 

But this has little to do with the motive of his mother's journey. 
She and her husband once more found themselves in town fur- 
nished with Olympiads address. The Captain had not been so 
happy for years. His conscience was clear, his back was freed 
from its burden, he should recover Olympia, his wife seemed 
reconciled to circumstances, and they woidd all live a happy 
and united family for the rest of his days. He was a sanguine 
man. 

It was of course necessary to take Olympia by surprise, lest so 
wild a bird should take wings and fly away again. Mrs. West* 
wood, who knew little of London, was considerably impressed by 
the back ways that led them to Monsieur Drouzil's door. Without 
any reason she had evolved some indistinct fancy that Olympia 
was living in luxury, upon the proceeds of her dowry, and was a 
little surprised when she arrived at No. 14 Jane, who had no 
doubt received her orders from Gerald, made no scruple about 
admitting them; and they went upstairs, Mrs. Westwood holding 
up her skirts and her nose. 

They entered Olympia's studio, without knocking at the door, 
and found themselves in the midst of a levee. 

Standing in front of a large easel was Lord Wendale, in earnest 
and low- voiced conversation with Olympia. Seated stolidly in 
a large arm-chair by the empty fireplace was Major Sullivan. 
Leaning through the window, with lua back to all, was Forsyth 
the Painter. Had Mrs. Westwood been of a figurative turn of 
mind, she would have thought of those street collections of natur- 
ally hostile animals called Happy Fam^es, in which the terrier 
lies down with the rat and the cat with the canary. 

But she had enough to do to put her mind in order, and that 
in a moment's time. There was that agreeable man the Major, 
who knew nothing of Olympia and was now in her room, who 
had traded on her husband's stupidity and had made out that 
Forsyth was a convict— or was it an earl P There was Forsyth, 
who might be a lord, but was certainly a forger. There, of course, 
was Olympia — and there, finally, was the undoubted Earl— there 



KING CROOKED^CHIN. 421 

was no donbfc abont him, except about what he could be saying 
to Oljmpia. Snrley the misgaided young nobleman was not 
thinking still of snch a girl ? Still, the Earl was the Earl. 
Morally keeping her skirts from the canailley she went straight 
to the middle of the room, cnrtseyed gracefully to Lord Wendale, 
and put her arm round the waist of her stepdaughter. 

"Olympia, my dear ! " 

*'Good morning, Aunt Car'line ! " 

*'My dear! Is that the way yon meet me after giving every- 
body such a turn ? Don't you see your — uncle, my dear? Tins 
is an unexpected pleasure, my lord. I didn't know you knew 
anything about our poor girl here, or, of course, I should have 
been easy in my mind. Olympia, my love, how could you have 
had the heart to frighten me so P I came up at once, I'm sure, 
quite on the wings of the wind. " 

" Sure, 'twas very good of you. Aunt Caroline," she said, not 
venturing to look at her father, who felt as shy of her as if he 
had never seen her before. " What have you come for ? " 

"My dear ! To take you home again to be sure. So put on 
your bonnet at once — I've ever so much to tell." 

" 'Tis too late for that, Aunt Car'line. I " 

" Miss Westwood means," said Forsyth, coming forward, and 
looking curiously at the Captain, once his successfal rival, now 
his future father-in-law, *' Miss Westwood means what I must 
tell you and Captain Westwood — and I must tell you now, since 
I shall never be able to see you again. I am leaving England in 
a few hours, I hope," he went on, with a glance at Lord Wendale, 
" and your niece has promised to go with me as my wife. I 
suppose I ought to have asked your consent, but the deed is done, 
and cannot be undone. Of course you will understand why I ask 
for no interview and for no countenance of the marriage. So 
far as you are concerned, all shall end here. I say this at once 
because all here, even Mr. Sullivan, have a right to know, and I 
shall never see any of you, in all likelihood, again." 

Lord Wendale started — ^but he was intensely relieved. His 
secret was safe now. Whatever might be his uncle's motive for 
keeping silent, it was clearly strong enough to make him leave 
England rather than betray it for Olympia's sake — he had lost 
a mistress, but he had gained a guarantee for the security of 
his earldom. 

The Captain stared blankly. " By George ! '* he began 
« why " 

Bat Mrs. Westwood froze him into silence with a look. She 
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needed time for thonght^it would be delightful to think of 
Olympia as the wife of a reputed felon, but was there not some 
danger of her becoming the wife of an actual earl P And then 
what chance was there of picking up crumbs from hcur dowry ? 

Her silence gave the Captain time to recover his wits and his 
tongue. 

'' By Jove, there never was an unlucky devil in such a mess 
as ma Don't you know — ^by Jove — ^yes, Caroline, my dear, 
there's no help for it now, I'm hanged if there is. We're all 
right, you know, now. I must have some private conversation 
with some of you, by Jove. My lord, did my boy Gerald, that 
I'm proud to think you had an affair with — ^he told me — did he 
say anything to you about me ? " 

** He asked me to inquire into a most painful subject, Captain 
Westwood. Considering who is present, I think the less you 
say about that the bettcur." 

" WiU your lordship give me a private conversation ? " 

'* It is useless — quite useless." He felt that he might rely 
upon his uncle's silence now. 

" I beg you, my lord ** 

The Earl shook his head. " Nothing shall make me,** he said, 
''give additional evidence against the unfortunate who have 
done all they could to retrieve their good names* It is all over 
now, and pray. Captain Westwood, do not let us make bad 
worsa It is cruel and — and — unphilanthropic, in the extreme." 

'' Mr. Forsyth," floundered on the poor Captain, in spite of 
his wife's dagger-looks, '' just for my satisfaction, don't you 
know, and my lord's, did you ever see me before ? " 

Forsyth put on his mask again. '* Certainly, Captain West- 
wood — at uressford St Mary, almost every day." 

''Hang Oressford St. Majry, by Jove! Isn't your name 
Francis ? " 

" Stop ! " said Lord Wendale. " For your niece's sake " 

" I know," said Olympia, proudly. " You can't say anything 
I don't know." 

"I have the misfortune to be named John Francis," said 
Forsyth. 

"Did you ever know a lady named Olympia— -Olympia 
Sanchez, I mean, in Buenos Ayres P " 

" Never. One Olympia is enough for me.*' 

" You weren't in South America P You never knew Don 
Pedro P You never brought letters from Corbet and French, of 
Bristol ? Then I've made an awful blunder, that's all — and it 
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i8n*t likely yould say you weren't if you were — Fid have sworn 
you were the devil if you weren't—" 

*' I am John Francis the Forger from Weyport Gaol — nothing 
more." He looked at Olympia sadly, but firmly, as if to say. 
This is hard for you, but ic must be borne* " But you will not 
be disgraced by your son-in-law. Lord Wendale will g^ve me 
a character, I trust — and then you will hear of me, under my 
unfortunate name, no more. Your niece best knows whethco? 
she can trust herself with me." 

*' Indeed I will," she said, and took his hand before them all. 

" Then I must say, Olympia, I wonder at your taste in taking 
a common prisoner who's proud of it, that's all. But that's 
what comes of having a scapegrace of a fa — uncle^ I mean. 
It's iQ the blood, anyhow, and if Mr. Charles Westwood wasn't 
your father, he ought to be." 

But the Captain was one of those slow men into whose heads 
ideas seldom penetrate, but, when once there, can scarcely be 
dislodged at all. He returned to the charge. 

" I once knew a man at petty sessions accuse himself of com- 
mitting a murder when he hadn't any more than you or I. As 
Olympia belongs to me " 

*' I answer you three times. Captain Westwood — I am John 
Francis the Forger, and if you please, as you said, to mistake 
me for the devil, I can only say you are wrong." 

'* Then, by the hundred thousand pigs, I'll only say ye lie ! " 
broke in the Major, springing from the chair in which he had 
been sitting like a statue. *' Och, the powers, to think Danny's 
been chatin' his own little Molly Bawn ! Faith, I thought 'twas 
the other Earl she was swate on, and not the little owld school- 
master — Och, cWamba^ if I'd known ! — I'ld make her a lady count- 
ess, the darlin', and I've just sowld her to the wrong man — oh, 
the murder of it intirely! And a countess ye'll be darlin' — so, 
my little schoolmaster, say ye're not my Lord Wendle if ye dare! 
And if ye don't I'll ask ye to have it out in the back yard, or I'll 
know the reason why — the thund'rin' soft owld cahmpeenin' fool 
that I am!" 

Lord Wendale started forward. ''You are mad!" he began, 
utterly thrown off his guard. Forsyth saw the gesture and heard 
the exclamation — in that moment he read his patron through. 

"Wait!" ho cried out hastily, holding up his hands. '*For 
Heaven's sake, Sullivan, say no more. Lord Wendale, we will 
speak ^" 

^'Indeed ye won't, though. Ye've made up your minds to 
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ohate-an-do Molly, Olympia, mj little garl, between ye, and it 
shan't be done. Ye're my Lord Wendle, and me Lord Wendle 
knows it too. No talkin'-and-timin' to do yonr sebamin' in for 
me. Look here, me lord, I'm a owld cabmpeenin' fool, and Z 
want money as bad as most of 'm, and there's three thousand 
gone— but I'll jnst ask ye why ye gave me a cheqne they'll have 
at the bank, I o9kh1calate, made out to Mejor Dionysias Soollivan 
or Order, signed Wendle. And there's me owld friend the Cap- 
tain that knows'm, and me that knows'm, and Lady Anne and 
Mrs. Da vies and me owld friend Joe, and I'll split anyhow — then 
may call me a blagyard that likes, bat Molly'll be a lady count- 
ess, and faith, I guess there's bigger blagyards out than me." 

One thoufltht filled Olympia — her husband's name was being 
cleared. *' Oh, Danny ! " she said, '' I always said you'd a heart 
of gold!" 

Forsyth looked upon Lord Wendale with unutterable sorrow 
and shame. His one wish was a desire to cover his nephew's 
disgrace, which had thus been dragged out into the light of day. 
For a long time the yotmg man stood, the centre of all eyes, wiUi 
bowed head and folded arms. For more than an instant he 
dreamed of doing battle for rights that long use had almost made 
his own: and hewonld have fonght for them to the last had he 
been able to see the smallest shadow of possible victory. Bat there 
was none: to fight woald only mean to expose the treacherous 
weapons with which he had tried to win. He was fairly caught 
in ms own net: even he, good and wise as he believed himself to 
be, was driven to suspect himself of having made a blunder, and 
to perceive that he had in any case done what could not be un- 
done. No words can express the remorse that follows the sin 
of being found out when joiaed with the self-accusation of folly 
and the weight of a useless crime. As a man of sense he must 
anticipate certain defeat by laying down his arms: as a proud 
gentleman, he must do so gracef ally, if not graciously. He raised 
his face : and no new-comer could have told that he had been 
moved. A Calmont was not going to break down before a Mrs. 
Westwood and a Major Sallivaa. 

'' ^o there goes an earl's coronet and eighty thousand a year," 
he said with bitter lightness. "I suppose my lord — as it seems 
that not even yoursefi can hide who you are — that you think I 
have been behaving like a sconndrel. On my word of honour I 
never guessed who you were till a few days ago ^" 

*' Faith, 'twas weeks," said the Major. 

*'And I had good reasons for delay, as you may suppose. I am 
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yezed to the heart that the matter has been taken ont of mj 
hands. Why did jon conceal who yon were ? How was I to 
believe that the tramp I fonnd by the wayside was an nncle 
whom I had never seen ?" 

"Yon cannot be more erieved than I," said Forsyth. '' Yon 
ask me why I hid myself— that is a long story — bnt yon were 
once my friend and my benefactor, Arthnr— what wonld yon have 
thought of me if I had injured you P '^ 

*' Good God ! Was that the cause ? " 

"There — say no more. I know what temptation means. I 
wonld give the world for the power of silence still. But, believe 
me, you are none the worse off for being at last the plain Arthur 
Galmont you once said yon wished to be. I was plain Walter 
Forsyth : and I made it a name that was honoured by earls. I 
am prouder of that than I shall ever be of anything save the 
true, brave, unselfish love of my wife that is to be, and you will 
always have the earldom at your back as if it were your own. 
My title I cannot eive up, but all my influence I can — and it is 
yours, if only for the sake of a hand that you once held out to a 
pauper convict by the road-side. GKve me the same hand again." 

ijrthur Galmont took the Earl of Wendale's hand, and bowed 
hib head once more. 

Poor Mrs. Westwood 1 Cinderella had turned out a princess 
after all. But a future countess, though still Olympia, was 
beyond the circle of her stings. After all, to have a half sister 
would be a great thing for the girls, and for Gerald too. Envy, 
hatred, and malice are not inconsistent with the most deferential 
affection, as the world found out long ago. 

" Only to think ! " — she began. " Didn't I always say that — 
ah ! " her prophecy was interrupted by a scream. She had been 
run against and almost knocked down by a huge, shaggy bear, 
that had somehow burst into the room, with a broken rope 
hanging from his muzzled nose. "John—do you see that? — ^for 
Heaven's sake carry him away — ^it will eat me, and I shall die!" 

"Oscar — Oscar, my precious darling — ah, here you are at 
last! " cried out Firefly, darting into the room. "Oh, what a 
race you have given me ! Gerald, dear, hero he is, the darling — 
lfo» jDieu, Olympia — I didn't know " 

The solitary Olympia seemed to be entertaining all London in 
her room. But she saw the old gentleman there, and smiled, as 
she sheltered herself between her two friends. 

" How fast you run, Firefly I " said a voice from the stairs. 
" Why, mother 1 — you here ? " 
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'* It's all over, Olympia,'' said Firefly, full of happinees and 
pride in which aJl the world must share. ^* And it would have 
gone 80 well — ^bnt we tied np Oscar in the mews, aod we hadn't 
been married a minute when they told me he'd got away — ^he 
couldn't get on, the poor darling child, without me, and we 
couldn't have him in the church, you know — ^he got off through 
the streets and we had to run — ^you should have seen the people, 
how they got out of his way — ^I'm out of breath still ! " 

^* Gerald ! " said Mrs. Westwood to her son, who was standing 
on thorns, and as red as fire, within the door, '* what does this 
mean P Who is that girl with the bear ? '' 

^' It is my wife, mother — ^we were married this morning — ^it's 
the girl you know — it's all for the best " 

*' Indeed it is," said Olympia. ''Never you mind, Aunt 
Gar'line— I'm a countess now, and I'll do what I like with every* 
body and everything. And I'll begin with Cora. You like money, 
you know. Aunt Gar'line, and I*m sure she'U be as rich as a 
Jew. And Gerald shall be an admiral. And Garry and Julia and 
MoUyll all have everything they want, and more, and Dannyll 
be able to do without bones that aren't always over-dean, I'm 
afraid — and Uncle John'U have money of his own — and the 
churchll have a new organ — and there'll be none sorry and 
none poor — and " 

" Stop ! '' said Fon^th. '' You're leaving nothing for me ! " 

" Sure I am, though, and for myself too— yon'U have me, 
and I'U have you I " 

And so the romance of Olympia Westwood ended, and the 
education of Olympia, Countess of Wendale, began. 
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PART III.—ATROPOS, 



Not always cares onr triune Fate 

In tragic mood to sit and spin : 
Not always thinks it loss of state 

To lifl a needle or a pin. 
Now, bent npon Ionic woes, 

She strips the plumed forest bare. 
And now she idly plncks a rose 

To set it in a maiden's hair. 

And so— for once the story is — 

Glotho a knotted tangle drew 
That balked the wheel of Lachesis 

And Atropos could not undo. 
It was but in a village tale— 

But one small knot the temper tries. 
And ah, full oft they sadly fail. 

Those sisters that we deem so wise! 

'* Nay, 'tis no use," they sighed and said : 

" Prepare the shears and let it go. 
If shame must crown the honest head, 

And thieving prosper, be it so. 
Our task is o'er — we ve tried our best; 

That knot of folly balks us still ; 
And we must leave to Him the rest 

Who mends our blunders when He wilL 

Maid Glotho took the tangled skein 

Dame Lachesis had thrown aside ; 
Then once, and twice, and once again 

Queen Atropos her scissors plied. 
But lo, the skein that stopped the wheel 

And tore the hands that tried to tear, 
No less was proof against the steel — 

There was one thread of Honour there ! 



438 OLYMPIA. 

And, if Bach apologne hath need 

Of platitade to prove it trze, 
Then for a moral take and read 

The oldest that was ever new: 
That Truth hath ample time to wait. 

That Patience fears no shameful shroud. 
That Honour scorns the shears of Fate, 

And trusts the lining of the oloud. 
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of Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beck- 
BTT, Robert Brough, &c. With 2000 Woodcuts and Stee) 
Engravings by Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7j. 6</. 

Colman'^s Humorous Works: 

"Broad Grins," "My Nightgown and Slippers," and other 
Hnmorous Works, Prose and Poetical, of George Colman. 
With Life by G. B. Buckstone, and Frontispiece by Hogarth. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 7x. 6</. 

Creasy' s Memoirs of Eminent Etonians; 

with Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir 

Edward Creasy, Author of "The Fifteen Decisive Battles of 

the World." A New Edition, brought down to the Present 

Time, with 13 Illustrations. 

"^ nrt» edition 0/ * Cmuy*t Etonians* will be welcomt^ Tki book wot « 
favourite a quarter if a century ag», and it hat maintained its refutation. The 
value of this now edition is enhanced by the fact that Sir Edward Creasy has 
added to it several memoirs of Etonians who have died since the first idUion 
■appeetred. Tho work is eminently interesting."— Scotsmav. 

To be Completed in Twenty-four Parts, quarto, at $s, each, profusely 
illustrated by Coloured and Plain Plates and Wood Engravings, 

CyclopcBdia of Costwne ; 

or, A Dictionary of Dress — ^Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Mili- 
tary — from the Earliest Period in England to the reign of George 
the Third. Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on 
the Continent, and preceded by a General History of the Costumes 
of the Principal Countries of Europe. By J. R. Planch^ 
Somerset Herald. — A Prospectus will be sent upon application. 
Part XIX. now ready. 

**A most readable and interesting^ work— and it can scarcely be consulted in 
9«m, whether the reader is in search for information as to military, court, 
ecclesiastical, legaJf or professional costume. . . . All the chromo-litnographs, 
and most of the woodcut illustrations — the latter amounting to several thousands 
~-arevery elaborately executed ; and the worh/orms a livre de luxe which renders 
it equally suited to the library and the ladies' drawing-room."^~Tiuits. 

♦,♦ JPart XIV, contains the CompleHon of the DICTION A R K, wkuh^ 

€U Vol. /. 0/ the Bookf forms a Complete Work in itself This volume 

may now be had, handsomely bound in half red morocco^ gilt top^ price 

£^ 13/. 6d. Cases for binding the volume may also be had^ price $s. each. 

The remaining Parts vrill be occupied by the GENERAL HISTOR Y 
OF THE COSTUMES OF EUROPE, arranged ChronologicaUy. 

Demy 8vo, half-bound morocco, 21s. 

Dibdin's Bibliomania; 

or, Book-Madness : A Bibliographical Romance. With numerous 
lUustrations. A New Edition, with a Supplement^ induding a 
Key to the Assumed Characters in the Drama. 
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Parts I. to XII. now ready, 211. each. 

Cussans* History of Hertfordshire. 

By John £. Cussans. Illustrated with full-page Plates on Copper 
and Stone, and a profusion of small Woodcuts. 

" Mr, CunoMS has, from sources nai aceessiblt to ClutUrbuckt made most 
valuable additions to ike manorial history of the comity from the earliest J^riod 
devnrwards, cleared^ «/ many doubt/ul points, and given oririnal detaus eon* 
coming various subjects untouched or imperfectly treated by that writer. The 
pedigrees seem to have been construetedttnth great care, and are a valuable addition 
to the genealogical history of the county. Mr. Cussans appears to have done 
his worh conscientiously, and to have spared neither time, Cwour, nor expense to 
render his volumes worthy i^ ranking in the highest cUus of County Histories** 
— ^Academy. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 6d. 

Doran's Memories of our Great Towns. 

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their 
Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, F.S.A. 

Second Edition, demy 8yo, cloth gilt, with Illustrations, i&r. 

Dunraven's The Great Divide: 

A Narrative of TraTels in the Upper Yellowstone in the Summer 
of 1 874. By the Earl of Dun raven. With Maps and numerous 
striking full-page Illustrations by Valentine W. Bromley. 

" There has not for a long time appeared a better booh of travel than Lord 
Dunraven^s * The Great Divide.' . . . The booh is full ^ clever observation^ 
eutd both narrative and illustrations are thoroughfy good.**^ArH«ttMVU. 

Demy 8yo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 24/. 

Dodge's (Colonel) The Hunting Grounds 

of the Great Wat: A Description of the Plains, Game, and 
Indians of the Great North American Desert By Richard 
Irving Dodge, Lieutenant-Colonel of the United States Army. 
With an Introduction by William Blackmore; Map, and 
numerous Illustrations drawn by Ernest Griset. 

" This magnificent volume is one of the most able and most interesting workt 
which has ever proceeded from an American pen, while its freshness is equal t0 
that of any similar booh. Colonel Dodge has chosen a subject of which he is 
master, and treated it with a fulness that leaves nothing more to lie desired, and 
in a style which is charming egually for its picturesqueness emd its pmity,** 

— NONCONPOSMIST. 

Crown 8?o» cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, dr. 

Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious 

Sttmes : their Histoir, Valne^ and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. 
With numerous Illiistrations, Tinted and Plidn. . 
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Crown 8to, doth extra, with lUastnitions, fs, 6d» 

The Englishman's House: 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Bnilding a 
House, with fiill Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c By C. J. 
Richardson. Third Edition. With nearly 600 lUustiations. 

%* ThU hpok is inttndtd to tuppty a Ung-felt want, vis., aflaift, n^H-technuml 
mccmmt of everv stylt of hctut, with tko cost and mmmor of building ; it girtt 
fvoty varittyf from a tuorkman'* cottago to m nobUman** ^alaeo. 

Crown 8vo, doth boards, dr. per Volume ; a few Laige Paper 
copies (only 50 printed), at 12/. per VoL 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. Grosart. 

*'Mr» Grosart hot aptui thi most Uthorums tmd ths most entkusiastic caro oh 
the ptrfoci rtstoratum and Preservatum. of the text; smd it is vtry mnUhsly tkmi 
any ot/ur edition ^ ths poet can ever be called for. . . From Mr, Grosart toe 
always expect and always receive the fined results qf most patient and co$Hp€t€mi 
schoMrsh»p,'*'~RxAUwmK, 



1. FleUher's (Giles, B,D.) 

ComfUtt Poems: Christ's 'N^ctorie 
in Heaven, Christ's Victorieon 
Earth, Christ's Triumph over 
Death, and Minor Poems. 
With Memorial-Introduction and 
Notes. One Vol. 

2. Davies* (Sir John) 

ComfUtt Poetical Worhs, in- 
dudmg Psahns I. to L. in Verse, 
and other hitherto Unpublished 
MSS., for tte first time Col- 
lected and Edited. With Me- 
morial-Introduction and Notes. 
Two Vols. 

3. Herrick's (Robert )HeS' 

ptrtdtSt Noble NumberSt and 



Complete Collected Poems, With 
Memorial-Iotxoduction and Notes, 
Sted Portrait. Index of First 
Lines, and Glossarial Index, ftc. 
Three Vols. 

4. Sidney* s (Sir Philip) 

Compote Poetical Works, in- 
cluding all those in "Arcaidia.'* 
With Portrait, Memorial-Intro- 
duction, Essay on the Poetrv of 
Sidney, and Notes. Three vols. 

5. Donne* s (Dr. John) 

ComfUU Poetical Works, in- 
eluding the Satires and various 
from MSS. With MemoriaLIn- 
troduction and Notes. 

[In the press. 



•*• Othsrvolumss are in active preparation. 



Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Dlustrations, dr. 

Fairholt's Tobacco: 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and 
its Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. 
By F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. A New Edition, with Coloured 
Frontispiece and upwards of 100 Illustrations by the Author. 

** A very pleasant and instructive history of tobacco and its associationtt whiek 
we cordially recotnmend alike to the votaries and to the enemies of the much' 

maligned but certainly not neglected weed, , . ^"'^ -'--' —- ' ~ 

fermation,**—DAn.Y Nsws. 



Full qf interest and i$t' 
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Crown Syo, cloth extra, with Ulustratioiis, 4x. 6^. 

Faraday *s Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition. 
Edited by W. Crookrs, F.C.S. With numerops Illustrationa. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 41. dd, 

Faraday's Various Forces of Nature. 

A New Edition. Edited by W. C&OOKSS, F. C. S. With numerous 
Illustrations, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. td. 

Finger-Ring Lore: 

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. — ^Earliest Notices; Supersti- 
tions ; Ring Investiture, Secular and Ecclesiastical ; Betrothal and 
Wedding Rings ; Ring-tokens ; Memorial and Mortuary Rings ; 
Posy-Rings; Customs and Incidents in Connection with Rings; 
Remarkable Rings, &c. By William Jones, F.S.A. With Hun- 
dreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 

**SMier$ futtf into thi wAale sui/eci, and fives an amount ef information 
and general reading in reference thereto which is of very high interest. The 
booh u not only a sort of history qf fi-nger^rings, but is a collection of atucdotes 
in connection with them, . . . The volume is admirably illustrated, and 
altogether affords an amount ofamusemunt and information which is not other* 
wise easily accessible.**—ScoTSUAU, 

" One of those gossiping boohs which are as full ff amusement as ^ instruct 
iion"'~ATHKHMVu. 

The Ruskin Grimm. — Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 6d,; 

gilt edges, ys, 6d. 

German Popular Stories* 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar 
Taylor. Edited, with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 22 Illustrations after the inimitable designs of Gborgs 
Cruikshank. Both Series Complete. 

" The illustrations of this volume .... onr of quite sterUng and mbniruUe 
art, of a class Precisely parallel in elevation to the character fftho tales which 
they tllustrate ; and the original etches, as I have before said tn the Appendix to 
u^ * Elements qf Drawing.' were unrtvalled in masteifulness ^ touch smco Xem» 
brandt {in some qualities o/delineationt unrivalled even by him). . . . Tomahe 
somewhat enlarged copiet of them, loohing at them through a magnifyittg gla$s, 
and never ^ting two lines where Cruihsnanh has put only one, would be em exet" 
eise in decision and severe drawing which would leave aftorwards little to be lemmi 
m schools,"— Extract from Introduction by John Ruskin. 

One VoL crown 8vo, doth extra, 91. 

Gilbert 's (IV. S.J Original Plays : 

"A Wicked World," "Charity," "The Palace of Truth," 

" PygmaUon," " Trial by Jury," &c. 

*' His workmanship is in Us wav perfect \ it is very somtd, very even, very 
Will tusteUued, and excellently bafmcod throughout."— Onmavmst. 
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One SliilliBg Montfaly, Ulnstnled by Axthur Hopkins. 

The Gentleman 's Magazine. 

Editod by Stlvanus Urban, Gentleman. 

In uMmr U rwtUrt ikt •^GENTLEMAITS MAGAZINE " U tJU ^titm 
it f^rmrrfy htld^ Hu PuhUtk^rs d« not Ust ngki ^ the ckatigtd etmdiHons 
mmUr wAieA it now apptart. While maintaining an histerical centinnity vMek 
dmtex back to the reign ^ George the Second, there will he no attempt to burden 
the present with the weight of a dieiant Past, or to euUure slavishfy to traditiotu 
the education of which is nnsnited to the altered conditions o/ society at the 
present time. It is sought to render the Magazine to the gentleman fT to-day 
what in earUer times it proved to the gentl eman of a past generation. New 
features will be introdnced to tahe the place ^ those which diaappear: m the 
enost important respects, however, the connecting links between the present and 
the Past will be closest. Biography and Histo^, which have always formed a 
conspicnons portion of the contents, will retain the prominence eusigned tketOf 
emdwill be treaUdwith the added breadth tkat epfyngs/rom increased famih- 
etrity with antkorities emd more exact appreciation ef the province of the 
Biopvpher and the Historian, Science, which confers upon the age special 
emsnence, will have its latest conclusions and forecasts presented in a manner 
which shall brinf them within the grasp ff the general reader. The philO' 
sophical eUpect ^ Politics, the nmtters which aff^ Iwiptrial interests, will be 
sHaraiedJrom the rivalries iif party, atid will receive a due share of attention. 
Archeology (under which comprehensive head may be included Geneaio^^ To^ 
pegraphy.and other similar matters). Natural History, SPort Mid Adventure, 
Poetry, Belles Let tree. Art in all its manifestations, will constitute a Portion 
^ ike contents; and Essays sH^on social subjects will, as heretitfore, be inters 
tpersed. Under the head of Table Talk matters of current interest will be 
discussed, emd facts of historic value will be preserved. A Work ttf Fiction by 
some novelist «/* highest position will run through the Pares of the Magaaine, 
and will be illustrated l^ artists of Imown excellence. With a full sense of 
what is involved in their Promise, and with a firm reselution to etbide by their 
pledgts, the Publishers mtaertake to spare no exertion that is necessary to secure 
the highest class «/ contributions, to place the Magazine in the first rank fr 
serials, and to fit tt to take its place on the table and on the shelves iff all classes 
qf cultivated Englishmen. 

\* /^aw rtady^ the Volume for JviY to 'Dt.CKNiBZK, 1877, cloth extra^ 
price &f. 6d, ; and Cases for binding, price 2J . each, 

Demy 4to, doth extra, with Illustrations, 31J. 6«/. 

Gillray the Caricaturist : 

The Story of his Life and Times, with Anecdotal Descriptions of 
his Engravings. Edited by Thomas Wright, Esq., M. A., F. S. A. 
With 83 full-page Plates, and numerous Wood Engravings. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with a Map, y, td. 

Gold; 

or. Legal Regulations for the Standard of Gold and Silver 
Ware in the different Countries of the World. Translated from 
the German of Studnitz by Mrs. Brewer, and Edited, with 
additions, by Edwin W. Streeter . 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges^ 7^. 6tf. 

The Golden Treasury of Thought : 

An ENCYCLOPiEDiA OP QUOTATIONS from Writers of all 
and Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore TayijOR. 



CHATTO 6* WINDUS^ PICCADILLY. 



13 



Square i6mo (Tauchnitz sixe), cloth extra, 2x. per yolome 

The Golden Library: 

Bayard Taylor's Diver- 

sioHS of thi Scho Club* 

The Book of Clerical Anec- 

dotes, 

Byron* s Don Juan. 
Carlyle (Thomas) on the 

Choice of Books, With a Me- 
moir. IS, 6d, 

Emersofi's Letters and 

Social Aims. 

Godwin' s( William)Lives 

of the NearowuMctrs, 

Holmes's Autocrat of the 

Breakfast Table, With an In- 
troduction by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddi" 

ties. Complete. With all the 
original Illustrationa. 

Irving' s ( Washington) 

Tales of a, Traveller. 

Irving' s ( Washington) 

Tales oftke Alkambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes 

and Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Elia, 

Both Series Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A 

Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait, and 
Introduction by Edmund Ollier 



Mallory's (Sir Thomas) 

Mortd' Arthur: The Stories of 
King Arthur and of Uie Knights 
of the Round Table. Edited by 

B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING. 

Pascal's Provincial Let- 

t€rs. A New Translation, with 
Historical Introduction and 
Notes, by T. M'CsiB, D.D., 
LUD. 

Pope's Complete Poetical 

Works. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims 

and Moral Reftutions. With 
Notes, and an Introductory 
Essay by Sainte-Beuvb, 

St. Pierre's PatU and 

Virginia^ and the Indian Cot- 
tage. Edited, with Life, by tiie 
Rey. E. CukRKS. 

SItelley's Early Poems 

and Queen Mab, with Essay by 
Leigh Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems: 

Laon and Cythna, Ac. 

Shelley's Posthumous 

Poems^ the SheUty Papers, Ac 

Shelley's Prose Works^ 

including A Refutation of Deism, 
Zastrossi, St Irryne^ Ac. 

White's Natural History 

ofSelborne, Edited, with addi- 
tions, by Thomas Brown, 
F.US. 

' A series of excellently j^rinted and carefully annotated volumes, handy in #«■#, 
and alten^etker attractive, — Booksbllbs. 

Small Syo, cloth gilt, 6s. 

Gosse's King Erik : 

A Tragedy. By Edmund W. Gossx. Vignette by W. B. Scott, 

" fFIr have seldom teen so marked an advance in a second book b ey ond a ]firsU 
Its merits are toUd and ^a vent kigk order," ^Academy. 
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Snudl 8to, cloth gilt, 5/. 

Gosse's On Viol and Flute. 

Second Edition* With a Vignette by W. B. Scott. 

Half-bound, paper boards, 21J.; or elegantly half-bound crimson 

morocco, gilt, 25/. 

The Graphic Portfolio. 

Fifty Engravings firom " The Graphic," most carefully printed on 
the finest plate paper (18 in. by 15 in. ) from the Original Engravings. 
The Drawings are by S. L. Fildks, Helen Paterson, Hubert 
Hbrkomee, Sydney Hall, E. t. Gregory, G. D. Leslie, 
W. Small, G. Du Mauriee, Sir John Gilbert, G. J. Pin- 
well, Charles Green, G. Durand, M. E. Edwards, A. B. 
Houghton, H. S. Marks, F. W. Lawson, H. Weigall, 
and others. 

" Contmm* $omi 0/ th»ckric€tt s^^mtns, hoik 0/ drawing and wcod^t^rmving, 
AdmirmbU in dtUultand gxprettton, and engraved tuiik rare delica^, — Daily 
Nawt. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yx. 6d. 

Greenwood's Low- Life Deeps: 

An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there ; including 
''The Man and Dog Fight," with much additional and con- 
firmatoij evidence; "With a Tally-Man," "A Fallen Star," 
''The Betting Barber," "A Coal Marriage," &c. By James 
Greenwood. With illustrations in tint by Alfred Concanbn. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 71. 6^. 

Greenwood's JVilds of London: 

Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Experience, 
of Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London, iy James 
Greenwood. With 12 Tinted Illustrations by AlfredConcansn. 

** Mr, yames Greenmoed /resents kimself cnee more in tJu character qf ' a$te 
wkese delight it istode his hmmBle endeavour towards exposing^ and exHrfatittg 
social ahues and those hele-and-€omer evils which t^jfflict society.* **— Satukdav 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 41. 6d. 

Guyot 's Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind. 
With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray. la 
Maps and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and a copious Index. 
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Crown 8to, doth eztxa, df. 

Hake 's New Symbols : 

Poems. By Thomas Gordon Hakb. 

'* Tk€ tntin 6c^ breaik4t a ^rt and etmoblinf imjliutui, tk^wt wiktmi 
0rigmaliiy cf idta and illustratUn, and yUld* ikt kighut ^ropf of imtagmmtiv^ 
faculty and nuUunpcmtr »f ix/rgs$ioH,'*—ArwMM}3U, 

Medinm 8vo, cloth eztray gUt, with lUustrationsi 7/. 6d. 

Hairs (Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish 

Character* With nnmerous niustrationa on Steel and Wood by 
Daniel Maclisb, Sir John Gilbert^ W. Harvey, and G. 
Cruikshank. 

" Th4 tritk ShttcUt of tJkit lady rtsnmhk Miss Mitford^s htauHfal SngUsk 
Sksiches in * Our ViUag*, but tluy art far mors vigorous and ficturss^us and 
fnyffti!.'*— Blackwood's Magaxink. 

■ ■ I II ■_ _ _^ ■ I _^_ 

Three Vols, royal 4to» cloth boards, jf 6 df • 

Historical Portraits ; 

upwards of 430 Engrayings of Rare Prints. Comprising the 
Collections of Rodd, Richardson, Caulfield, &c. with 
Descriptive Text to every Plate, giving a brief outline of the most 
important Historical and Biographical Facts and Dates connected 
with each Portrait, and references to original Authorities. 

Small 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, zr. 6^. 

The House of Life ; 

Human Phvsiology, with its Applications to the Preservation of 
Health. For use in Classes, and Popular Reading. With 
numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fen wick Miller. 

Two Vols, royal 8vo, with Coloured Frontispieces, doth extra, £2 5/. 

Hope's Costume of the Ancients. 

Illustrated in upwards of 320 Outline Engravings, containing Re- 
presentations of Egyptian, Greek, and Roman Habits and 
blesses. 

** Tks sukstanc* if many sxptnsvv* tooris, containing all thai may he nsetssarm 
to gins to artists, and even to dramatic performers and to others engaged m 
classical re^resentationSt an idea qf ancient costumes suffici^ntlj eun^ to Prevomi 
tkeir offending in their performances bygrou andobvicus btunders. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 71, 6</. 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic 

Annuals. With Life of the Author, Portrait, and over Tvro 

Hundred original Illustrations. 

^Npi0Hiydce9 tkt v^umt inehtdt tkg kstiir-kn^vm p^emt'^Uu author ^ htt 
«/m wAat is kafH^y tUscrihedas * t/u Cream o/the Comic Annuals' Such dclicinta 
things as * Don^i you tmsU Firs 1* *Tke Parish Rsvduiim^' and < Huggins and 
Duggins, will nsvor want readers. " — Gkaphic 

Crown Syo, cloth extra, with Photographic Portrait, 6;. 

Hood's (Tom) Poems, Humorous and 

Pathetic. Edited* with a Memoir, by his Sister, Fkancbs Fkss- 
UNG BroderipI 

" Thtrt art many poems in the volume which the very best judge might well 
mistake for kit father's «wrir.''^STANDAKD. 

Square crown 8vo, in a handsome and specially-designed binding, 

gilt edges, 6j. 

Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the 

North PoU: A Noah's Arkseological Narrative. With 25 Illns- 
trations by W. Brunton and £. C. Barnes. 

**The amusing letterpress is Pr^usefy interspersed with the Jiu^ing rhyme* 
which chiidren love and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton and Barnes defuli 
Justice te the writer's meaning^ and a pleasanter result of the harmenious «#- 
operoHen ^emther and etrlist could net be desired."— Times. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7^. 6^. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous 

Works, including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Pnns^ 
and Hoaxes. With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Fac- 
similes, and Illustrations. 

■ ■■I. ■» — ■! ■■■■ —■■■■■■■I ■■■■^ ■■>.^«.ii»i I ^^»^^ ^m mm I ■ > ■ ■— ^ m ^ » ^ 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 6d, 

Hueffe^s The Troubadours: 

A History of Provenfal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. 
By Francis Hueffer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7/. 

Home's Orion: 

An Epic Poem, in Three Books. By Richard Hbngist Hornb. 

Tenth Edition. 

" Orion will io admitted, hy every man of genius, to Be one of the nehlest^ if nei 
the very noblest, poetical work of the age. Its defects are trivial and conventional^ 
its beauties intrimic and supreme.'*— Edgar Allan Fob. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extn, 71. dd, 

HowelVs The Conflicts of Capital and 

Labour, Indadiiig Qiapters on the History of Guilds ; Trades 
Unions ; Apprentices ; Technical Education ; Intimidation and 
.. Picketing ; Kestraintson Trade ; Strikes — their Obiects, Aims, and 
Results; Trade Councils; Arbitration; Co-operation; Friendly 
Societies ; the Labour Laws, &c. By Gbo&gb Howkll, Author 
of "A Handy Book of the Labour Laws," late Parliamentary 
Secretary to the Trades Unions of Great Britain. 

Atlas folio, half morocco, gilt, ;f 5 5/. 

The Italian Masters : 

Autotype Facsimiles of Original Drawings in the British Museum. 
With Critical and Descriptive Notes, Biographical and Artistic^ 
by J. CoMYNS Caul 

" This tpUndid volumt. . . Mr, Cartas ckeict of exam/Us Aas hem dictated 
hy wide knowledge and/uu tact. . . TAc mtajority have been reproduced with 
remarkable accuracy. Of the criticism which accom/asties the drawings we have 
mat hitherto t^ohen, but it is this which gives the booh its special value,**— Vkll 
Mall Gazbtts. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Jeux d' Esprit, 

Written and Spoken, of the Later Wits and Humourists. Collected 
and Edited by Henry S. Leigh. 

*' This thoraughfy cougemial Heee ^ work . . . Mr, Lei^e elaiht to praise is 
three/old: he haspetferuud the duty 0/ taster with care amdjudgmeut; he has 
restored many stolen or strayed bons-mcts to their r^^h^ul owners ; attd he has 
exercised his editorial fu nctj/ms delicately and spa ri ngly .**—T>Aity Telbcrap h. 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14Z 

yosephus's Complete Works. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both " The Antiquities of 
the Jews," and " The Wars of the Jews." 

' Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, ts. 

Kavanaghs' Pearl Fountain, 

And other Fairy Stories, By Bridget and JUUA Kavanagh, 
With Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

** Genuine new fairy stories 0/ the old type, some of them as delightful as ths 
best of Grimm* s* German Poplar Stories.* .... For the most ^rt, the 
stories are downright, thorough-going fairy stories ^ the most eubmirahle kind, 
.... Mr. Moyr Smith*s Illustrations, too, are admirable. Look at thai 
white rabbit. Anyone would see at the /Irst glance that he is a rabbit with a 
mind, and a very uncommon mind too— that he is a /airy rabbit, emd that he is 
ffosing as chief adviser to some one— without readmg even a word of the storv. 
Again, notice the fairylihe effect of the little ^ture of the fairy-bird * DonU- 
forget'me* flying away back into fairy-land. A more perfectly dream-like im- 
pression of fairyland has hardly been given in any illustration of fairy tales 
^thin our knowledc*.''^STncrATOK. 
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Small SvOy doth extra, 51. 

Lamb 's Poetry for Children, and Prince 

Dorus, Carefully reprinted from miiqae copies. 

*' TIU fmaint mnd tUUghtful little hook, ever the recovery qf which all the heart* 
0/ his levers are yet warm with reJoicing^-^^T. Swinbubnk, in the Atheii jbvm. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, ^s, 6eL 

Lamb's Complete Works, 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with 
many Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and In- 
troduction, by R. H. Shephk&d. With Two Portraits and Fac- 
simile of a page of the " Essay on Roast Pig." 

**A compute edition ^ Lamb*s writings, in prose and verse, has long ieen 
wa nt ed, and is now su^lied» The editor appears to have taken great patsss 
to bring together Lamhs scattered contrihutions, and his collection contaitu « 
ftnmher 0/ pieces which are now reproduced for thejirst time since their origmeti 
appearance in varions old periodicals "Satvuday Kbvikw. 

Crown 8yo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, lor. 6d, 

Mary & Charles Lamb: 

Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and 

Notes by W. Ca&ew Hazlitt. With Hancock's Portrait of 

the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions 

of Lamb's and Coleridge's Works, and nnmerous Illustrations. 

«■ Very many passages wiU delight those fond of literary iri/les ; hardly emy 
portion will/aiiim interest for lovers 0/ Charles Lamh and hsssister.**^^ AnnAXb. 

Demy Svo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, 18/. 

Lamont 's Yachting in the Arctic Seas; 

or, Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neigh- 
bourhood of Spitsbergen and Novaya Zemlya. By Tames Lamont, 
F.R.G.S. With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. Livssat. 

"After wading throngh nnmBerUss volumes 0/ icy fiction, concocted namUive^ 
and spurious biography of Arctic voyagers, it is pleasant to meet with a real and 
genmme volume. . . Ne shows much tact in recountittg his adventures, and 
they are so inte r s p e rs ed with anecdotes and information as to make them smythiag 
but wearisome, . . . The book, as a whole, is the most itnportant addHion 
made to our Arctic literature for a long time"—'ATHmMMVM. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, Js, 6d. 

iMtter-Day Lyrics : 

Poems of Sentiment and Reflection by Living Writers ; selected 
and arranged, with Notes, by W. Davenport Adams. With a 
Note " On some Old French Forms of Verse " by Austin Dobson. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, &r. 6</. 

Lee's More Glimpses of the World Unseen. 

Edited by the Rev. Frederick George Lee, D.CL., Vicar of 
AU Saints', Lambeth ; Editor of " The Other World ; or. 
Glimpses of the Supematnral,*' &c. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with lilnstrations, 7;. f)d. 

Lxfe in London ; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With 
ihe whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the 
Ori^linals. 

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 41. 6d. 

Linton 's yoshua Davidson^ 

Ckristian and Communist By £. Lynn Linton. Sixth Edition, 

with a New Preface . ^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, is, 6d, 

Longfellow 's Complete Prose IVorks. 

Including "Outre Mer," "Hyperion," " Kavanagh," "The 
Poete and Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." With Portrait 
and Illustrations by Valentine Bromley. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yx. 6</. 

Longfellow 's Poetical IVorks. 

Caicfolly Reprinted from the Original Editioni. With numerous 
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 




vUUnct. Hit works hmvt faced the Ust of parody and hurUsqno {juMch in thug 
days is abnosi iht common lot ^ writings of any mark), and kaoo conu off mK' 
harmod.**—%K'TVKDKy Rbvibw. 

The Frassr Portraits. — Demy 4to, cloth gilt and gilt edges, with 

83 characteristic Portraits, 31/. dd, 

Maclise's Gallery of Illustrious Literary 

Characters, With Notes by Dr. Maginn. Edited, with copious 
Additional Notes, by Wiluam Bates, B. A. 

" OnM of the most intorestinf volnmos of tkisyoat^s litermtMro.''—Ttun, 
" Dosofves a fiaco on every druwimg^room tabU, and may not n^fitlf be removed 
from tke drmwtftg'room to t ke librarr.**—SncTATom. | 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 21. 6d> 

Madre Natura v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By Luxe Limner. With 33 Illustrations by the Anthor. 
Fourth Edition, revised and enlaiged. 

" Agreeahfy written and amusingly illustrated. Common sense and iruditiom | 

are brntgki to bear on tke subjects aiscusud in 1/."— Lancst. 
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Handsomdy printed iniaonniile^ price 5j. 

Magna Charta. 

An csftct Facsimile of the Original Document in the British 
Museum, printed on fine pi^te paper, nearly 3 feet long b^ 2 feet 
wide, with the Anns and Seals of the Baions emblaxoned in Gold 
and Colours. 
*^* A full Tnuislation, with Notes, on a large sh^t, &/. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yx. itd. 

Maid of Norway (The). 

Translated from the German by Mrs. Birkbeck. With Pen and 
Ink Sketches of Norwegian Scenery. 

NEW COPYRIGHT WORK BY MARK TIVAIN. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. 

An Idle Excursion, and other Papers. 

By Mark Twain. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with lUustrations, 7x. td, 

Mark Twain 's Adventures of TomSawyer. 

With One Hundred Illustrations. 

" A book to b* read. There is a certain freshneu and novelty aiout it, a prac* 
ticaUy romantic character^ to to s^eak, which will make it very attmctno**''^ 
Spbctatok. 

%• Also a Popular Edition, post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

• ■ — ■ — • — - ' - ■ - ■ n _ - M 1 I 

Crown 8to, doth extra, with Illustrations, 7/. 6i/. 

Mark Twain 's Choice Works. 

Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. With Life, 
Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 

' Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2x. 

Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip on the 

CofUinmt of Europe, (*' The Innocents Abroad," and ** The 
New Pilgrim's Progress.") 

Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, i&r. 

Marston 's (Dr. IVestland) Dramatic 

and Poetical Works. Collected Library Edition. 
** The *Patrician*e Daughter* is an oasis in the desert ^modern drmmoHc 
Utemtnre, a real emanation 0/ mind. We do not recollect any modem work in 
which states ^ thought are so freely developed, except the * Torfuato Tasso ' ^ 
Goethe. The ^lay is a work of art in the same sense that a play 0/ Sepkocks is « 
work 0/ art ; it is one simple tdea in a state ofgradnal development , . . ' The 
Favourite 0/ Fortune* u one of the most important additions to the stock ^ 
English prose comedy that has oeen made during the present century."— Tints. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, 81. 

Mars ton 's (Philip B.) All in All: 

Poems mnd Sonnets. 



Crown Siro^ cloth extra, &r. 

Marston 's (Philip B.) Song Tide, 



And other Poems. Second Edition. 



Handsomely half-bound, India Proo(s, royal folio, ;f 10 ; Large Paper 
copies, Artists' India Proofs, elephant folio, £qo. 

Modem Art : 

A Series of superb Line Engravings, from the Works of Distin* 
cuished Painters of the English and Foreign Schools, selected 
ftom Galleries and Private Collections in Great Britain. With 
descriptive Text by James Dafforne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, is, 6d, 

Muses of May/air : 

Vers de Socidt^ of the Nineteenth Century. Including Selections 
from Tennyson, Browning, Swinburne, Rossbtti, Jean 
Ingelow, Locker, Ingoldsby, Hood, Lytton, C. S. C; 
Landor, Austin DobSon, &c Edited by H. C. Pbnnell. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j., a New and Cheaper Edition of 

The New Republic; 

or. Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an English Country Houseu 
By W. H. Mallock. 

" The great charm 0/^ the book tie* in the clever and artistic wav the dialogue 
it tnanaged^ etnd the diverse and various expedients by which, whilst the love 0/ 
thought OH ever^ page is kept at a high pitchy it never loses its realistic a^ect. 
. , , It is gtving high praise to a work of this sort to say that it absouitely 
needs to be taken as a whole, and that dip'ointed extracts here and there would 
entirely /ail to convey any idea of the artistic unity , the careful and conscientious 
sequence of what is evidently the brilliant outcome of much patient thought etnd 
study. . . . Enough has now been said to recommend these volumes to any 
reader who dosires something above the usual nevelj something which will optn 
up lanes of thought in his own mind, and insensibly introduce a higher standard 
into his daily life. . . . Here is novelty indeed^ as well as orif^nalityt and 
to etnyone who can appreciate or understand * The New RepubUc^ it cannot 
fail to be a rare /rra/. '— Obskrvbr. 

*«* Th€ Original Edition, in Tivo Vols, crown 8zv, 2IJ., may also 
he had. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustmtions, 9/. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. CoHYNS Carr. With Illustrations by RANDOLPH 
Caldecott. 
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MOORE'S HITHERTO UNCOLLECTED WRITINGS. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Frontispiece, 9/. 

Prose and Verse — Htimorous, Satirical^ 

and Sentimental—^ THOMAS MOORE. Including Suppressed 
Passages from the Memoirs of Loid Byron. Chiefly from the 
Attthoi^s MSS., and all hitherto Inedited and Uncollected. Edited, 
with Notes, by Richard Herne Shepherd. 

*' Hitktrto Thomas Moore A/u b**n mostly rsgarded as one 0/ the lighter writers 
merelv — n semtimental Poet par excellence, in whom the ' rapture of love tuut of 
wine 'determined him strictly to certain modes of sympat^ and of utterance, and 
these to a large extent of a slightly artificial character. This Xfolume will serve to 
show him in other, and certainly as attractive, aspects, while, at the same time, 
enabling ns to a considerable extent to see how faithfully he developed himise(f on 
the poetical or fanciful side. . . . This is a booh which claims, as it ought to 
obtain, various cesses ^ readers, and we truit that the very mixed elements of 
interest in it me^ not conflict with its obtaining them. For the lightest reader 
there is much to enjoy ; for the most thoughtful something to ponder over; and the 
thanhs of both are due to editor and publtsher alihe.*' — Nowcowformist. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette li'ortraits, price 6f. per VoL 

The Old Dramatists : 

Ben Jonson's Works. \ Algernon c^irles Swim- 



With Notes, Critical and Ex- 
planatoiy, and a Biographical 
Memoir by William Gipford. 
Edited by Col. Cunningham. 



BURNS : Vol. III. the Tnnslft- 
tions of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. 

Including his Translations. Bdit- 



Three VcJs. ed, with Notes and Introduction. 

Chapman 's Works. .^y Col. Cunningham. One Vol. 

- Masstnger s Plays. 

From the Text of William 
GiFFORD. With the addition of 
the Tragedy of " Believe as 3rou 
List." Edited by CoL Cun- 
ningham. One VoL 



Now First Collected. Complete 
in Three Vols. Vol. I. contains 
the Plays complete, including the 
doubtful ones ; Vol. II. the 
Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by 



Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, ts, 

0*Shaughnessy*s (Arthur) An Epic of 

WomtH^ and other Poe ms. Second Edition. 

Crown $vo, cloth extra, loir. td. 

O'Shaughnessy 's Lays of France. 

(Founded on the " Lays of Marie.") Second Edition. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, yx. 6d. 

O'Shaughnessy 's Music and Moonlight : 

Poems «nH Songs. 

Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 2J. t>d. 

Old Point Lace, and How to Copy and 

Imitate It, By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 
lllnstrations by the Author. 
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Crown 8vo» cazefully printed on creamy paper, and tastefully 
bound in cloth for the Library, price 6x. each. 

The Piccadilly Novels: 

Antonifut. By Wilkib CoLUNa. 

lUustiated by Sir J, Gilbert and Alfred Concanen. 

BasiL By Wilkie Collins. 

IDustrated by Sir John Gilbert and J. Mahonby. 

Hide and Seek. By Wilkie Collins. 

Ulnstrated by Sir John Gilbert and J. Mahonet. 

The Dead Secret, By Wilkie Collins. 

Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert and H. Furniss. 

Queen of Hearts. By Wilkie Collins. 

inustrated by Sir J. Gilbert and A. Concanen. 

My Miscellanies. By Wilkie Collins. 

With Steel Portrait, and Illustrations by A. Concanen. 

Tke Woman in White. By Wilkie Collins. 

Illustrated by Sir J. Gilbert and F. A. Fraser. 

The Moonstone. By Wilkie Coluns. 

Illustrated by G. Du Mauribr and F. A. Fraser. 

Man and Wife. By wilkib Coluns. 

Illustrated by William Smalu 

Poor Miss Finch. By Wilkie Coluns. 

Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and Edward Hughes. 

Miss or Mrs. f By Wilkib Collins. 

Illustrated by S. L. Fildes and Henry Woods. 

The New Magdalen. By Wilkie Coluns. 

DhisCrated by G. D\3 Maurier and C. S. Rands. 

The Frozen Deep. By wilkie Collins. 

Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney. 

The Law and the Lady. By wilkib Coluns. 

Illustrated by S. L. Fildes and Sydney Hall. 

The Two Destinies. By Wilkie Collins. 

V Also a POPULAR EDITION of WILKIE COLLINS'S 
NOVELS, post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

Felicia. By M. Betham-Edwards. 

With a Frontispiece by W. Bowles. 

**A naHi naotL Its Uaeking u ttnmUdt it* story it t^fm^tkttic, mmd the kind 
•ffteUnr itt ptruaal Umvtt htkind it tAat mart wrdinanljt derived from mmtie or 
P tit ty ikaH/rom frotefietitn. Few vterkt in medemjictien ttmtid at ki^h in emr 
etiitfuUiem mt /A«."— Sunday Timss. 

Ofympia. By R. E. Francillon. 
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The Piccadilly ^q\mj&— continued. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. By Thomas hardy. 

^l^^X^ *^ ^^^^' ^y J^^ INGELOW. 

The Qtuen of Connaught. By Harriett Jay. 

The Dark CoUeen. By HARRirrr Jay. 

' ' A ncvel which poatsaex the ran tind vaiuabU quAUiy of ncwlty, • . . Th^ 
tcetury urill Be strange to most readers^ and in man^ passages the aspects of Nature 
are very cleverly described. Moreover, the booh u a study of a very curious euuL 
inierestimg state ofsociefy, A novel which no novel-reader should mug, and nthieA 
people wkogeneralfy shun novels megf enjoy." ^Saturday Rbview. 

Patricia KembalL By e. Lynn Linton. 

With Frontispiece by G. Du Mauribr. 
" Displays gen-nine humour, as well as heen social observation. Enough gnoMie 
portraiture and witty observation to furnish materials for haif-e^-doaen nanus ff 
the ordinary iwdl'*— Saturday Rxvibw. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. By E. Lynn Unton. 

With a Frontispiece by Henry Woods. 

" In her narrowness and her depth, in her boundless loyalty, her self-forgstting 
Passion^ that exclusivenea of woe which is akin to cruelty, and the Jierco 
humility which is vicarious pride, Leam Dundas is a strihing-Jignre, In one 
fuality the authoress has in some measure surpassed herself " — PaluMalx. Gaz. 

The Waterdale Neigltbours. By Justin McCarthy. 

My Enemy s Daughter, By Justin McCarthy. 

L inley Rochford. By Justin McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. By Justin McCarthy. 

^T^'il^^'^f^ C. • By JUSTIN MCCARTHY. 

The EvtlEye.and other Stones. By Katharine S.Macquoid. 
Illustrated by Thomas R. Macquoid and Percy Macquoid. 

**Cameos delicatelr, if not very minutely or vividly, wrought, andouite ItnUhed 
enough to give a pUasurabUsense of artistic tase'ind^ultyTAV^ 
mendation is merited by the tUustrationsr^-AcADEUY. ''^^^^ ^ "*^ ^ ***^ 

Number Seventeen. By henry Kingsley. 

Oafcshott Castle. By henry Kingsley. 

With a Frontispiece by Shirley Hodson. 

"A bruh and cUar north wind of sentiments-sentiment thai braces instead of 
enervattng-bUws t^gh all hts works, and makes all thoir readers at mi 
healthier and more /^&w/."— Spectator. ^^ 

^^ L ^.fft^i 'a t. ^y Florence Marryat. 

lUttstrated by F. A. Fraser. 

•• A story which arouses and sustains the reader's interest to a higher dertwa 
than, perhaps, any of its authojfs former works. •*— Graphic 

Whiteladies. 3y j^„ ouphant 

With Illustrations by A. HOPKINS and H. Woods. 
" A pleasant and readable book, written with practical ease and grace **— TlMSS. 

TheBestofHusbafu^. ByjAHEs Paw. 

Illustrated by J. MoYH Smith. ■' 

FaUm Fortunes. By Jaw^ paw. 
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The PiccAOTLLir ^qv^u^^ continued: 

Halves, By James Payn. 

With a Frontispiece by J. Mahoney. 

Walter* s Word. ByjAMEsPAYN. 

lUustrated by J. MOYR Smith. 

What he Cost her. By James payn. 

'* Hit ntvgU art ahut^. ctm mt m daMt in ikt ttrnte ^ art. Thep altt patsttt 
tuwtktr dittimt claim U tur Ukiiii:: iht.girU im tMtm art rtmarka^in charm* 
img and irut tc nainr^ as mtti Jtt^, tut Mitvtt, Mavt tkt good forttuu to 
otstrvt naiurt rtprtstmitd bj^ /sr/r."'— SracTATOs. 

Her Mothet^s Darling. By Mrs. j. H. Riddell 

The Way we Live Now. By Anthony Trou-opb. 

With Illustrations. 

The American Senator. By Anthony Trollope. 

" Mr. Trottopt has a trut artist's idea of tofit, ^ colour^ qf harmony : his 
/ictmrts art ontt and ttldom out of dranoing; ho noptr strains a/ttroffect.is 
fidtUiy iUtlf in txprtssing English life^ is mtvtr guilty ^ caricaturt. ^ 

FOBTNICHTLY RbVIBW* 

Diamond Cut Diamond. By t. a. Trollops. 

** Pull of li/ti of intorttti of closo thservttiion^ and sym/aihy. . . . IVhots 
Mr, Troilopt paints a sctnt it is turt to bo a seono^'Wtrth painting.'*'—SATvm* 
BAT Rsvisw. 

Bound to the Wheel. By John Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. By John Saunders. 

One Against the World. By John Saunders. 

The Lion in tlte Path. By John Saunders. 

*' A carefully written and beautiful story^a story of goodness and truth, 
which is yot as interesting as though it dealt with the opposite qualities, . . . 
The author of this really clever story has been at great pains to worh out all 
its details with elaborate conscientiousness, and the result is a very vivid picture 
^ the ways of life and habits qf thought qf a hundred and fifty years ago. 
. . . Certainly a very interesting booh*'*—'I\ux&. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By W. Besant and James Rice. 

My Little Girl. By W. Bssant and James Rice. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. By W. Besant and James Rice. 

This Son of Vulcan. By W. Besant and Jambs Ricb. 

With Harp and Crown. By w. besant and James Rice. 

The Golden Butterfly. By w. Besant and James Rics. 

With a Frontispiece by F. S. Walker. 

*^*Th* Golden Butterfly ' will certainly add to the haziness of mankind, for 
dqfy anybody to read it with a gloomy countettance.**'~-1 imbs. 
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NEW NOVEL BY JUSTIN MCCARTHY. 
Two vols. 8vo, doth extra, niustntted, 2ij., the Second Edition of 

Miss Misanthrope. 

By Justin McCarthy, Aathor of ''Dear Lady Disdain," &c 
With 12 Illustrations by Arthur Hopkins. 

'*/ii ' MutMisaMthropt* Mr, McCarthy hat added a ntwanddeUg^fulporimtt 
to his galkvy ^ Bnfliskwomen, . . . It is a navel which mt^bc sipped Hhe 
choice mno ; it is one to linger over and ponder ; tobe enjoyed lihejinCt sweet air, 
or nod companvt/or it is pervaded by a perfume of honesty and humour, of hi^h 
feeunr, of lundfy penetrating humour, of good senu, and wide knewledg* of the 
world, of a mind richly cultivated and amply stored. There is scarcely a page m 
these volumes in which we do not find some fine remarh or felicitous rejlectton «/ 
piercings yet gentle and indulgent irony** — Daily Nbws. 

MRS. LINTON'S NEW NOVEL. 
Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 2ij., the Second Edition of 

The IVorld Well Lost, 

By E. Lynn Linton, Author of " Patricia Kemball," &c With 
12 Illustrations by Henry French and J. Lawson. 

" We are inclined to thinh thai in this novel Mrs, Lynn Linton has reached a 
higher artistic marh than in astyfifrmer one.** — Noncomfokmist. 

" If Mrs, Linton had not already won a place among our foremost living novelists, 
she would have been entitled to it by her latest worh of fiction—a book of singular^ 
high and varied merit. The story rivets the attention of the reader at the outset, 
and holds him absorbed until the c/Mr.**— Scotsman. 

NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR OF ** JULIETS GUARDIAN:* 

Three Vols., crown 8vo, 31J. 6^. 

Deceivers Ever. 

By Mrs. H. Lovett Camero n. 

Crown 8vo, red cloth, extra, 51. each. 

Ouida *s Novels. — Uniforin Edition. 



FoUe Farine. By Ouida. 
Idalia. By Ouida. 

Chandos. By Ouida. 

VnderTwo Flags-. By ouida. 
Tricotrin. By ouida. 

Cecil Castlemainis 

Cage. By OuiDA. 

Held in Btmdage. By Ouida. 



PascareL By Ouida. 

Puck. By Ouida. 

Dog of Flanders. By ouida. 
Stratkmore. By Ouida. 

Two Wooden Shoes^y Ouid a. 

Signa. By Ouida. 

In a Winter City. By Ouida, 
Ariadni, By Ouida. 



NEW NOVEL BY MR, JAMES GRANT, 
Shortly, Three Vols., crown 8vo, 31/. 6</. 

The Lord Hermitage. 

By James Grant, Author of •• The Romance of War," &c. 
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Post 8vo, illustrated boards, u. each. 

Cheap Editions of Popular Novels. 

[WiLKiB CoLUNs' Novels may also be had in doth limp at m. (td. See, 
too, the PiocAOiLLY ^o\WLS, for Library BdiiioHt.l 

Under the Greenwood Tree, By Thomas Hardy. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By Walter Besant and James Rice- 
The Golden Butterfly. By Authors of •* Ready-Money MorUboy." 
This Son of Vulcan. By the Authors of •* Ready-Money Mortiboy." 
My Little Girl. By the Authors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy." 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft, Authors of "Ready-Money Mortiboy.** 
With Harp and Crown. Authors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy." 

The Woman in White. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

My Miscellanies. 

The Moonstone. 

Man and Wife. 

Poor Miss Finch. 

Miss or Mrs. f 

The New Magdalen. 

The Frozen Deep. 

The Law and the Lady. 

Gaslight and Daylight. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

Linley Rochford. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

A n Idle Excursion. By mark Twain. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By mark twain. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe, m. twain. 

Oakshott Castle. By henry Kingsley. 

Bound to the Wheel. By }ohn Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. By John Saunders. 

One Against the World. By John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. ByJoHN and Katherine Saunders. 

Surly Tim. By the Author of " That Lass o* Lown*-*- * 



By WiLKiE Collins. 
By WiLKiB Collins. 
By WiLKiE Collins. 
By WiLKiE Collins. 
By WiLKiE Collins. 

By WiLKIE COLUNS. 

By WiLKiE Collins. 
By WiLKiE Collins. 
By WiLKiE Collins. 

By WiLKIE COLUNS. 
By WiLKIE COLUNS. 

By WiLKiB Collins. 

By WiLKiE Collins. 

By WiLKIE Collins. 

By George Augustus Sala. 

By Justin McCarthy. 

By Justin McCarthy. 

' By Justin McCarthy. 

By Justin McCarthy. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
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Handsomely printed, price 5/. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey ; 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Nor- 
mandy with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Coontry, 
A.D. 1066-7. Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet by 
two, with the principal Arms emblazonea in Gold and Colonrs . 

In 4to, very handsomely printed, extra gold doth, I2x. 

The Roll of Caerlaverock. 

The Oldest Heraldic Roll ; including the Original Anglo-Nonnan 
Poem, and an English Translation of the MS. in the British 
Museum. By Thomas Wright, M.A. The Arms emblazoned 
in Gold and Colours. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7j. 6^. 

Memoirs of the Sanson Family : 

Seven Generations of Executioners. By Henri Sanson. Trans- 
lated from the French, with Introduction, by Camillk Barr&rb. 

' A faithful translaium ^/ihi* curwut nwrk, which will ctrUdnly re^ayftmsal 



"-notpn the , 



seemstp 



t pvmnd «^ itt oting/ull of horror* ^ for tht original mu^or c 
ho rathtr tahanud i^ftht ttchnical aspect of^ hi* profession^ and is conamendahiv 
reticent as to its details, but because it contains a lucid account of the most motablo 
causes oflibres from tk* time of Louis XIV, to a period within the mennory ^ 
persons still limng. . . . Can scarcely fail to be extremely enisrtai9iing,**'-' 
jDaily Tklbcka ph. ^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4/, 6d. each. 

The ''Secret Out'' Series. 



The Art of Amtising : 

A Collection of Gmceful Arts, 
Games, Tricks, Puules, and Cha- 
rades. By Frank Bbllew. 300 
Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Verf Easy Tricks. Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic. Sleight of 
Hand. Edited by W. H. Crs- 
900 Illustrations. 



Magidaris Own Booh : 

Perfbrmanoes with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. 
AU firom Actual Experience. 
Edited bf W. H. Crbmrr. aoo 
Illustrations. 



Magic No Mystery : 

Tricks with Caids, Dice. BaUs. 
&C., with fully descriptive Direc- 
tions : the Art of Secret Writing ; 
the Training of Performing A& 
mals, &c. With Coloured Fton- 
tispieoe and many Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle : 

A Book of New Intellectaal Games 
and Amusements. By Clara 
Bkllbw. Many lUnstrations. 

The Secret Out : 

One Thousand Tricks with Cards, 
and other Recreations ; with Eo- 
tertaining Experiments in Draw- 
in|r-room or "White Magic*' By 
"~ . H. Crembr. 300 Engravings^ 



^ 



NEW^ VOLUME OF THE ** SECRET OUT** SERIES. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Plates, 4^. 6d, 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury ; 

or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks. By Thomas Kent. 
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In reduced facsimile, small 8vo, half Roxbuighey xor. ^ 

The First Folio Shakespeare. 

Mr. William Shakespka&b's Comedies, Histories, and Trage- 
dies. Published according to the true Orig^nall Copies. London, 
Printed by Isaac Iaggard and Ed. Blount, 1623. — ^An exact 
Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process— ensuring the strictest accuracy in every 
detail. A full Prospectus vdll be sent upon appliccttwn. 

*' To Mtstrt. Ch»tt» and Windut belcngs tkt merit of kmnng dotu mart to 
faeilitate tlu critical study 0/ the text of our groat dramatist than ail the Shake- 
H^eare clubs and societies put together. A complete facsimile of the celebrated 
rirst Folic edition of 1623 for half-a-guinea is at onee a miracle of cheapness and 
enterprise. Being in a reduced form^ the tv^e is necessarily rather dtminutsDe, 
but it is as distinct tu in a genuine cofy of the original^ emd vnll he found to be as 
use/ul and far more handy to the student than the latter.** — ^ATHSNiVUM. 

Post 8yo, with Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edges, i&r. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. 

Beautifully printed in red and black, in small but vezj clear type. 
With engraved facsimile of Droeshout's Portrait, and 37 beautiful 
Steel Plates, after Stothard. 

Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, iSj. 

The School of Shakspere. 

Including "The life and Death of Captain Thomas Stukeley," 
with a New Life of Stucley, from Unpublished Sources ; " Mo- 
body and Somebody," « Histriomastix," «The Prodigal Son," 
"Jack Drum's Entertaincment," "A Warning for Fair Women," 
with Reprints of the Accounts of the Murder ; and " Faire Em." 
Edited, with Introductions and Notes, and an Account of Robert 
Green and his Quarrels with Shakspere, by Richard Simpson, 
B. A., Author of " The Philosophy of Shakspere's Sonnets," " The 
Life of Campion," &c. With an Introduction by F. J. Furnivall. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, is, 6d, 

Signboards : 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Re* 

markable Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camdxn 

HoTTKN. With nearly ico lUustrations. 

"' Sveu if we were ever so tmaliciously inclined, we could not pick out all Meurw, 
Larwood and Hotten's plutns, because the good tkitigs are M mmtmefvmi as to df^ 
the mtost wholesale depredation,**— TiU9S, 

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2s. 6d, 

The Smoker 's Text -Book. 

ByJ. Hamir, F.R.S.L. 
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Crown 8vo, doth eztim, gUt, with lo foil-page Tinted 

lUustiationSy yj. itd, 

Sheridan's Complete IVorks, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his •Dramatic Writings, 
printed from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and 
Poetry, Translations, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; with a Collec- 
tion of Sheridaniana. 

'* The tditor h^t brought together within a manageabie compass not only the 
seven piet^s by which Sheridan it best known, but a collection also of his /oeticai 
pieces which are less familiar to the public , sketches of unfinished dramas^selections 
from his reported witticisms , and extracts /rom his principal speeches. To these 
is prefixed a short but well-written memotr, giving the chtef facts in SherideuCs 
literary eatd political career ; m that, wtth this volume in his hand, the student 
may consider himself tolerably well furnished with edl that is necessary /or « 
general comprehension of the subject of it" ^ Pall Mall GazsWs. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, dr. 6</. 

The Slang Dictionary : 

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An Entirely New 
Edition, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged. 

" IVe are glad to see the Slang Dictionary reprinted and enlarged. From a high 
scientijic^nt of view this boM is not to 'be despised. Of course it cannot fait to 
be amusing also. It contains the very vocabulary cf unrestrained humour, and 
oddity, andgrotesqueness. In a word, it provides valuable material both /or the 
student of language and the student of human nature." — ^Academy. 

Crown 4to, uniform with ** Chaucer for Children," with Coloured 

Illustrations, cloth gilt, lOJ'. 6tf, 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. ToWRY. With Illustrations in Colours by Walter 
J. Morgan. 

" In these transcripts the writer has endecnfoured to preserve the thoughts and 
language of Spenser, while presenting the tales in a simple and continuous /orm. 
The work o/ one of our greatest poets has not been ap/roached in an i rrev e re n t 
spirit, nor with any intention of vulgarizing his fictions bv relating them in « 
fatniliar and mocking manner— a style too often suppoud to oe thut mast attractive 
to the young." 

Imperial 4to, containing 150 beautifully-finished foil-page Engravings 
and Nine Vignettes, all tinted, and some illuminated in gold and 
colours, half-morocco, £g ^x. 

Stothard's Monumental Effigies of Great 

Britain, With Historical Description and Introduction by John 

Kemps, F. S. A. A New Edition, with a large body of Additional 

Notes by John Hewitt. 

%* A few Large Paper copies, royal folio, with the arms illuminated 

in gold and colours, and the plates very curefolly finished in body-colours^ 

heightened with gold in the very foiest style, half-moroccCH £iS ^Sf* 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, 9;. 

Stedman 's l^tctorian Poets : 

. Critical Essays. By Edmund Cla&encx Stedman. 

'* W» ougki to he thank/Ml to tMoM who do critical work with comMent skill 
mnd tmdenianding, with hofusty o/ purpose, amd with diligence and tkorou^hnoss 
^execution. And Mr. Stcdmum, having^ chosen to work tn this line, deservee the 
thank* 0/ English scholars by these qualities and by something more; .... 
heis/atth/ul, studious^ and diueming/'^SATVUHAV Review. 

Large Svo, balf-Roxburghe, with lUastrations, price 9^. 

Stow 's Survey of London. 

Edited by W. J. Thoms, F.S. A. A New Edition, with Copper- 
plate Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7/. 6d. 

Swiff s Choice Works, 

in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of 
the Maps in the Original Edition of « GuUiver's Travels." 

**The < TaU of a Tnb* is, in m^ ap^hension, the masterpiece 0/ Swift ; 
certainly Rabelau has nothing superior, even in invention, nor anything so cot^ 
densed, so pointed, so full of real meaning, qf biting satire, of felicitous anedogv. 
The * Battle of the Books * u such an improvement on the sinular combat in the 
Lutrin, that we can hardly own it as an imitation.** — Hallam. 

" SwifPs reputation as a poet has been in a manner obscured fy the greater sPlen^ 
dour, by the natural/orce and inventive genius, of his Prose writings ; but, %f hs 
had never written either th4 * TaU of a Tub* or *Guliivef's Travels, his nam* 
merely as apoei would have come down to us, and have gone dcwm to Posterity, 
with weU-eamed honours.**— Hazutt. 



Mr. Swinburne's IVorks : 

The Queen Mother and 

Rosawumd. Fcap. 8vo, ^r. 

Atalanta in Calydon. 

A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Chastelard. 

A Tragedy. Fcap. 8?o, 71* 

Poems and Ballads^ 

Fcap. 8vo, 91. 

Notes on **Poems and 

Ballads," 8vo, is, 

William Blake: 

A Critical Essay. With Facsimile 
Podntings. Demy 8¥o, idr. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Crown 8vo, lor. td. 



Bothwell: 

A Tragedy. Two Vols, crown 
8vo. zai. 6d, 

George Chapman : 

An Essay. Crown 8vo, 71. 

Songs of Two Nations, 

Crown 8vQ, 6j. 

Essays and Studies. 

Crown 8vo, zar. 

Erechtheus : 

A Tragedy. Crown 8to, 6f. 

Note of an English Re^ 

publican on tkt MnscoviU CrU' 
sade, 8vo, is, 

A Note on CharlotUBrmt^. 

Crown 8ro, 6j. 
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MR, SWINBURNE'S NEW WORK, 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, 9;. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

By Algernon Charles Swinburne. 

*«* Also in fcap. 8vo, at same price, uniform with the First 
Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, y, dd, 

RossettVs(lV. M.) Criticism upon Swin-- 

kurtUs " Poems and Ballads.*^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6i/. 

Strutfs Sports and Pastimes of the 

People of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recrea- 
tions, Maj Ckunes, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, 
and Pompous Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present 
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited by Wiluam Honk. 

*«* A few Large Paper Copies, with an extra set of Copperplate 
Illustrations, carefimy Coloured by Hand, from the Originals, 50^. 

Medium 8to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. dd. 

Dr. Syntax 's Three Tours, 

in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in 
Sear<^ of a Wife; With the whole of Rowiandson's dbroU page 
Illustrations, in Colours, and Life of the Author by J. C. Hottrn. 

Large post 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt top, with Illustrations, izr. 6^. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by 
William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Inci- 
dents in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of 
his everyday reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings and 
Five Coloured Plates, from Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings. 

*' // would have been a real iast to HbUegraphical Utermiure had cctPfrigiti 
eUMcultuM delved the general public of tkis very amunng collation. One qf 
Taackerays nabits, from kit schoolboy days^ was to ornament the mmtrgms and 
blank pages 0/ the books he had in use with caricature illustrations ^ tkdr 
contents, Thu gave special value to the sale of his library, and is almost cause 
for regret that it could not have been preserved in its integrity. Tkachermye 
place in literature is eminent enough to have made this an interest to future 
generations. The anonymous editor has done the best that ho could to compoto- 
sate for toe lack 0/ this. It is an admirable addendum, not only to his collected 
works, but eUso to any memoir of him that has been, or that is likely to be, 
fi>nV<lm."— British Qoaktbelv Rbvikw. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 7/. 6d. 

Thomson* s Seasons and Castle of In- 
dolence, With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 
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Two Vols, crown Svo, doth boards, iSf.; Large Paper copies 

(only 50 printed), 361. 

Cyril Toumeur's Collected IVorks, 

Plays and Poems. Edited, with Critical Introdaction and Xote% 
by J. Chu&ton Colons. 

Crown 8to, doth extra, with Coloured niastrations, 7/. &/• 

y. il/. IV. Turner's Life and Correspond- 

true. Founded apon Letters and Papers furnished by hu Friends 
and fellow Academicians. By Walter Thornbuky. A New 
Edition, considerably Enlaiged. With numerous lUustratiQiis 
in Colours^ Dacsimiled from Turner's original Drawings. 

Taine's History of English Literature. 

Translated by Henry Van Laun. Four Vols, small 8vo, jotr. 

\* Also a New and Cheaper Edition, in Two Vols., crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 158. 

Small 8vo, doth gilt, with Portrait, 6r. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. 

A Study. By H. A. Page, Author of "The Life of Thomas 
De Quincey," &c. 

Extract fkom Prbpacs.— '* Tht naturt'iHtthict in Thereon wtu to ttrmg 
ikai, as J btUtvtt it may even do iomieiking to aid in the inteffrttaiion of certain 
phenomena of to dittmtt a period at the MtddU Age. I tee a hind 0/ real likenett 



keiween tAit totalled ' Stou* ^ America^ with kit unaffected love for the tlave, 
wonderful tympatfuet emd attractiont /or tke iower creaturtt, kit ampUcitiet. 
andktt Ukmg/or tke labour 0/ tke kattd, and tkatSt, Francis wkete life kas 
recently Seen made (resk and real tout be ike tkilful/en ofMrt. Olipkant, AUt 
claim /or Tkoreau is a elitinteretted and not a one-tuled and prejutUeed kearing.* 

Crown 8to^ doth extra, with Illnstrations, 7/. f)d. 

Timbs' Clubs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses, Hostebries, and 
Taverns. By John Timbs, F.S.A* With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8yo, doth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6d. 

Timbs' English Eccentrics and Ec- 

eeniriatUs: Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Ddusions, Impos- 
tures, and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, 
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. By John 
Timbs, F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. 
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One Vol. crown 8vo, cloth ettn, 7/. &/• 




— ,^, . _ Crown,""The 

Revenge,^' " Arkwr^tV Mi^ifV "Anne Bolcyn," "Plot 
and Passion." 

%* The V^Mjmraxf also be had separately, at is. each. 
Crown 4to, half-Roxborghe^ I2x. td. 

Vagabondiana : 

or, Anecdotes of Mendicant Wanderers through the Streets of 
London ; with Portraits of the most Remarkable, drawn from the 
life by John Thomas Smith, late Keeper of the Prinu in the 
British Mosenm. With Introduction by Francis Douce, and 
DescriptiTe Text. With the Woodcuts and the si Plates, from 
the original Coppers. 

- Large crown 8vo, doth antique, with Illustrations, 7/. 6«/. 

IValton and Cotton's Complete Angler ; 

or. The Contemplative Man's Recreation : being a Discourse of 
RiTcrs, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; 
and Instructions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a dear 
Stream, by Charles Cotton. With Original Memoira and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 61 Coppetplate Illustrations. 

Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, 2a in. by 14 in., 2tm 

IVarrant to Execute Charles I. 

An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty* 
nine Signatures of the Regiddes, and corresponding Seals. 

Beaatifiilly printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price ir. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Q. of Scots. 

An exact Facsimile^ including the Signature of Queen Elizabetl^ 
and a Facsimile of the Great SeaL 

Crown 8to, doth extra* with Illustrations, 7j. 6dL 

Wright's Caricature History of the 

Giorga, (Tke House of Hanover,) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, 
Squibs, Broadsides, Wmdow Pictures, &c By Thomas Wright, 
E»q., M.A., F.S.A. ^ 

Large post 8to, cloth extra, gilt, with niustxations^ 7'. 6<& 

Wright 's History .qf Caricature and of 



the Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculfiure, and Painiing, from 
the Earliest Times to the Present Day. By Thomas Wright, 
M.A.9 F.S.A. Proloady illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S. A. 
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